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INTRODUCTION 


In many respects the great and positive literary 
achievement of the eighteenth century was the English 
novel. With its roots in the journalistic narrative of 
Defoe, and its growth in emotional sensibility with 
Richardson, in worldly humor with Fielding, and in 
Frances Barney's quaint but wise scrutiny of contem- 
porary manners, it had reached by the last quarter of 
the century a plane of manifest artistic fitness. In the 
hands of Defoe, Richardson, Fielding, and Miss Bar- 
ney, the clear and studied purpose of the novel had 
been truth to life, and in a large way this purpose was 
expressly opposed to the romantic moods and attitudes 
of those who wrote fiction before 1700. Yet even with 
the advance of the realistic novel, a steady stream of 
romantic fiction continued to flow in more or less tra- 
ditional channels throughout the eighteenth century — 
and beyond it. 

These two obvious and distinct drifts in the fiction 
of the eighteenth century are only one evidence of the 
interesting duality of the period, its rational side seen 
in Locke, Voltaire, F'ranklin and Paine, its romantic 
side m Steele, Rousseau, Goldsmith, and in the gen- 
eral tendency of poetry throughout the last three quar- 
ters of the century. In poetry the romantic mood 
gradually displaced the realistic, the literal, the objec- 
tive — whatever we may prefer to call it — but in fiction 
romanticism itself had been rather outworn when the 
eighteenth century opened; and the singular success of 
Defoe and F'ielding in creating an interest in the con- 
temporary and the probable rather than the sentimental 
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or the bizarre, left the field of romantic fiction in the 
main to inferior writers who must have appealed to the 
less critical readers of their time. 

Yet if the struggle between realistic and romantic 
aims in fiction was one-sided, it was far from conclu- 
sive, for it was concerned not only with questions of 
literary taste, but with questions of ethical aim. The 
realists faced a “resistance” on the part of readers who 
not only preferred the kaleidoscope to the microscope, 
but felt a moral glow in that preference. Even Defoe, 
accomplished realist as he was, confessed a certain 
shame in the picturing of the common and sordid details 
of contemporary life. A half-centurv later Clara 
Reeve drew an interesting and characteristic, though 
probably misleading, distinction between the realistic, 
which she felt must 111 its mere adherence to fact lack 
inspiriting ideality, and the romantic, which by its 
stress upon what she called the finer and nobler sides 
of life, offers something for encouragement and emula- 
tion. And throughout the century there was a some- 
what phansaical suspicion of the kind of truth that 
Fielding was able to conVev . If Tom Jones and Cap- 
tain Booth were real men, then it were better not to 
discuss the qualities of real men too frankly. But 
whether because of the moral force that Miss Reeve 
argued for romantic fiction, or because of the unstifled 
romantic predilections of the age, at any rate the cen- 
tury is dotted with curious fictions that have little 
kinship with the great novels. 

The ideas and feelings that underlay these romantic 
stories arc the familiar concepts of romanticism gener- 
ally. love of the moods of nature, the sentimental atti- 
tude, the relish for antiquitv and the exotic, and the 
melancholic strain that gives its tone to the poetry of 
Collins, Young, Grnv, and Cow per. In the direct 
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stream of fiction, some of these influences had already 
been felt before or during the earlier part of the cen- 
tury. Courtly and idyllic romances bad been popular 
for hundreds of years, though the worldliness of the 
Restoration and the age of Anne had weakened their 
vogue. The spirit and flavor of the Orient were brought 
to Europe by Antoine Gallattd’s French translation of 
the Arabian Nights, completed in 1717 . Richardson 
had given England its first not el of sentiment in 
Pamela ( 1710 ). The first historical novel — Charles 
Leland's Longsword — was written in 1762 ; but this 
was simply an expression in fiction of the "medieval- 
ism" that had been gathering momentum from the be- 
ginning of the century. The cult of nature, on the other 
hand, found its way rather late into prose fiction, after 
it had struck its distinctive note in puinting and poetry. 
These were the spiritual forces at work in literature 
during the period, and single or collectively they are 
found in those notnble though secondary fictions that 
appeared from the publuation of Dr Johnson’s Ras- 
sela a, in 1759 , on to the end of the eenturv, when ro- 
mantic fiction was teinporarilv submerged by the first 
tide of modern realism ui the social satires of Jane 
Austen. Of these numerous romances, we have taken 
three as representing the character and historical de- 
velopment of tiie tj pe 

The first of these tales. The Castle of Otranto, is 
to-day somewhat difficult to take seriously. Its por- 
tentous mysteries and exaggerated terrors seem to us 
both cheap and trivial Yet it is the ancient head — 
now fallen into disrepute — of an entire family of stories 
of its kind, good, bad and indifferent, which includes 
the work of as reputable authors as Poe. the Bronte 
sisters, and Stevenson. 

The "uthor, Horace Walpole, was the son of Sir 
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Robert Walpole, one of the dominant figures in Eng* 
lish political bfe m the early eighteenth century. The 
elder Walpole, who was an indefatigable collector, 
trained his son as a connoisseur, and Walpole’s per- 
sonal temper lent itself readily to this career. Walpole 
was educated at Eton and Xing’s College, Cambridge, 
and was then sent with the young poet Gray to make 
the “grand tour” of the continent. Throughout bis 
bfe he cultivated assiduously his interests in painting, 
literature, and antiquities, supported fay the proceeds of 
pobtical sinecures secured through family influence. 
The notable and picturesque occupation of his middle 
years was his rebuilding of his villa “Strawberry Hill,” 
which he took m I7f7, in the “Gothic” style, and the 
housing of Ins collections there. He also established at 
Strawberry Hill a private press from which were is- 
sued a number of books, including the poems of his 
friend Gray. Here he spent a long and leisured life as 
society man and wit, producing from time to time a 
variety of writings of greater or less importance. 

In its day, The Castle of Otranto seemed absorbing 
and skilfully made, if not a great work of imagination. 
Even Sir Walter Scott admitted its spell And obvious 
as it is in theme and treatment, its v ogue is not difficult 
to understand It appeared at a time (1764) when the 
literary world had looked too long and familiarly at 
reflections of its own social life, and was ready to find 
its escape in one of the characteristic forms of other- 
world interest. The partuular color of this interest in 
Walpole’s story was determined by the antiquarian 
tastes of the time, in combination with the charm of 
ancientry and the growing vogue of mystery and the 
mystical. The Castle of Otranto is unqualifiedly, nn- 
dilutedly, romantic, so much so that it recognizes none 
of the checks of reason upon inientton, but is for its- 
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time almost the absolute expression of imaginative free- 
dom. The real artistic explanation of The Cattle of 
Otranto, however, ll that it is a tour de force , a display 
of virtuosity. Undoubtedly Walpole wrote it with his 
tongue in his cheek. He was too much a person of the 
world to be insensible of its extravagance and its emo- 
tional pose To him the story was simply "a Gothic 
tale,” and in the preface to the book he ingeniously ex- 
cuses its excesses on the ground that they were the 
product of the credulity of the period in which he 
pretends the story was written 

Readers liked it, however, and it was published many 
times. Yet for a while it hod no imitators Twelve 
years later, in 1775, Clara Reeve wrote her Old Eng- 
ttsh Baron, a very prosy storv m which she tried to 
demonstrate that the terrors and mysteries of the Gothic 
type need not outrage the reader's common sense. She 
utilized much of Walpole’s ‘machinery,” but brought 
into her story no wonders, no apparitions, that could 
not be explained-— after the fact, at least — in a per- 
fectly reasonable way A gap of another dozen years 
followed in which Walpole's supremacy was still un- 
challenged, when Ann Radchffe brought out in 1789 a 
meagre and modest story. The Castles of Athlyn and 
Dunbayne, which set in motion her great though short- 
lived reputation. 

Not very much is known of Mrs. Radchffe (1764- 
1823). In the case of a writer who reflects so slightly 
the social concepts of her time, that matters relatively 
little. She had means, social contacts, leisure, and 
some acquaintance with the intellectual figures of her 
time; but she was not particularly a social spirit. She 
had an evident fondness for simple and leisurely travel, 
1>ut never far from the shores of England. She did 
visit the Low Countries and the German frontier, and 
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took carriage trips in England with her husband. Cu- 
riously enough, she appears not to have known at first 
hand either Italy or Southern France, the scenes of 
her most discussed novels, but gathered her color and 
atmosphere largely from books of travel — a fact which 
may account for the sometimes strongly geological and 
botanical savor of her description of landscape, as well 
as for her excess of scenic effects. With the close of 
her literary career, which extended over the early years 
of her married life, she retired not only from litera- 
ture, but from public notice. 

Mrs. Radchffe’s Gothic romances are the best of the 
pure type. She published five of them between 1789 
and 1797, and her posthumous Gaston de Blondeville has 
a general relation to the genre. Of these, three — The 
Romance of the Forest (1791), The Mysteries of 
Vdolpho (1794), and The Italian (1797), are still dis- 
tinctly readable. The Mysteries of Vdolpho is m a 
way the archetype of the species; but it is very long, 
thin and transparent in plot, and encumbered with 
meaningless terrors and mysteries. The Italian has 
more literary maturity than the others. But The Ro- 
mance of the Forest is probably as clear, natural and 
intrinsically entertaining a piece as anything Mrs. 
R&dcliffe wrote. 

In pattern Mrs. Radcliffe’s romances are curiously 
alike. The story is built typically about the misad- 
ventures and mishaps of a heroine of gentle and sensi- 
tive nature, m the background of whose history is some 
deep, and generally irreleiant. mystery. She is thrown 
into the power of sinister villains, and exposed con- 
tinuously to both real and fancied terrors. But al- 
though she is constantly threatened with death — “or 
worse,” as Mrs. Radcliffe puts it — her virtue and a 
certain blind but lucky courage carry her through the 
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perils of her aituation. In the end she is found affec- 
tionately but modestly united to the genteel young 
lover from whom destiny has separated her in her 
moments of trial. This heroine is, m the eighteenth 
century tradition, an object of great sentimental solici- 
tude, and a model of feminine deportment. Her emo- 
tional life is troubled and even melancholy, but her 
outward poise reflects the best of breeding. She 
sketches, paints, plays the lute, embroiders, sings, reads 
romances, walks — but not beyond the limitations of an 
interestingly fragile constitution; and in her most ex- 
alted moments she writes poetry, specimens of which, 
hopelessly pedestrian, Mrs. Radcliffe gives us in all her 
stories. This heroine is a skilled casuist in the pro- 
prieties, too. Witness the episode in The Italian in 
which Ellena questions whether she should permit her 
affianced loier to lead her from urgent danger, or even 
death, except with proper chaperonage. 

With this uniformity of general design, Mrs. Rad- 
ehffe's novels differ from one another only in detailed 
handling. And her details are in the main unessential 
and episodic, her artistic resources always limited. The 
machinery of her stories maintains its uninterrupted 
motion without mu(h visible effect We find her hero- 
ine running away from threatened dangers with about 
the same resultless persistency as in an artless moving- 
picture serial of a few years ago. Mrs. Radcliffe is 
tediously circumstantial, and her plots are not merely 
loose, but from the point of view of a real social im- 
port, generally meaningless. She was, indeed, a poetical 
spirit working in prose — and not in good prose, either. 
Like Scott, she was both facile and careless. Her 
works abound in inconsistencies and anachronisms. She 
is redundant beyond belief. In her earliest narrative. 
The Cattle t of Athhn and Dunbayne, little more than 
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a short story, her heroine faints eight times; and in the 
description of a second fair damsel, we are told over 
and over again, with only the slightest variations of 
phrase, that “the bloom of her youth was shaded by a 
soft and pensive melancholy which communicated an 
extremely interesting expression to her fine blue eyes.” 
Her phrase is impoverished, her invention limited, her 
characters and situations taken from an extremely small 
stock in trade. Her art lies simply m the accumulation 
of effects without proportion or reason, rarely with 
adequate phrase, rarely with restraint, never with more 
than the most elementary sense of literary architecture. 
In fact, any thoughtful criticism of Mrs Radcliffe 
amounts to a general indictment of literary incapacity. 

It is needless to say that Mrs. Radcliffe was in no 
sense a student of life, but merely the docile pupil of 
her sentimental age. She shares all the amiable errors 
of her time — a belief in the “natural breeding" of the 
rustic, in the charm of a delicate physique in a woman, 
in the logic of feminine inferiority, and generally in 
the fascinatioi) of the neurotic temper Her historical 
perspective is similarly prejudiced and distorted^ and. 
her political and religious views (particularly apparent 
in The Italian) are insular, and even childish. Her 
morality is strictly conformist, set forth in placidly 
repeated commonplaces. In none of those matters in 
which we expect the novelist to be a critical obser ver of 
life has she any appeal for the reader of to-day. 

And yet, her work has done indisputable service for 
imaginative vigor and romantic beauty in prose fiction. 
If she did not have art m any comprehensive sense, at 
any rate she had artistic cunning. Thi9 is evident 
principally in heT partly new, and certainly effectual, 
use of romantic color and atmosphere. Everything in 
her stories contributes to their mood, and this mood is 
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always sombre, agitated, pervasive. Her range m this 
respect is great. She can find the precise background 
for tender and pensive thoughts. But her great effects 
are gained by ia wild and lavishly fashioned romantic 
imagery, often symbolic, and for the most part scenic — 
craggy castles, ruined abbeys, mouldering cloisters and 
tombs, midnight bells, black forests, impenetrable 
gorges, stretches of sea, moonlit vistas, picturesque ruf- 
fians, the dust of long-closed chambers, the dampness 
of the charnel-house, all of them external but highly 
useful furnishings for the familiar emotional appead. 
These effects dominate the psychology of the moment, 
create its suspense, and surround even a trivial incident 
with a vivid if factitious interest To be sure, she 
overdoes it, but that is to admit that she does it. 

We must concede, however, that our interest in Mrs. 
Radeliffe is the interest of the curious. After all, the 
credulity of her readers, their pathetic willingness to 
be perturbed and mystified, is a revealing commentary 
upon the sentimental bias of her age. Fiction ran for 
the moment in a shallow and muddy stream, and Mrs. 
Radcliffe’s transient reputation was challenged by no 
contemporary novelist of real strength or significance. 
But we may be sure that she was read, probably sur- 
reptitiously and nervously, by thousands of young ladies 
seeking emotional escape from the sheltered tranquillity 
of provincial and middle-class domesticity. Jane Aus- 
ten ridicules it all m Northanger Abbey, adding her 
conviction that these mean cravings for the sensational 
in fiction were not only sillv but somewhat base. It is 
hard now to believe that Mrs. Radeliffe was ever in 
good taste, despite her undoubted popularity. 

With the publication of The Italian, Mrs. Radeliffe 
abruptly stopped writing Why > Possibly abe felt 
her own limitations. Possibly she was convinced of the 
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dubiety of much in the social and ethical points of view 
of her novels. In this connection, there arc two pas- 
sages of instructive discourse in The Mygtene * of 
Vdolpho in which the father of the heroine cautions her 
against “sensibility (by which he means temperamental 
susceptibility) — the romantic error of amiable minds.” 
Probably Mrs Radthffe anticipated in her own judg- 
ment the ridicule which Jane Austen poured upon her 
heroines and her most moving situations. At any rate 
the time was ripe for a fiction which should deal more 
faithfully and soberly w ith life and people as they are, 
and from 1795 on there were many writers able and 
anxious to accomplish that aim. 

Before the Gothic tradition was quite worn out, there 
appeared even more striking examples of the type than 
Mrs. Radcliffe herself had produced, and from the late 
1790’s on there was an epidemic of shorter Gothic 
stones, many of them published as chap-books. The 
most stirnng of all the Gothic's was Matthew Gregory 
Lewis’s violent and rather wricked Monk (1795). Prob- 
ably the one most commended to-day is Charles Ma- 
turing lengthy Melmoth the Wanderer, published 
strangely late m 1820, after Scott had brought new and 
vigorous life into the historical-romantic novel. But the 
peak of popularity of the Gothic novel had been reached 
in those lean years from 1790 to 1800. Its real tri- 
umph and its fall came within that decade. 

Where did the “influence” of these fictions lead? 
Their most immediate and visible effect on literature of 
any importance was to furnish the romantic mechanism 
for the narrative verse of Scott and Byron. But beyond 
this, the qualities of the Gothic romance filtered through 
readable fiction during much of the nineteenth century. 
Its influence, in common with that of German roman- 
ticism, passed through the American Charles Brockden 
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Brown to both Poe and Hawthorne. In Emily Bronte’s 
W uthenng Height* we see its effect in a novel with 
more human characters and more credible social rela- 
tions. In her sister Charlotte Bronte’s Jane Eyre 
there is a similar use of uncouth mystery with eerie 
setting and electric atmosphere to maintain it. The 
violent storm that rises and breaks as Rochester pro- 
poses to Jane, and the voice of Rochester heard by 
Jane miles across the moors, are recognizably Gothic 
effects. Stevenson's Markheim, The Pavilion on the 
Link*, The Beach at Faleta, and Wetr of Hermitlon 
all have a manifest strain of Gothic in them, though 
attenuated and rationalised. Even to-day we hear the 
echoes of the genre in the stories of Algernon Black- 
wood and Walter de la Mare. 

Beckford's f'athek is quite another sort of thing. 
First of all. its background is not Gothic, but oriental, 
and it is quite free from the complacent lmitativeness 
of the later Gothic romanticists. There is no doubt 
of its lasting and intrinsic merit. In its vigor, its pro- 
fusion of color and its auducity of effect it is unques- 
tionably a work of art. It is. too, one of the great 
literary burlesques, taking a place probably somewhat 
lower than Voltaire’s Candide, Meredith’s Shaving of 
Shagpat, and Max Beerbohm's Zuleika Dobson 

William Beckford was the descendant of a very old 
English family, which within the hundred years before 
his birth ( 1760) had become fabulously wealthy from 
great estates in the West Indies. Beckford's educa- 
tion, which was entirely under private direction, gave 
him wide cultivation and, contacts, but his cultural in- 
terests were too scattered to be profound, and he was 
always volatile, fanciful, and so extravagant in his 
tastes that his contemporaries regarded him as a good 
deal of an oddity. He wrote rather industriously, but 
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published grudgingly, for he affected a contempt for 
applause. But in spite of his touch of intellectual snob- 
bery, Beckford showed both wit and understanding of 
aesthetic values m almost everything to which he Set 
his hand. 

V athek is Beckford’s one indisputable claim to liter- 
ary note. The rest of his career is without interest 
except as the record of the fantastic doings of a man 
of enormous wealth and capricious tastes. After years 
spent largely in travel abroad, he returned in 1796 to 
the family seat at Fonthill to embark upon a vast 
.scheme of lavish building and landscaping He is one 
of the great subjects of contemporary anecdote, most 
of which illustrates the queer and unexpected sides of 
a character that the age ne\er quite succeeded in 
appraising. 

V athek was written for the most part in 1782, not, 
however, in the "three days and two nights of hard 
labor” in which Beckford later said he had composed 
it. Possibly the first draft of the storv was so written, 
but it is certain from Beckford's letters that he was at 
work upon the tale for the best part of a year, and it 
was in process of revision still longer. The tale was 
written in French, a language which Beckford, like his 
contemporaries Chesterfield and Gibbon, affected. 

Beckford’s first idea of writing an oriental romance 
came from his friend the Rev. Samuel Henley, a master 
at Harrow and a well informed orientalist. Henley’s 
judgment was consulted upon countless literary, his- 
torical, linguistic and antiquarian problems connected 
with the book. In additioq, Henley, apparently at 
Beckford’s instance, .translated the work from Beck- 
ford’s manuscript, with the evident understanding that 
he should be allowed to publish this translation. 
Through an imperfect sense, however, of what his re- 
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lations and agreements with the authoT implied, Henley 
published the English version in 1786, although the 
book was not yet finished to Beckford’s satisfaction. 
He also unaccountably omitted to credit the book to 
Beckford, but stated that it was “adapted from the 
Arabic.” Beckford brought out his French version as 
promptly as possible in the following year in two 
editions, one printed at Lausanne, the other at Paris. 
Probably Beckford’s haste to issue m self-defense the 
original French version presented him from publishing 
the romance in as lengthy a form as he had planned it. 
In any event, three "Episodes” from Vathrk — the tales 
of the three princts encountered in the closing passage 
of the story — were not printed by Beckford, and for 
many sears wert thought to ha\e been lost. These 
were found and separately published in 1912. The 
English version of Henlev has always been regarded, 
rather curiously, as the book. This version appeared 
with labored notes upon oriental costume, folklore, 
geography, social habits and the like, wduch Beckford 
had attached to his tab These notes Beckford at one 
time regarded as ”eertaml\ necessary,” but probably 
he took altogether too serious a view of their value In 
the present edition thev are omitted, or where plainly 
necessary, are compressed into the briefest foot-notes. 

Vathrk shows artistic consistence It is surprisingly 
like what it pretends to be It has undeniably the ori- 
ental air — that arch blending of sobriety and wit, that 
interweaving of hard humor and emotional fervor, that 
the Wt stern World knows chnfiv through The Thou- 
sand and One Nights. In atmosphere it is probably less 
convincing, Beckford’s an\ict\ to document his social 
life and customs giving the work a strain of pedantry. 
But with all that, it seems to Ik neither imitative nor 
labored Once again, it is an artist's creation, free in 
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spirit, but, in the good eighteenth-century sense of 
things, worshipful of form; for all its exoticism, a very 
typical thing 

As burlesque, Vathek ridicules the romantic vogue by 
accentuating the romantic styles. Its exaggerations — 
such as the slaughter of the fifty innocents, and the 
frantic chase of the Giaour — -are purposely top-heavy. 
Its sentiment, too, is designedly affected, and furnishes 
a deliberate contrast to the actual fatuity and brutalism 
of the characters E\en its lavishness of image and 
of phrase is (for all it is admired) simply a gorgeous 
exercise in "fine writing.” and it may even he questioned 
whether its pious conclusion — an amassing non-sequttur 
— is not intended, as an anti-climax, possibly as a 
travesty upon the didactic conclusions of such tales as 
Johnson’s Raiselas There is. too. an obvious touch of 
satire in Vathek, the more notable 1 h < ause of its rather 
superficial relation to Voltaire s Monti sqmeu’s. and 
Goldsmith’s satirical depiction of oriental i ustoms, both 
in parallel and in contrast to those- of Europe But we 
may be tempted to draw too profound conclusions upon 
this point, for Beckford was scarcely by literary con- 
stitution a satirist His tome sense took in the ironies 
of the contemporary social system, but there is m his 
make-up little of that w-armth of moral indignation 
combined with comic perception that makes the satirist’s 
temper 

Possibly the most significant thing about the writing 
of Vathek is Beekford’s quite characteristic noncha- 
lance — his preoccupation with the game, so to speak, 
and his indifference to anything hut a personally satis- 
fying result Indeed were it not that the publication 
of the book was forced, it might never liaie seen the 
light; or almost as had it might base been still-born 
in that half-adequate French in which Beckford wrote 
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it. In a word, such a piece of literary dilettantism as 
Vathek has no serious artistic relations, however we 
may calculate learnedly its sources and its influence. 
Beckford’s admiration for the Arabian Night t, his in- 
terest in oriental lore, the mock gravity of his other 
writings, his imagined indebtedness to Voltaire, may 
explain certain aspects of his performance, but they 
are far from explaining an intrinsically brilliant and 
largely original work. 

At any rate the result is unmistakable; Vathek could 
have been produced only by mature wit keenly awake 
to the incongruities of things, conjoined with literary 
connoisseurslnp It is an unusual combination of quali- 
ties in the Englishman, us Meredith has pointed out; 
and it is therefore doubly prized because it i* English. 

Hahrison R Steeves 



EDITOR’S NOTE 


The early copies of the three texts in this volume, partic- 
ularly of the last two, show many instances of either careless 
writing or faulty printing In a few cases of obvious 
error the editor has ventured to make corrections, but even 
in the present text the meticulous reader will discover anom- 
alies of phrase and s>ntax that reflect the fart that not all 
eighteenth century prose was as fair as Johnson's or Gibbon’s 
The punctuation in all three romances has also been some- 
what modernized, but in such a way as to preserve as far as 
possible the rather unwieldy sentence structure of the 
originals 

Two fairly substantial cuts have been made in the text of 
The Romance of the Forest, both of them prolonged incidents 
-of only secondary importance to the action of the story. 
The two episodes are summarized in their proper place (pp. 
457-9 and 501-3 following) Without these cuts, the volume 
would scarcely have been possible, with them, the story is, 
if anything, more readable. 

All editions of The Romance of the Forest which I have seen 
give two chapters X in succession, with a consequent emir 
in the numbering of all the following chapters In the pres- 
«ut edition the second chapter X is numbered X 1 . 
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PREFACE 

TO THE FIRST EDITION. 

The following work was found in the library of an 
ancient Catholic family in the north of England. It 
was printed at Naples, m the black letter, in the year 
1529. How much sooner it was written does not ap- 
pear The principal incidents are such as were believed 
in the darkest ages of Christianity, but the language 
and conduct have nothing that savours of barbarism. 
The style is the purest Italian. If the story was writ- 
ten near the time when it is supposed to have happened, 
it must have been between 1095, the era of the first 
crusade, and 1213, the date of the last, or not long 
afterwards. There is no other circumstance in the 
work that can lead us to guess at the period in which 
the scene is laid the names of the actors are evidently 
fictitious, and probably disguised on purpose, yet the 
Spanish names of the domestics seem to indicate that 
this work was not composed until the establishment of 
the Arragoman kings in Naples had made Spanish ap- 
pellations familiar in that country. The beauty of the 
diction and the seal of the author (moderated, however, 
by singular judgment) concur to make me think that 
the date of the composition was little antecedent to that 
* The Preface to the Second Edition, often reprinted in 
later editions, is omitted from this one. It is in large part a 
labored defence of Walpole’s use of low comedv scenes in 
coniunction with a “tragic" theme, lustified by him on the 
authority of Shakespeare’s practice, and challenging Vol- 
taire’s condemnation of it The First Preface, printed here, 
is plainly a part of the actual structure of the story. 

3 
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of the impression. Letters were then m the most flour- 
ishing state in Italy, and contributed to dispel the em- 
pire of superstition, at that time so forcibly attacked 
by the reformers It is not unlikely that an artful 
priest might endeavour to turn their own arms on the 
innovators, and might avail himself of his abilities as 
an author to confirm the populace in their ancient errors 
and superstitions If this was his view, he has certainly 
acted with signal address Such a work as the follow- 
ing would enslave a hundred vulgar minds beyond half 
the books of controversy that have been written from 
the days of Luther to the present hour. 

This solution of the author’s motives is, however, of- 
fered as a mere conjecture. Whatever his views were, 
or whatever effects the execution of them might have, 
his work can only be laid before the public at present as 
a matter of entertainment. Even as such, some apology 
for it is necessary. Miracles, visions, necromances, 
dreams, and other preternatural events, are exploded 
now even from romances. That was not the case when 
our author wrote; much less when the story itself is 
supposed to have happened. Belief m every kind of 
prodigy was so established in those dark ages that an 
author would not be faithful to the manners of the 
times who should omit all mention of them. He is 
not bound to believe them himself, but he must repre- 
sent his actors as believing them. 

If this air of the miraculous is excused, the reader 
will find nothing else unworthy of his perusal Allow 
the possibility of the facts, and all the actors comport 
themselves as persons would do in their situation. 
Tfcdre is no bombast, no similes, flowers, digressions, 
0t unnecessary descriptions. Everything tends directly 
to the catastrophe. Never is the reader’s attention re- 
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l&xed. The rules of the drama are almost observed 
throughout the conduct of the piece. The characters 
are well drawn, and still better maintained. Terror, 
the author’s principal engine, prevents the story from 
ever languishing; and it is so often contrasted by pity 
that the mind is kept up m a constant vicissitude of 
interesting passions. 

Some persons may, perhaps, think the characters of 
the domestics too little serious for the general cast of 
the story; hut, besides their opposition to the principal 
personages, the art of the author is very observable in 
his conduct of the subalterns. They discover many 
passages essential to the story, which could not be well 
brought to light but by their naivete and simplicity in 
particular, the womanish terror and foibles of Bianra 
m the last chapter conduce essentially towards advanc- 
ing the catastrophe. 

It is natural for a translator to be prejudiced in 
favour of his adopted work More impartial readers 
may not be so much struck with the beauties of this 
piece as I was. Yet I am not blind to my author’s 
defects I could wish lie had grounded Ins plan on a 
more useful moral than this that the tin t of the fathert 
are visited on their children to the third and fourth 
(feneration. I doubt whether in his time, any more than 
at present, ambition curbed its appetite of dominion 
from the dread of so remote a punishment. And yet 
this moral is weakened bv that less direct insinuation, 
that even such anatneina may be diverted by devotion 
to St Nicholas Here the interest of the monk plainly 
gets the better of the judgment of the author. How- 
ever, with all its faults, I have no doubt but the Eng- 
lish reader will be pleased with a sight of this perform- 
**"oe. The piety that reigns throughout, the lessons of 
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virtue that are inculcated, and the rigid purity of the 
sentiments, exempt this work from the censure to which 
romances are but too liable- Should it meet with the 
success I hope for, I may be encouraged to reprint the 
original Italian, though it will tend to depreciate my 
own labour. Our language falls far short of the charms 
of the Italian, both for variety and harmony. The 
latter is peculiarly excellent for simple narrative. I; 
is difficult in English to relate without fulling too low or 
rising too high, a fault obviously occasioned by the 
little care taken to speak pure language in common 
conversation. Every Italian or Frenchman of any rank 
piques himself on speaking his own tongue correctly 
and with choice. I cannot flatter myself with having 
done justice to mv author in this respect, Ins style < 
as elegant, as Ins conduct of the passions is masterly 
It is pity that lie did not apply his talents to what they 
were evidently proper for — the theatre. 

I will detain the reader no longer, but to make one 
short remark. Though the machinery is invention, and 
the names of the actors imaginary, I cannot but believe 
that the groundwork of the story is founded on truth 
The scene is undoubtedly laid in some real custle. The 
author seems frequently, without design, to describe 
particular parts, "The chamber,” says lie, “on the right 
hand, the door on the left hand; the distance from the 
chapel to Conrad’s apartment.’’ These, and other pas- 
sages, are strong presumptions that the author had some 
certain building m his eye Curious persons, who have 
leisure to employ in such researches, may possibly dis 
cover in the Italian writers the foundation on which our 
author has built. If a catastrophe at all resembling 
that which he describes, is believed to have given rise 
to this work it will contribute to interest the reader. 
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and will make The Castle of Otranto a still more 
moving story. 


CHAPTER I 

Manfred, Prince of Otranto, had one son and one 
daughter the latter, a most beautiful virgin, aged eight- 
een, was called Matilda. Conrad, the son, was three 
years younger, a homely youth, sickly, and of no prom- 
ising disposition; yet he was the darling of his father, 
who never showed any symptoms of affection to Ma- 
tilda. Manfred had contracted a marriage for his son 
with the Marquis of Vicenza’s daughter, Isabella, and 
she had already been delivered by her guardians into 
the hands of Manfred, that he might celebrate the wed- 
ding as soon as Conrad's infirm state of health would 
permit. Manfred’s impatience for this ceremonial was 
remarked by his family and neighbours. The former, 
indeed, apprehending the severity of their prince’s dis- 
position, did not dare to utter their surmises on this 
precipitation. Hippolita, bis wife, an amiable lady, 
did sometimes venture to represent the danger of marry- 
ing their only son so early, considering his great youth, 
and greater infirmities; but she never received any 
other answer than reflections on her own sterility, who 
had given lum but one heir. His tenants and subjects 
were less cautious in their discourses: they attributed 
this hasty wedding to the prmce’s dread of seeing ac- 
complished an ancient prophecy, which was said to 
have pronounced that the Cattle and Lordthtp of 
Otranto should pats from the present family whenever 
the real owner should be grown too large to inhabit it. 
It was difficult to make any sense of this prophecy, 
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and still less easy to conceive what it had to do with 
the marriage in question. Yet these mysteries, or con- 
tradictions, did not make the populace adhere the less 
to their opinion. 

Young Conrad’s birthday was fixed for his espousals. 
The company was assembled in the chapel of the castle, 
and everything ready for beginning the divine office, 
when Conrad himself was missing. Manfred, impatient 
of the least delay, and who had not observed his son 
retire, despatched one of his attendants to summon the 
young prince. The servant, who had not stayed long 
enough to have crossed the court to Conrad’s apart- 
ment, came running back breathless, in a frantic man- 
ner, his eyes staring, and foaming at the mouth. He 
said nothing, bat pointed to the court. The company 
were struck with terror and amazement. The Princess 
Hippolita, without knowing what was the matter, but 
anxious for her son, swooned away. Manfred, less ap- 
prehensive than enraged at the procrastination of the 
nuptials, and at the folly of his domestic, asked im- 
periously what was the matter? The fellow made no 
answer, but continued pointing towards the court-yard; 
and, at last, after repeated questions put to him, cried 
out, — 

*‘Oh 1 the helmet! the helmet!” 

In the meantime, some of the company had run into 
the court, from whence was heard a confused noise of 
shrieks, horror, and surprise. Manfred, who began to 
be alarmed at not seeing his son, went himself to get 
information of what occasioned this strange confusion. 
Matilda remained endeavouring to assist her mother, 
and Isabella stayed for the same purpose, and to avoid 
showing any impatience for the bridegroom, for whom, 
in truth, she bad conceived little affection. 

The first thing that struck Manfred’s eyes was a 
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group of his servants endeavouring to raise something 
that appeared to him a mountain of sable plumes. He 
gazed without believing his sight. “What are ye 
doing cried Manfred, wrathfully. “Where is my son ? ” 

A volley of voices replied, “Oh ! my lord ! the prince 1 
the prince ’ the helmet 1 the helmet 

Shocked with these lamentable sounds, and dreading 
he knew not what, he advanced hastily — but, what a 
sight for a father’s eyes 1 — he beheld his child dashed 
to pieces, and almost buried under an enormous helmet, 
a hundred times more large than any casque ever made 
for human being, and shaded with a proportionable 
quantity of black feathers. 

The horror of the spectacle, the ignorance of all 
around how this misfortune had happened, and, above 
all, the tremendous phenomenon before lam, took away 
the prince’s speech. Vet his silence lasted longer than 
even grief could occasion. He fixed his eyes on what 
he wished in vain to believe a vision; and seemed less 
attentive to his loss than buried m meditation on the 
stupendous object that had occasion* d it. He touched, 
he examined, the fatal casque , nor could even the bleed- 
mg mangled remains of the young prince divert the 
eyes of Manfred from the portent before him All who 
had known his partial fondness for young Conrad were 
as much surprised at their prince’s insensibility as 
thunderstruck themseh es at the miracle of the helmet. 
They conveyed the disfigured corpse into the ball, with- 
out receiving the least direction from Manfred. As 
little was he attentive to the ladies who remained in 
the chapel; on the contrary, without mentioning the 
unhappy princesses, his wife and daughter, the first 
sounds that dropped from Manfred’s lips were, “Take 
care of the Lady Isabella.” 

The domestics, without observing the singularity of 
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this direction, were guided by their affection to their 
mistress, to consider it as peculiarly addressed to her 
situation, and flew to her assistance. They conveyed 
her to her chamber more dead than alive, and indifferent 
to all the strange circumstances she heard, except the 
death of her son. Matilda, who doted on her mother, 
smothered her own grief and amazement, and thought 
of nothing but assisting and comforting her afflicted 
parent. Isabella, who bad been treated by Hippolita 
like a daughter, and who returned that tenderness with 
equal duty and affection, was scarce less assiduous about 
the princess, at the same time endeavouring to tv* -take 
and lessen the weight of sorrow which she saw Matilda 
strove to suppress, for whom she had conceived the 
warmest sympathy of friendship. Yet her own situa- 
tion could not help finding its place in her thoughts. 
She felt no concern for the death of young Conrad, 
except commiseration , and she was not sorry to be de- 
livered from a marriage which had promised her little 
felicity, either from her destined bridegroom, or from 
the severe temper of Manfred, who, though he had 
distinguished her by great indulgence, had impressed 
her mind with terror, from his causeless rigour to such 
amiable princesses as Hippolita and Matilda. 

While the ladies were comet mg the wretched mother 
to her bed, Manfred remained in the court, gazing on 
the ominous casque, and regardless of the crowd which 
the strangeness of the event had now assembled around 
him. The few words he articulated tended solely to 
enquiries whether any man knew from whence it could 
have come? Nobody could give him the least informa- 
tion. However, as it seemed to be the sole object of 
his curiosity, it soon became so to the rest of the spec- 
tators, whose conjectures were as absurd and improb- 
able as the catastrophe itself was unprecedented. In 
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the midst of their senseless guesses, a young peasant, 
whom rumour had drawn thither from a neighbouring 
village, observed that the miraculous helmet was exactly 
like that on the figure in black marble of Alfonso the 
Good, one of their former princes, in the church of 
St. Nicholas. 

“Villain 1 what sayest thou ? ” cried Manfred, starting 
from his trance m a tempest of rage, and seizing the 
young man by the collar. “How darest thou utter such 
treason * Thy life shall pay for it ” 

The spectators, who as little comprehended the cause 
of the prince’s fury as all the rest they had seen, were 
at a loss to unravel this new circumstance. The young 
peasant himself was still more astonished, not conceiv- 
ing how he had offended the prince, yet recollecting 
himself, with a mixture of grace and humility, he dis- 
engaged himself from Manfred's gripe, and then, with 
an obeisance which discovered more jealousy of inno- 
cence than dismay, he asked with respect of what he 
was guilty ? Manfred, more enraged at the vigour, 
however decently exerted, with which the young man 
had shaken off his hold, than appeased by Ins submis- 
sion. ordered his attendants to seize him. and if he had 
not been withheld In his friends, whom he had invited 
to the nuptials, would have poniarded the peasant in 
their arms. 

During this altercation, some of the vulgar spectators 
had run to the great church, which stood near the .castle, 
and came back open-mouthed, declaring that the helmet 
was missing from Alfonso's statue. Manfred, at this 
news, grew perfectly frantic, and, as if he sought a 
subject on which to vent the tempest within him, he 
rushed again on the young peasant, crying, “Viliam! 
monster 1 sorcerer ! 'tis thou hast done this ! 'tis thou 
hast slain my son 1 ” 
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The mob, who wanted some object within the scope 
of their capacities on whom they might discharge their 
bewildered reasonings, caught the words from the 
mouth of their lord, and re-echoed, "Ay, ay, ’tis he, 
'’tis he 1 He has stolen the helmet from good Alfonso’s 
tomb, and dashed out the brains of our young prince 
with it,’’ never reflecting how enormous the dispropor- 
tion was between the marble helmet that had been in 
the church, and that of steel before their eyes, nor 
how impossible it was for a youth, seemingly not 
twenty, to wield a piece of armour of so prodigious a 
weight. 

The folly of these ejaculations brought Manfred to 
himself yet, whether provoked at the peasant having 
observed the resemblance between the two helmets, and 
thereby led to the farther discovery of the absence of 
that in the church, or wishing to bury any fresh rumour 
under so impertinent a supposition, he gravely pro- 
nounced that the young man was certainly a necro- 
mancer, and that till the church could take cognisance 
of the affair, he would have the magician whom they 
had thus detected, kept prisoner under the helmet itself, 
which he ordered his attendants to raise, and place the 
young man under it; declaring he should be kept there 
without food, with which his own infernal art might 
furnish him 

It was in vain for the youth to represent against this 
preposterous sentence, in vain did Manfred’s friends 
endeavour to divert him from this savage and ill- 
grounded resolution. The generality were charmed with 
their lord’s decision, which to their apprehensions car- 
ried great appearance of justice, as the magician was 
to be punished by the very instrument with which he 
had offended ; nor were they struck with the least com- 
punction at the probability of the youth being starved. 
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for they firmly believed that by his diabolical skill he 
could easily supply himself with nutriment. 

Manfred thus saw his commands even cheerfully 
obeyed, and appointing a guard, with strict orders to 
prevent any food being conveyed to the prisoner, he 
dismissed his friends and attendants and retired to his 
own chamber, after locking the gates of the castle, in 
which he suffered none but his domestics to remain. 

In the mean time, the care and zeal of the young 
ladies had brought the Princess H ippolit a to herself, 
who, amidst the transports of her own sorrow, fre- 
quently demanded news of her lord, would have dis- 
missed her attendants to watch over him, and at last 
enjoined Matilda to leave her, and visit and comfort 
her father. Matilda, who wanted not affectionate duty 
to Manfred, though she trembled at his austerity, 
obeyed the orders of Hippolita, whom she tenderly 
recommended to Isabella, and enquiring of the domes- 
tics of her father, was informed that he was retired 
to his chamber, and had commanded that nobody should 
have admittance to him. Concluding that he was im- 
mersed in sorrow for the death of her brother, and 
fearing to renew his tears by the sight of his sole re- 
maining child, she hesitated whether she should break 
m upon his affliction, yet solicitude for him, backed by 
the commands of her mother, encouraged her to venture 
disobeying the orders he had given, a fault she had 
never been guilty of before. The gentle timidity. of her 
nature made her pause for some minutes at his door. 
She heard him traverse lus chamber backwards and for- 
wards with disordered steps, a mood which increased 
her apprehensions. She was however just going to 
beg admittance, when Manfred suddenly opened the 
door; and as it was now twilight, concurring with the 
disorder of his mind, he did not distinguish the person. 
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but asked angrily who it was. Matilda replied, trem- 
bling, “My dearest father, it is I, your daughter.” 

Manfred, stepping back hastily, cried, “Begone, 1 do 
not want a daughter;” and, flinging back abruptly, 
clapped the door against the terrified Matilda. 

She was too well acquainted with her father’s im- 
petuosity to venture a second intrusion. When she had 
a little recovered the shock of so bitter a reception, she 
wiped away her tears, to prevent the additional stab 
that the knowledge of it would give to Hippolita, who 
questioned her in the most anxious terms on the health 
of Manfred, and how he bore his loss. Matilda assured 
her he was well, and supported his misfortune with 
manly fortitude. 

“But will he not let me see him?” said Hippolita, 
mournfully, “will he not permit me to blend my tears 
with his, and shed a mother’s sorrows in the bosom of 
her lord? Or do you deceive me. Matilda? I know 
how Manfred doted on his son, is not the stroke too 
heavy for him'’ has he not sunk under it ? You do not 
answer me.- — alas’ I dread the worst’ — raise me, my 
maidens, I will, I will see my lord. Bear me to him 
instantly. He is dearer to me even than my children.” 

Matilda made signs to Isabella to prevent Hippohta’s 
rising; and both those lovely young women were using 
their gentle violence to stop and calm the princess, 
when a servant, on the part of Manfred, arrived and 
told Isabella that his lord demanded to speak with her. 

"With me cried Isabella. 

“Go,” said Hippolita, relieved by a message from her 
lord: “Manfred cannot support the sight of his own 
family. He thinks you less disordered than we are, 
and dreads the shock of my grief. Console him, dear 
Isabella, and tell him I will smother my own anguish 
rather than add to his.” 
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As it was now evening, the servant who conducted 
Isabella bore a torch before her. When they came to 
Manfred, who was walking impatiently about the gal- 
lery, he started and said hastily, — 

“Take away that light, and begone.” Then shutting 
the door impetuously, he flung himself npon a bench 
against the wall and bade Isabella sit by hhn. She 
obeyed trembling. 

“I sent for you, lady,” said he, and then stopped, 
under great appearance of confusion. 

“My lord '” 

“Yes, I sent for you on a matter of great moment," 
resumed lie “Dry your tears, young lady — you have 
lost your bridegroom. Yes, cruel fate! and I have lost 
the hopes of my race' but Conrad was not worthy of 
your beauty “ 

“How' my lord," said Isabella; “sure you do not 
suspect me of not feeling the concern I ought! my 

duty and affection would have always ” 

“Think no more of him," interrupted Manfred: "be 
was a sickly, puny child, and Heaven has perhaps 
taken him away that I might not trust the honours of 
my house on so frail a foundation. The line of Man- 
fred calls for numerous supports. My foolish fondness 
for that boy blinded the eyes of my prudence — but it 
is better as it is I hope in a few years to have reason 
to rejoice at the death of Conrad ” 

Words cannot paint the astonishment of Isabella. At 
first she apprehended that grief had disordered Man- 
fred’s understanding. Her next thought suggested that 
this strange discourse was designed to ensnare her: she 
feared that Manfred had perceived her indifference for 
his son; and in consequence of that idea she replied, — 
“Good my lord, do not doubt my tenderness: my 
heart would have accompanied my hand. Conrad would 
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have engrossed all my care; and wherever fate shall 
dispose of me, I shall always cherish his memory, and 
regard your highness and the virtuous Hippolita as my 
parents.” 

“Curse on Hippolita!" cried Manfred: “forget her 
from this moment, as I do. In short, lady, you have 
missed a husband undeserving of your charms* they 
shall now be better disposed of. Instead of a sickly 
boy, you shall have a husband m the prime of his age, 
who will know how to value your beauties, and who 
may expect a numerous offspring ” 

“Alas 1 my lord," said Isabella, “my mind is too sadly 
engrossed by the recent catastrophe in your family to 
think of another marriage. If ever my father returns, 
and it shall be his pleasure, I shall obey, as I did when 
I consented to give my hand to yonr son, but until bis 
return permit me to remain under youT hospitable Toof, 
and employ the melancholy hours m assuaging yours, 
Hippolita’s, and the fair Matilda's affliction.” 

“I desired you once before,” said Manfred, angrily, 
“not to name that woman From this hour she must be 
a stranger to you, as she must be to me — m short, 
Isabella, since I cannot give you my son, I offer yon 
myself.” 

"Heavens •” cried Isabella, waking from her delusion, 
“what do I hear* 1 You, my lord 1 You! my father-in- 
law, the father of Conrad 1 the husband of the virtuous 
and tender Hippolita 

“I tell yon,” said Manfred imperiously, "Hippolita is 
no longer my wife; I divorce her from this hour. Too 
lflng has she cursed me by her unfruitfulness My fete 
depends on having sons, and this night I trust will give 
a new date to my hopes ” 

those words he seized the cold hand of Isabella, 
was half dead with fright and horror. She shrieked 
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and started from him. Manfred rose to pursue her, 
when the moon, which was now up and gleamed in at 
the opposite casement, presented to his sight the plumes 
of the fatal helmet, which rose to the height of the 
windows, waving backwards and forwards in a tempes- 
tuous manner and accompanied with a hollow and rus- 
tling sound. Isabella, who gathered courage from her 
situation, and who dreaded nothing so much as Man- 
fred’s pursuit of his declaration, cried, — 

“Look, my lord ! see, Heaven itself declares against 
your impious intentions 1” 

"Heaven nor hell shall impede my designs,” said 
Manfred, advancing again to seise the princess. At 
that instant the portrait of his grandfather, which hong 
over the bench where they had been sitting, uttered a 
deep sigh and heaved its breast. Isabella, whose back 
was turned to the picture, saw not the motion, nor 
whence the sound came, but started and said, — “Hark, 
my lord' what sound was that 11 ” and at the same tune 
made towards the door. Manfred, distracted between 
the flight of Isabella, who had now reached the stairs, 
and yet unable to keep his eyes from the picture, which 
began to move, had, however, advanced some steps after 
her, still looking backwards on the portrait, when be 
saw it quit its panel, and descend od the floor with a 
grave and melancholy air. 

“Do I dream cried Manfred, returning, “or are the 
devils themselves m league against me? Speak, in- 
fernal spectre ' or, if thou art my grandsire, why dost 
thou too conspire against thy wretched descendant, who 

too dearly pays for ” Ere he could finished the 

sentence, the vision sighed again, and made a sign to 
Manfred to follow him. 

“Lead on'” cried Manfred. “I will fallow thee to the 
gulf of perditiou.” The spectre marched sedately, but 
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dejected, to the end of the gallery, and turned into a 
chamber on the right hand. Manfred accompanied him 
at a little distance, full of anxiety and horror, but re- 
solved. As he would have entered the chamber, the 
door was clapped to with v lolcnce by an invisible hand. 
The prince, collecting courage from this delay, would 
have forcibly burst open the door with Ins foot, but 
found that it resisted lus utmost efforts. 

“Since hell will not satisfy my curiosity,” said Man- 
fred, “I will use the human means in my power for 
preserving my race, Isabella shall not escape me.” 

That lady, whose resolution had given way to terror 
the moment she had quitted Manfred, continued her 
flight to the bottom of the principal staircase. There 
she stopped, not knowing whither to direct her steps, 
nor how to escape from the impetuosity of the prince. 
The gates of the castle she knew were locked, and 
guards placed in the court Should she, as her heart 
prompted her, go and prepare Hippolita for the cruel 
destiny that awaited her, she did not doubt but Manfred 
would seek her there, and that Ins violence would in- 
cite him to double the injury he meditated, without leav- 
ing room for them to avoid the impetuosity of his 
passions. Delay might give him time to reflect on the 
horrid measures he had conceived, or produce some cir- 
cumstance in her favour, if she could for that night at 
least avoid his odious purpose. Yet where conceal 
herself'* how avoid the pursuit he would infallibly make 
throughout the castle ? As these thoughts passed rap- 
idly through her mind, she recollected a subterraneous 
passage which led from the vaults of the castle to the 
church of St Nicholas. Could she reach the altar be- 
fore she was overtaken, she knew even Manfred’s vio- 
lence would not dare to profane the sacrcdness of the 
'place; and she determined, if no other means of deliv- 
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e ranee offered, to shut herself up for ever among the 
holy virgins, whose convent was contiguous to the' ca- 
thedral In this resolution she seized a lamp that 
burned at the foot of the staircase, and hurried towards 
the secret passage. 

The lower part of the castle was hollowed into sev- 
eral intricate cloisters; and it was not easy for one 
under so much anxiety to find the door that opened 
into the cavern An awful silence reigned throughout 
those subterraneous regions, except now and then some 
blasts of wind that shook the doors she had passed, 
and which, grating on the rusty hinges, were re-echoed 
through that long lahvrinth of darkness Every mur- 
mur struck her with new terror, — yet more she dreaded 
to hear the wrathful mice of Manfred urging his do- 
mestics to pursue her She trod as softly as impatience 
would give her leaie. — yet frequently stopped and lis 
tened to hear if she was followed. In one of those 
moments she thought she heard a sigh. She shuddered 
and recoiled a few paces. In a moment she thought 
she heard the step of some person. Her blood curdled: 
she concluded it was Manfred. Every suggestion that 
horror could mspirt rushed into her mind. She con- 
demned her rash flight, which had thus exposed her to 
his rage in a place where her cries were not likely to 
draw anybody to her assistance. Yet the sound seemed 
not to come from behind if Manfred knew where she 
was, he must have followed her. she was still in one 
of the cloisters, and the steps she had heard were too 
distinct to proceed from the way she had come. 
Cheered with this reflection, und hoping to find a friend 
in whoever was not the prince, she was going to ad- 
vance, when a door that stood ajar at some distance to 
the left was opened gently, but ere her lamp, which 
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she held up, could discover who opened it, the person 
retreated precipitately on seeing the light. 

Isabella, whom every incident was sufficient to dis- 
may, hesitated whether she should proceed Her dread 
of Manfred soon outweighed every other terror The 
very circumstance of the person avoiding her, gave her 
a sort of courage. It could only be, she thought, some 
domestic belonging to the castle. Her gentleness had 
never raised her an enemy, and conscious innocence 
made her hope that, unless sent by the prince’s order 
to seek her, his servants would rather assist than pre- 
vent her flight. Fortifying herself with these reflec- 
tions, and believing, by what she could observe, that she 
was near the mouth of the subterraneous cavern, she 
approached the door that had been opened , but a sud- 
den gust of wind that met her at the door extinguished 
her lamp, and left her in total darkness. 

Words cannot paint the horror of the princess’s situ- 
ation. Alone, in so dismal a place, her' mind impressed 
with all the terrible events of the day, hopeless of es- 
caping, expecting e\ery moment the arrival of Man- 
fred, and far from tranquil on knowing she was within 
reach of somebody, she knew not whom, who for some 
cause seemed concealed thereabouts, all these thoughts 
crowded on her distracted mind, and she was ready to 
sink under her apprehensions She addressed herself to 
every saint in heaven, and inwardly implored their 
assistance. For a considerable time she remained in 
an agony of despair. At last, as softly as was possible, 
she felt for the door, and having found it, entered 
trembling into the vault from whence she had heard 
the sigh and steps. It ga\e her a kind of momentary 
joy to perceive an imperfect ray of clouded moonshine 
gleam from the roof df the vault, which seemed to be 
fallen in, and from whence hung a fragment of earth 
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or building, she could not distinguish which, that ap- 
peared to have been crushed inwards. She advanced 
eagerly towards this chasm, when she discerned a 
human form standing close against the wall. 

She shrieked, believing it the ghost of her betrothed 
Conrad The figure, advancing, said in a submissive 
voice, "Be not alarmed, lady, I will not injure you” 

Isabella, a little encouraged by the words and tone 
of loice of the stranger, and recollecting that this must 
be the person who had opened the door, recoi ered her 
spirits enough to reply, "Sir, whoever you are, take 
pity on a wretched princess standing on the brink of 
destruction, assist ine to escape from this fatal castle, 
or, in a few moments I may be made miserable for 
c\er ” 

“Alas'” said the stranger, “what can I do to assist 
you 1 I will die in your defence, but I am unacquainted 
with the castle, and want ” 

"Ob'” said Isfibella, hastily interrupting him, “help 
me but to find a trap door that must hi hereabout, and 
it is the greatest sen ice you can do me, for I have not 
a minute to lose ” Saj mg these words, she felt about 
on the p.nement, and directed the stranger to search 
likewise, for a smooth piece of brass enclosed in one 
of the stones “That," said she, “is the lock, which opens 
with a spring of which I know the secret If we can 
find that, I may escape; if not, alas courteous stranger, 
I fear I shall haie involved jou in my misfortunes 
Manfred will suspect you for the accomplice of my 
flight, and you will fall a victim to Ins resentment.” 

“I value not my life,” said the stranger, “and it will 
be some comfort to lose it in trying to deliver you from 
his tyranny 

“Generous youth said Isabella, “liow shall I ever 
requite ” 
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As she uttered these words, a ray of moonshine, 
streaming through a cranny of the ruin above, shone 
directly on the lock they sought. — "Oh 1 transport’” 
said Isabella, “here is the trap-door;” and, taking out 
the key, she touched the spring, which, starting aside, 
discovered an iron ring. “Lift up the door,” said the 
princess. The stranger obeyed, and beneath appeared 
some stone steps descending into a vault totally dark. 
“We must go down here,” said Isabella, “follow me; 
dark and dismal as it is, we cannot miss our way. It 
leads directly to the church of St. Nicholas — but, per- 
haps,” added the princess, modestly, "you have no 
reason to leave the castle, nor have I farther occasion 
for your service; in a few minutes I shall be safe from 
Manfred's rage— only let me know to whom I am so 
much obliged ” 

“I will never quit you,” said the stranger eagerly, 
“until I have placed you in safety — nor think me, prin- 
cess, more generous than I am; though you are my 
principal care ” 

The stranger was interrupted by a sudden noise of 
voices that seemed approaching, and they soon distin- 
guished these words — “Talk not to me of necroman- 
cers, I tell you she must be in the castle, I will find her 
in spite of enchantment ” 

“Oh, heavens '” cried Isabella, "it is the voice of 
Manfred; make haste, or we are ruined' and shut the 
trap-door after you.” Saying this, she descended the 
steps precipitately; and, as the stranger hastened to 
follow her, he let the door slip out of his hands it fell, 
and the spring closed over it He tried in vain to open 
it, not having observed Isabella's method of touching 
the spring; nor had he many moments to make an 
essay. The noise of the falling door had been heard 



THE CASTLE OF OTRANTO 28 

by Manfred, who, directed by the sound, hastened 
thither, attended by his servants with torches. 

"It must be Isabella,” cried Manfred, before he en- 
tered the vault: “she is escaping by the subterraneous 
passage, but she cannot have got far.” What was the 
astonishment of the prince, when, instead of Isabella, 
the light of the torches discovered to him the young 
peasant, whom he thought confined under the fatal 
helmet "Traitor 1 ” said Manfred, "how earnest thou 
here*’ I thought thee in durance above in the court.” 

"I am no traitor,” replied the young man boldly, “nor 
ain I answerable for your thoughts ” 

“Presumptuous villain’” cried Manfred, "dost thou 
provoke my wrath ? Tell me, how hast thou escaped 
from above J Thou hast corrupted thy guards, and 
their lues shall answer it.” 

"My poverty," said the peasant calmly, "will discul- 
pate them- though the ministers of a tyrant’s wrath, to 
thee they are faithful, and but too willing to execute the 
orders which you unjustly imposed upon them.” 

"Art thou so hardi as to dare my vengeance said 
the prince, “but tortures shall force the truth from thee. 
Tell me; I will know thy accomplices.” 

“There was my accomplice’” said the youth, smiling 
and pointing to the roof. 

Manfred ordered the torches to be held up, and per- 
ceived that one of the cheeks of the enchanted casque 
had forced its way through the pavement of the court, 
as his servants had let it fall over the peasant, and had 
broken through into the vault, leaving a gap through, 
which the peasant had pressed himself some minutes 
before he was found by Isabella. "Was that the way 
by which thou didst descend?” said Manfred. 

“It was,” said the youth. 
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“But what noise was that,” said Manfred, “which I 
heard, as I entered the cloister’” 

“A door clapped,” said the peasant; “I heard it as. 
well as you.” 

“What door?” said Manfred hastily. 

“I am not acquainted with your castle,” said the 
peasant “this is the first time 1 ever entered it; and 
this vault the only part of it within which I ever was.” 

“But I tell thee,” said Manfred, wishing to find out 
if the youth had discovered the trap-door, "it was this 
way I heard the noise ; my servants heard it too.” 

“My lord,” interrupted one of them officiously, “to be 
sure it was the trap-door, and he was going to make his 
escape.” 

“Peace 1 blockhead,” said the prince, angrily, “if he 
was going to escape, how should he come on this side ’ 
I will know from his own mouth what noise it was I 
heard. Tell me truly, thy life depends on thy 
veracity.” 

“My veracity is dearer to me than my life,” said the 
peasant, "nor would I purchase the one by forfeiting 
the other.” 

"Indeed, young philosopher 1 ” said Manfred, con- 
temptuously, “tell me, then, what was that noise I 
heard 

“Ask me what I can answer,” said he, "and put me 
to death instantly, if I tell you a lie.” 

Manfred, growing impatient at the steady valour and 
indifference of the youth, cried, — “Well then, thou man 
i of truth 1 answer, was it the fall of the trap-door that 
I heard’” 

“It was,” said the youth. 

“It was said the prince ; "and how didst thou come 
to know there was a trap-door here?” 
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"I saw the plate of brass by a gleam of moonshine,” 
replied he. 

“But what told thee it was a lock' 1 ” said Manfred; 
"how didst thou discover the secret of opening it*” 

“Providence, that delivered me from the helmet, was 
able to direct me to the spring of a lock,” said he. 

"Providence should have gone a little farther, and 
have placed thee out of the Teach of my resentment,” 
said Manfred- “when Providence had taught thee to 
open the lock, it abandoned thee for a fool, who did 
not know bow to make use of its favours. Why didst 
thou not pursue the path pointed out for thy escape* 
Why didst thou shut the trap-door before thou hadst 
descended the steps*” 

"I might ask you, my lord,” said the peasant, "how 
I, totally unacquainted with your castle, was to know 
that those steps led to any outlet* but I scorn to evade 
your questions. Wherever those steps led to, perhaps 
I should have explored the way. I could not be in a 
worse situation than I was. But the truth is, I let the 
trap-door fall your immediate arrival followed. I had 
given the alarm — what imported it to me whether I was 
seised a minute sooner or a minute later*” 

"Thou art a resolute villain for tbv years,” said Man- 
fred, "yet on reflection I suspect thou dost but trifle 
with me, thou hast not vet told me how thou didst open 
the lock.” 

"That I will show you, my lord,” said the peasant; 
and, taking up a fragment of stone that had fallen from 
above, he laid himself on the trap-door, and began to 
beat on the piece of brass that covered it, meaning to 
gam time for the escape of the princess. This presence 
of mind, joined to the frankness of the youth, stag- 
gered Manfred. He even felt a disposition towards 
pardoning one who had been guilty of no crime. Man- 
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fred was not one of those savage tyrants who wanton 
in cruelty unprovoked. The circumstances of his for- 
tune had given an asperity to his temper, which was 
naturally hnmane ; and his virtues were always ready 
to operate when his passions did not obscure his reason 
While the prince was in this suspense, a confused 
noise of voices echoed through the distant vaults. As 
the sound approached, he distinguished the clamours of 
some of his domestics, whom he had dispersed through 
the castle in search of Isabella, calling out, '“Where is 
my lord* where is the prince*” 

“Here I am,’’ said Manfred, as they came nearer; 
“have you found the princess *” 

The first that arrived replied, "Oh, my lord, I am 
glad we have found you ” 

“Found me said Manfred, “have you found the 
princess *” 

“We thought we had, my lord,” said the fellow, 

looking terrified, “but ” 

“But what 1 *” cried the prince; "has she escaped*” 
“Jaquez and I, my lord ” 

“Yes, I and Diego,” interrupted the second, who 
came up in still greater consternation. 

“Speak one of you at a time,” said Manfred; “I ask 
you, where is the princess*” 

“We do not know,” said they both together, “but we 
are frightened out of our wits.” 

“So I think, blockheads,” said Manfred; "what is it 
has scared you thus *” 

“Oh, my lord,” said Jaquez, “Diego has seen such a 
sight 1 your highness would not believe your eyes.” 
“What new absurdity is this*” cried Manfred; “give 

me a direct answer, or by heaven ” 

“Why, my lord, if it please your highness to hear 
me,” said the floor fellow, “Diego and I ” 
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"Yes, I and Jaquez,” cried hi* comrade. 

"Did not I forbid you to speak both at a time?" said 
the prince, “you, Jaquez, answer, for the other fool 
seems more distracted than thou art: what is the 
matter 

"My gracious lord,” said Jaquez, "if it please your 
highness to hear me. Diego and I, according to your 
highness’s orders, went to search for the young lady; but 
being apprehensive that we might meet the ghost of my 
young lord, your highness’s son, God rest his soul' as he 
has not received Christian burial ” 

"Sot 1 " cried Manfred, in a rage, “is it only a ghost, 
then, that thou hast seen 

"Oh, worse! worse' my lord,” cried Diego: "I had 
rather have seen ten whole ghosts.” 

“Grant me patience'” said Manfred; "those block- 
heads distract me Out of my sight, Diego; and thou, 
Jaquez, tell me, in one word, art thou sober? art thou 
raving 5 thou wast wont to have some sense; has the 
other sot frightened himself and thee too 5 speak, what 
is it he fancies he has seen?” 

"Why, my lord,” replied Jaquez, trembling, “I was 
going to tell your highness that since the calamitous 
misfortune of my young lord, God rest his precious 
soul ' not one of us, your highness’s faithful servants, 
indeed we are, my lord, though poor men; I say, not 
one of us has dared to set a foot about the castle, but 
two together, so Diego and I, thinking that my young 
lady might be in the great gallery, went up there to 
look for her, and tell her your highness wanted some- 
thing to impart to her.” 

“O blundering fools'” cried Manfred; “and in the 
mean time she has made her escape, because you were 
afraid of goblins ' Why, thou knave ! she left me in 
the gallery; I came from thence myself.” 
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“For all that, she may be there still for aught I 
know,” said Jaquez; “but the devil shall have me before 
I seek her there again poor Diego! I do not believe he 
will ever recover it.” 

“Recover what 5 " said Manfred, “am I never to learn 
what it is has terrified these rascals 5 But I lose my 
time; follow me, slave, I will see if she is in the 
gallery.” 

“For heaven’s sake, my dear good lord,” cried Ja- 
quez, “do not go to the gallery ' Satan himself, I be- 
lieve, is in the chamber next to the gallery.” 

Manfred, who hitherto had treated the terror of his 
servants as an idle panic, was struck at this new cir- 
cumstance He recollected the apparition of the por- 
trait, and the sudden closing of the door at the end of 
the gallery — his voice faltered, and he asked with dis- 
order, “What is in the great chamber 5 ” 

“My lord,” said Jaquez, "when Diego and I came 
into the gallery, he went first, for he said lie had more 
courage than I, — so, when we came into the gallery, 
we found nobody. We looked under every bench and 
stool , and still we found nobody ” 

“Were all the pictures in thtir places 5 ” said Manfred. 
“Yes, my lord,” answered Jaquez, “but we did not 
think of looking behind them ” 

“Well, well,” said Manfred, “proceed ” 

“When we came to the door of the great chamber,” 
continued Jaquez, “we found it shut ” 

“And could not you open it 5 ” said Manfred. 

“Oh yes, my lord, would to heaven we had not 1 ” 
replied he “nay, it was not I neither, it was Diego: he 
was grown foolhardy, and would go on, though I ad- 
vised him not. If ever I open a door that is shut 
again 

“Trifle not,” said Manfred, shuddering, “but tell me 
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■what you saw in the great chamber on opening the 
door.” 

“I* my lord 1 ” said Jaquez, “I saw nothing: I was 
behind Diego; but I heard the noise.” 

“Jaquez,” said Manfred, in a solemn tone of voice; 
“tell me, I adjure thee by the souls of my ancestors, 
what was it thou sawest* what was it thou heardest*” 

“It was Diego saw it my lord, it was not I,” replied 
Jaquez, "I only heard the noise. Diego had no 
sooner opened the door, than he cried out, and ran back 
— I ran back too, and said, ‘Is it the ghost — ‘The 
ghost 1 no, no,' said Diego, and his hair stood on end; 
‘it is a giant, I believe ; he is all clad in armour, for I 
saw his foot and part of his leg, and they are as large 
as the helmet below in the court ’ As he said these 
words, my lord, we luard a violent motion and the rat- 
tling of armour, as if the giant was rising, for Diego 
has told me since that he believes the giant was lying 
down, for the foot and kg were stretched at length on 
the floor. Before we could get to the end of the gal- 
lery, we heard the door of the great chamber clap 
behind us, but we did not dare turn back to sec if the 
giant was following us — vet, now I think on it, we 
must have heard him if he pursued us, but for heaven’s 
sake, good my lord, send for the chaplain and have the 
castle exorcised, for for certain it is enchanted.” 

"Ay, pray do, my lord,” cried all the servants at 
once, “or we must leave your highness’s service.” 

“Peace, dotards 1 ” said Manfred, “and follow me; 
I will know what all this means.” 

“We 1 my lord ? ” cried they, with one voice; “we 
would not go up to the gallery for your highness's 
revenue.” 

The young peasant, who had stood silent, now spoke. 
"Will your highness,” said he, “permit me to try this 
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adventure ? my life is of consequence to nobody; I fear 
no bad angel and have offended no good one.” 
f “Your behaviour is above your seeming,” said Man- 
fred, viewing him with surprise and admiration , “here- 
after I will reward your bravery; but now,” continued 
he with a sigh, “I am so circumstanced that I dare trust 
no eyes but my own. However, I give you leave to 
accompany me.” 

Manfred, when he first followed Isabella from the 
gallery, had gone directly to the apartment of his wife, 
concluding the princess had retired thither. Hippolita, 
who knew his step, rose with anxious fondness to meet 
her lord, whom she had not seen since the death of 
her son She would haie flown in a transport, mixed 
of joy and grief, to his bosom, but he pushed her rudely 
off and said, “Where is Isabella 

“Isabella, my lord'” said the astonished Hippolita. 

"Yes, Isabella,” cried Manfred imperiously; “I want 
Isabella ” 

“My lord,” replied Matilda, who perceived how much 
his behaviour had shocked her mother, “she has not 
been with us since your highness summoned her to 
your apartment ” 

“Tell me where she is.” said the prince, “I do not 
want to know where she has been ” 

“My good lord,” sajs Hippolita, “your daughter tells 
you the truth Isabella left us by your eommand, and 
has not returned since, but, my good lord, compose 
yourself, retire to jour rest, tins dismal day has dis- 
ordered jou Isabella shall wait your orders in the 
morning ” 

“What, then, you know where she is 11 ” cried Man- 
fred. “Tell me directly, for I will not lose an instant; 
and you, woman,” speaking to his wife, “order your 
chaplain to attend me forthwith.” 



THE CASTLE OF OTRANTO 31 

“Isabella," said Hippolita, calmly, "is retired, I sup- 
pose to her chamber, she is not accustomed to watch at 
this late hour. Gracious my lord,” continued she, "let 
me know what has disturbed you. Has Isabella of- 
fended you ? " 

“Trouble me not with questions," said Manfred, “but 
tell me where she is ” 

"Matilda shall call her," said the princess. "Sit 
down, my lord, and resume your wonted fortitude." 

"What 1 art thou jealous of Isabella?" replied he, 
“that you wish to be present at our interview 

"Good heavens 1 my lord,” said Hippolita, “what is it 
your highness means’ 1 ” 

"Thou wilt know* ere many minutes are passed," said 
the cruel prince. "Send your chaplain to me, and wait 
my pleasure here ” At these words he flung out of the 
room in search of Isabella, leasing the amazed ladies 
thunderstruck with his words and frantic deportment, 
and lost in vain conjectures on what he was meditating 

Manfred was now returning from the vault, attended 
bv the peasant and a few of his ser\ants whom he had 
obliged to accompany hun He ascended the staircase 
without stopping till he armed at the gallery, at the 
door of which he met Hippolita and her chaplain 
When Diego had been dismissed by Manfred, he had 
gone directly to the princtss’s apartment with the alarm 
of what he had seen That excellent lady, who no more 
than Manfred doubted of the re « 1 it \ of the vision, yet 
affected to treat it as a delirium of the servants Will- 
ing, however, to save her lord from any additional shock, 
and prepared by a series of grief not to tremble at any 
accession to it, she determined to make herself the first 
sacrifice, if fate had marked the present hour for their 
destruction. Dismissing the reluctant Matilda to her 
rest, who in vain sued for leave to accompany her 
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mother, and attended only by her chaplain, Hippolita 
had visited the gallery and great chamber; and now, 
with more serenity of soul than she had felt for many 
hours, she met her lord and assured him that the vision 
of the gigantic leg and foot was all a fable, and no 
doubt an impression made by fear and the dark and 
dismal hour of the night on the minds of his servants. 
She and the chaplain had examined the chamber, and 
found every thing in the usual order. 

Manfred, though persuaded, like his wife, that the 
vision bad been no work of fancy, recovered a little 
from the tempest of mind into which so many strange 
events had thrown him. Ashamed, too, of his inhuman 
treatment of a princess who returned every injury with 
new marks of tenderness and duty, he felt returning 
love forcing itself into his eyes; but not less ashamed 
of feeling remorse towards one against whom he was 
inwardly meditating a yet more bitter outrage, he 
curbed the yearnings of his heart and did not dare to 
lean even towards pity. The next transition of his 
soul was to exquisite villainy. Presuming on the un- 
shaken submission of Hippolita, he flattered himself 
that she would not only acquiesce with patience to a 
divorce, but would obey, if it was his pleasure, in en- 
deavouring to persuade Isabella to give him her hand — 
but ere he could indulge this horrid hope, he reflected 
that Isabella was not to be found Coming to himself, 
he gave orders that every avenue to the castle should 
be strictly guarded, and charged his domestics, on pain 
of their lives, to suffer nobody to pass out. The young 
peasant, to whom he spoke favourably, he ordered to 
remain in a small chamber on the stairs, in which there 
was a pallet-bed, and the key of which he took away 
himself, telling the youth he would talk with him in the 
morning. Then dismissing his attendants, and bestow- 
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mg a sullen kind of half-nod on Hippolita, he retired 
to his own chamber. 


CHAPTER II 

Matilda, who by Hippohta’s order hdd 'retired to her 
apartment, was ill-disposed to take any rest. The 
shocking fate of her brother had deeply affected her. 
She was surprised at not seeing Isabella; but the 
strange words which had fallen from her father, and 
his obscure menace to the princess, his wife, accom- 
panied by the most furious behaviour, had filled her 
gentle mind with terror and alarm. She waited anx- 
iously for the return of Bianca, a young damsel that 
attended her, whom she had sent to learn what was 
become of Isabella Bianca soon appeared, and in- 
formed her mistress of what she had gathered from the 
servants, that Isabella was nowhere to be found. She 
related the adventure of the young peasant who had 
been discovered in the vault, though with many simple 
additions from the incoherent accounts of the domes- 
tics, and she dwelt principally on the gigantic leg and 
foot which had been seen in the gallery-chamber. This 
last circumstance had terrified Bianca so much that she 
was rejoiced when Matilda told her that she would not 
go to rest, but would watch till the princess should rise. 

The young princess weaned herself in conjectures on 
the flight of Isabella, and on the threats of Manfred 
to her mother. "But what business could he have so 
urgent with the chaplain said Matilda "Does he in- 
tend to have my brother’s body interred privately in 
the chapel?” 

“Oh, madam,” said Bianca, “now I guess As you 
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are become his heiress, he is impatient to have you mar- 
ried. He has always been raving for more sons; I 
warrant he is now impatient for grandsons. As sure as 
I live, madam, I shall see you a bride at last. Good 
madam, you won’t cast off your faithful Bianca, you 
won’t put Donna Rossara over me, now you are a great 
princess '” 

“My poor Bianca,” said Matilda, “how fast your 
thoughts ramble 1 I a great princess' What hast thou 
seen m Manfred’s behai iour since my brother’s death 
that bespeaks any increase of tenderness to me' No, 
Bianca , his heart was e\ er a stTangeT to me — but he is 
my father, and I must not complain. Nay, if Heaven 
shuts my father’s heart against me, it overpays my lit- 
tle merit in the tenderness of my mother. — O that dear 
mother' Yes, Bianca, ’tis there I feel the rugged 
temper of Manfred. I can support his harshness to 
me with patience, but it wounds my soul when I am 
witness to his causeless severity towards her ” 

“Oh, madam,” said Bianca, "all men use their wives 
so when they are weary of them ” 

"And yet you congratulated me but now,” said Ma- 
tilda, "when you fancied mv father intended to dispose 
of me '” 

“I would have you a great lady,” replied Bianca, 
"come what will. I do not wish to see you moped in a 
convent, as you would be if you had your will, and if 
my lady, your mother, who knows that a bad husband is 
better than no husband at all, did not hinder ypu. — 
Bless me' what noise is that 5 St. Nicholas forgive me! 
I was but in jest.” 

“It is the wind,” said Matilda, "whistling through 
the battlements in the tower above. You have heard it 
a thousand times.” 

“Nay,” said Bianca, "there was no harm neither in 
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what I said; it is no sin to talk of matrimony — and so, 
madam, as I was saying, if my Lord Manfred should 
offer yon a handsome young prince for a bridegroom, 
you would drop him a courtesj, and tell him you would 
rather take the veil 

“Thank Heaven 1 I am in no such danger,” said Ma- 
tilda. “you know how many proposals for me he has 
rejected.” 

“And you thank him like a dutiful daughter, do you, 
madam 11 — but come, madam , suppose to-morrow morn- 
ing he was to send for you to the great council-chamber, 
and there you should find at his elbow a lovely young 
prince with large black eyes, a smooth white forehead, 
and manly curling locks like jet; in short, madam, a 
young hero resembling the picture of the good Alfonso 
in the gallery, which you sit and gaze at for hours 
together." 

“Do not speak lightly of that picture,” interrupted 
Matilda, sighing ”1 know the adoration with which 1 
look at that picture is uncommon — but I am not m 
love with a coloured panel The chaiacter of that vir- 
tuous prince, the veneration with which my mother has 
inspired me for his memorv , the orisons which, I know 
not why, she has enjoined me to pour forth at his tomb, 
all have concurred to persuade me that somehow or 
other my destiny is linked with something relating 
to him.” 

“Lord, madam' how should that be ? ” said Bianca: 
“I have always heard that your family was no way re- 
lated to his; and I am sure I cannot conceive why my 
lady, the princess, sends you in a cold morning or a 
damp evening to pray at his tomb, he is no saint by the 
almanack. If you must pray, why does she not bid you 
address yourself to our great St. Nicholas? I am sure 
he is the saint I pray to for a husband.” 
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“Perhaps my mind would be less affected,” said Ma- 
tilda, “if my mother would explain her reasons to me; 
but it is the mystery she observes that inspires me with 
this — I know not what to call it. As she never acts 
from caprice, I am sure there is some fatal secret at 
bottom — nay, I know there is. In her agony of grief 
for my brother’s death she dropped some words that 
intimated as much 

“Oh, dear madam,” cried Bianca, "what were they'*" 

"No,” said Matilda, “if a parent lets fall a word, 
and wishes it recalled, it is not for a child to utter it.” 

“What 1 was she sorry for what she had said*” asked 
Bianca “I am sure, madam, you may trust me ” 

“With my own little secrets, when I have any, I 
may,” said Matilda, “but never with my mother’s. A 
chdd ought to have no ears or eyes but as a parent 
directs.” 

“Well, to be sure, madam, you was born to be a 
saint,” said Bianca, “and there is no resisting one’s 
vocation you will end in a convent at last. But there 
is my Lady Isabella would not be so reserved to me. 
she will let me talk to her of young men , and when a 
handsome cavalier has come to the castle, she has owned 
to me that she wished your brother Conrad resembled 
him.” 

“Bianca,” said the princess, “I do not allow you to 
mention my friend disrespectfully Isabella is of a 
cheerful disposition, but her soul is as pure as virtue 
itself. She knows your idling, babbling humour, and 
perhaps has now and then encouraged it to divert mel- 
ancholy and enliven the solitude in which my father 
keeps us.” 

“Blessed Mary said Bianca, starting, "there it is 
again’ Dear madam, do you hear nothing? This castle 
is certainly haunted 1 ’’ 
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“Peace*” said Matilda, "and listen! I did think I 
heard a voice — but it must be fancy; your terrors, I 
suppose, have lirfected me.” 

"Indeed * indeed ' madam,” said Bianca, half weep- 
ing with agony, “I am sure I heard a voice.” 

“Does anybody lie in the chamber beneath 5 ” said the 
princess 

"Nobody lias dared to he there,” answered Bianca, 
“since the great astrologer, that was your brother’s 
tutor, drowned himself For certain, madam, his ghost 
and the young prince’s are now met in the chamber 
below , for Heaven’s sake let us fly to your mother’s 
apartment 

"I charge you not to stir.” said Matilda. "If they 
are spirits in pain, we mav ease their sufferings by 
questioning them Thev can mean no hurt to us, for 
we have not injured them, and if they should, shall we 
be more safe in one chamber than m another 5 Reach 
me im beads, we will sav a prayer and then speak 
to them " 

"Oh. dear Jadv , I would not speak to a ghost for the 
world,” cried Bianca As she said these words, they 
heard* the casement of the little chamber below Ma- 
tilda’s open Thev listened attentively, and in a few 
minutes thought they heard a person sing, but could 
not distinguish the words 

"This ran be no evil spirit.” said the princess, in a 
low voice “it is undoubtedly one of the family — open 
the window and we shall know the voice.” 

"I dare not, indeed, madam," said Bianca. 

“Thou art a very fool,” said Matilda, opening the 
window gently herself Tlit noist that the princess 
made was, however, heard bv the person beneath, who 
stopped, and they concluded had heard the casement 
open. 
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“Is any body below?” said the princess: "if there is, 
speak.” 

“Yes,” said an unknown voice. 

“Who is it ? ” said Matilda 

“A stranger,” replied the voice 

“What stranger^” said she, “and how didst thou 
come here at this unusual hour, when all the gates of 
the castle are locked 

“I ain not here willingly,” answered the voice; “but 
pardon me, lady, if I have disturbed your rest. I knew 
not that I was overheard. Sleep had forsaken me: I 
left a restless couch and came to waste the irksome 
hours with gazing on the fair approach of morning, 
impatient to be dismissed from this castle.” 

“Thy words and accents.” said Matilda, “are of a 
melancholy cast if thou art unhappy, I pity thee. If 
poverty afflicts thee, let me know it. I will mention thee 
to the princess, whose beneficent soul ever melts for the 
distressed, and she will relieve thee.” 

“I am, indeed, unhappy,” said the stranger, "and I 
know not what wealth is. but I do not complain of the 
lot which Heaven has cast for me. I am young and 
healthy, and am not ashamed of owing inv support to 
myself ; yet think me not proud, or that I disdain your 
generous offers. I will remember you in my orisons, 
and I will pray for blessings on your gracious self and 
your noble mistress — if I sigh, lady, it is for others, not 
for myself.” 

“Now I have it, madam,” said Bianca, whispering the 
princess. “This is certainly the young peasant, and, 
by my conscience, he is in love — well, this is a charm- 
ing adventure 1 Do, madam, let us sift him. He does 
not know you, but takes jou for one of my Lady Hip- 
polita’s women ” 

"Art thou not ashamed, Blancs' 1 " said the princess 
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“What right have we to pry into the secrets of this 
young man’s heart? He seems virtuous and frank, and 
tells us he is unhappy. Are those circumstances that 
authorise us to make a property of him ? How are we 
entitled to his confidence''” 

"Lord ! madam, how little you know of lore !” re- 
plied Bianca: “why, lovers have no pleasure equal to 
talking of their mistress.” 

“And would you have me become a peasant’s confi- 
dante?” said the princess. 

“Well, then, let me talk to him,” said Bianca: “though 
I have the honour of being your highness’s maid of 
honour, I was not always so great. Besides, if love 
levels ranks, it raises them too. I have a respect for 
a young man in love.” 

“Peace, simpleton,” said the princess. “Though he 
said he was unhappy, it does not follow that he must 
he in love. Think of all that has happened to-day, and 
tell me if there »re no misfortunes but what love causes. 
— Stranger,” resumed the princess, "if thy misfortunes 
have not been occasioned by thy own fault, and are 
within the compass of the Princess Hippolita's power 
to redress, I will take upon me to answer that she will 
be thy protectress. When thou art dismissed from this 
castle, repair to holy father Jerome at the convent ad- 
joining to the church of St. Nicholas, and make thy 
story known to him as far as thou thinkest meet. He 
will not fail to inform the princess, who is the mother 
of all that want her assistance. Farewell ' It is not 
seemly for me to hold farther converse with a man at 
this unwonted hour.” 

“May the saints guard thee, gracious lady'” replied 
the peasant, “but, oh' if a poor and worthless stranger 
might presume to beg a minute's audience farther — am 
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I so happy? — the casement is not shut — might I ven- 
ture to ask ” 

“Speak quickly/’ said Matilda; “the morning dawns 
apace; should the labourers come into the fields and 
perceive us — what wouldst thou ask?" 

“I know not how — I know not if I dare,” said the 
young stranger, faltering; “yet the humanity with 
which you have spoken to me emboldens — lady, dare 
t trust you?” 

"Heavens,” said Matilda, “what dost thou mean? 
with what wouldst thou trust me — speak boldly, if thy 
secret is fit to be intrusted to a virtuous breast.” 

“I would ask," said the peasant, recollecting himself, 
“whether what I have heard from the domestics is true, 
that the princess is missing from the castle 

“What imports it to thee to know' 1 ” replied Matilda 
“thy first words bespoke a prudent and becoming grav- 
ity. Dost thou come hither to pry into the secrets of 
Manfred ? Adieu. I have been mistaken in thee.” 
Saying these words, she shut the casement hastily, with- 
out giving the young man time to reply 

“I had acted more wisely,” said the princess to Bi- 
anca, with some sharpness, “if I had let thee converse 
with this peasant ; his inquisitiveness seems of a piece 
with thy own.” 

“It is not fit for me to argue with your highness,” re- 
plied Bianca; “but perhaps the questions I should have 
put to him would have been more to the purpose than 
those you have been pleased to ask him.” 

“Oh, no doubt,” said Matilda, “you are a very dis- 
creet personage ! may I know what you would have 
asked him 

“A by-stander often sees more of the game than those 
that play,” answered Bianca. "Does your highness 
think, madam, that his question about my Lady Isabella 
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was the result of mere curiosity? No, no, madam; there 
is more in it than you great folks are aware of. Lopez 
told me, that all the servants believe this young fellow 
contrived my Lady Isabella’s escape — now, pray, 
madam, observe — you and I both know that my Lady 
Isabella never much fancied the prince your brother — 
well, he is lulled just in the critical minute — I accuse 
nobody. A helmet falls from the moon — so my lord, 
your father, says; but Lopez and all the servants say 
that this young spark is a magician, and stole it from 
Alfonso’s tomb.” 

‘‘Have done with this rhapsody of impertinence,” 
said Matilda. 

‘‘Nay, madam, as you please,” cried Bianca; “yet it 
is very particular, though, that my Lady Isabella should 
be missing the very same day, and that this young 
sorcerer should be found at the mouth of the trap-door 
— I accuse nobodi — but if my young lord came honestly 
by his death ” 

“Dare not, on thy duty,” said Matilda, “to breathe 
a suspicion on the purity of my dear Isabella’s fame.” 

“Purity or not purity,” said Bianca, "gone she is — > 
a stranger is found that nobody knows. You question 
him yourself. He tells you he is in love, or unhappy, 
it is the same thing — nay, he owned he was unhappy 
about others; and is anybody unhappy about another 
unless they are m love with them ? and at the very next 
word he asks innocently, poor soul, if my Lady Isabella 
is missing ” 

“To be sure,” said Matilda, ”thy observations are not 
totally without foundation; Isabella's flight amazes me. 
The curiosity of the stranger is very particular; yet Isa- 
bella never concealed a thought from me.” 

“So she told you,” said Bianca, “to fish out your 
secrets , but who knows, madam, but this stranger may 
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be some prince in disguise ? Do, madam, let me open 
the window and ask him a few questions.” 

“No,” replied Matilda, “1 will ask him myself; if he 
knows aught of Isabella, he is not worthy that I should 
converse farther with him.” She was going to open the 
casement, when they heard the bell ring at the postern 
gate of tbe castle, which is on the right hand of the 
tower where Matilda lay. This prevented the princess 
from renewing the conversation with the stranger. 

After continuing silent for some time, “I am per- 
suaded,” said she to Bianca, "that whatever be the cause 
of Isabella’s flight, it had no unworthy motive. If this 
stranger was accessory to it, she must be satisfied of 
his fidelity and worth. I observed, did not you, Bianca ? 
that his words were tinctured with an uncommon in- 
fusion of piety. It was no ruffian’s speech; bis phrases 
were becoming a man of gentle birth.” 

“I told you, madam,” said Bianca, "that I was sure 
he was some prince m disguise.” 

“Yet,” said Matilda, “if he was privy to her escape, 
how will you account for his not accompanying her in 
her flight' 1 Why expose himself unnecessarily and 
rashly to my father’s resentment?” 

“As for that, madam,” replied she, “if he could get 
from under tbe helmet, he will find ways of eluding your 
father’s anger. I do not doubt but he has some talisman 
or other about him.” 

“You resolve everything into magic,” said Matilda; 
“but a man who has any intercourse with infernal spirits 
does not dare to make use of those tremendous and holy 
words which he uttered. Didst thou not observe with 
what fervour he vowed to remember me to Heaven in 
his prayers? yes, Isabella was undoubtedly convinced 
of his piety.” 

“Commend me to the piety of a young fellow and a. 
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damsel that consult to elope said Bianca. "No, no, 
madam, my Lady Isabella is of another guess mould 
than you take her for. She used, indeed, to sigh and 
lift np her eyes in your company, because she knows 
you are a saint ; but when your back was turned — " 

"You wrong her,” said Matilda. "Isabella is no hyp- 
ocrite: she has a due sense of devotion, bnt never 
affected a call she has not. On the contrary, she always 
combated my inclination for the cloister; and though I 
own the mystery she has made to me of her flight con- 
founds me — though it seems inconsistent with the 
friendship between us — I cannot forget the disinterested 
warmth with which she always opposed my taking the 
veil she wished to see me married, though my dower 
would have been a loss to her and my brother’s chil- 
dren For her sake I will believe well of this young 
peasant.” 

' Then you do think there is some liking between 
them’ 1 ’ said Bianca. While she was speaking, a servant 
came hastily into the chamber, and told the princess 
that the Lady Isabella was found. 

'Where 5 ’ said Matilda. 

"She has taken sanctuary in St. Nicholas's church,” 
replied the servant: "Father Jerome has brought the 
news himself, he is below with his highness.” 

"Where is my mother 5 ” said Matilda. 

"She is m her own chamber, madam, and has asked 
for you.” 

Manfred had risen at the first dawn of light, and gone 
to Hippohta’s apartment to enquire if she knew aught 
of Isabella. While he was questioning her, word was 
brought that Jerome demanded to s peak with him. 
Manfred, little suspecting the cause of the friar’s ar- 
rival, and knowing he was employed by Hippohta in 
her chanties, ordered lnui to be admitted, intending to 
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leave them together while he pursued his search after 
Isabella. 

"Is jour business with me or the princess ?” said 
Manfred. 

"With both,” replied the holj man. "The Lady Isa- 
bella ” 

“What of her?” interrupted Manfred, eagerly. 

"Is at St. Nicholas’s altar,” replied Jerome. 

"That is no business of Hippolita’s,” said Manfred 
with confusion: “let us retire to my chamber, father, 
and inform me how she came thither.” 

"No, my lord,” replied the good man with an air of 
firmness and authority, that daunted even the resolute 
Manfred, who could not help revering the saint-like 
virtues of Jerome, “my commission is to both ; and, with 
your highness’s good liking, in the presence of both I 
shall deliver it . but first, my lord, I must interrogate the 
princess whether she is acquainted with the cause of 
the Lady Isabella’s retirement from your castle.” 

"No, on my soul,” said Hippolita. “does Isabella 
charge me with being privy to it 

“Father,” interrupted Manfred, “I pay due reverence 
to your holy profession, but I am sovereign here, and 
will allow no meddling priest to interfere in the affairs 
of my domestic. If you have aught to say, attend me to 
my chamber I do not use to let my wife be acquainted 
with the secret affairs of my state; they are not within 
a woman’s province ” 

"My lord,” said the holy man. "I am no intruder into 
the secrets of families. My office is to promote peace, to 
heal divisions, to preach repentance, and teach mankind 
to curb their headstrong passions. I forgive your high- 
ness’s uncharitable apostrophe; I know my duty, and 
am the minister of a mightier prince than Manfred. 
Hearken to him who speaks through my organs.” 
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Manfred trembled with rage and shame. Hippolita’s 
countenance declared her astonishment and impatience 
to know where this would end. Her silence more 
strongly spoke her observance of Manfred. 

“The Lady Isabella,” resumed Jerome, “commends 
herself to both your highnesses. She thanks both for 
the kindness with which she has been treated in yobr 
castle, she deplores the loss of your son and her own 
misfortune in not becoming the daughter of such wise 
and noble princes, whom she shall always respect as 
parents, she prays for uninterrupted union and felicity 
between you (Manfred’s colour changed); but, as it is 
no longer possible for her to be allied to you, she en- 
treats your consent to remain m sanctuary till she can 
learn news of her father, or, by the certainty of his 
death, be at liberty by the approbation of her guardians 
to dispose of herself in suitable marriage.” 

“I shall give no such consent,” said the prince; "but 
insist on her return to the castle without delay. I am 
answerable for her person to her guardians, and will 
not brook her being in any bands but my own.” 

"Your highness will recollect whether that can any 
longer be proper,” replied the friar. 

‘ I want no monitor,” said Manfred, colouring: “Isa- 
bella’s conduct leaves room for strange suspicions; and 
that young villain, who was at least the accomplice of 
her flight, if not the cause of it ” 

“The cause'” interrupted Jerome; “was a young man 
the cause’ 1 ” 

“This is not to be borne '” cried Manfred. “Am I to 
be bearded in my own palace by an insolent monk? 
Thou art privy, I guess, to their amours." 

“I would pray to Heaven to clear up your unchari- 
table surmises," said Jerome, “if your highness were 
not satisfied in your conscience how unjustly you accuse 
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me. I do pray to Heaven to pardon that uncharitable- 
ness; and I implore your highness to leave the princess 
at peace in that holy place, where she is not liable to be 
disturbed by such vain and worldly fantasies as dis- 
courses of love from any man ” 

"Cant not to me,” said Manfred, “but return and 
bring the princess to her duty.” 

"It is my duty to prevent her return hither,” said 
Jerome “She is where orphans and viTgins are safest 
from the snares and wiles of this world; and nothing 
but a parent’s authority shall take her thence.”. 

“I am her parent,” cned Manfred, “and demand 
her.” 

“She wished to have you for her parent,” said the 
friar - “but Heaven, that forbade that connection, has 
for ever dissolved all ties betwixt you, and I announce 
to your highness ” 

“Stop 1 audacious man,” said Manfred, “and dread 
my displeasure.” 

“Holy father,” said Hippolita, "it is your office to be 
no respecter of persons - you must speak as your duty 
prescribes; but it is my duty to hear nothing that it 
pleases not my lord I should hear Attend the prince 
to his chamber. I will retire to my oratory, and pray 
to the blessed Virgin to inspire you with her holy coun- 
sels, and to restore the heart of my gracious lord to its 
wonted peace and gentleness.” 

"Excellent woman '” said the friar. — “My lord, I 
attend your pleasure.” 

Manfred, accompanied by the friar, passed to his own 
apartment, where, shutting the door, “I perceive, 
father,” said he, “that Isabella has acquainted you with 
my purpose. Now hear my resolve, and obey. Rea- 
sons of state, most urgent reasons, my own and the 
safety of my people, demand that I should have a son. 
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It is in Vain to expect an heir from Hippolita; I hare 
made choice of Isabella, You most bring her back, and 
you must do more. I know the influence you have 
■with Hippolita’ her conscience is in your hands. She 
is, I allow, a faultless woman . her soul is set on Heaven, 
and scorns the little grandeur of this world; you can 
withdrnw her from it entirely. Persuade her to consent 
to the dissolution of our marriage, and to retire into 
a monastery, she shall endow one if she will, and shall 
have the means of being as liberal to your order as 
she or you can wish. Thus you will divert the calami- 
ties that are hanging oier our heads, and have the merit 
of saving the principality of Otranto from destruction. 
You are a prudent man, and though the warmth of my 
temper betrayed me into some unbecoming expressions, 
I honour your yirtue and wish to be indebted to you for 
the repose of my life and the preservation of my 
family ” 

“The will of Heaven be done,’’ said the friar. “I am 
but its worthless instrument. It makes use of my tongue 
to tell thee, prince, of thy unwarrantable designs. The 
injuries of the virtuous Hippolita have mounted to the 
throne of pity. By uie thou art reprimanded for thy 
adulterous intention of repudiating her; by me thou art 
warned not to pursue the incestuous design on thy con- 
tracted daughter. Heaven, that delivered her from thy 
fury when the judgments so recently fallen on thy house 
ought to have inspired thee with other thoughts, will 
continue to watch over her. Even I, a poor and 
despised friar, am able to protect her from thy violence. 
I, sinner as I am, and uncharitably reviled by your 
highness as an accomplice of I know not what amours, 
scorn the allurements with which it has pleased thee 
to tempt mine honesty. I love my order; I honour de- 
vout souls, I respect the piety of thy princess, but I 
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will not betray the confidence she reposes in tne, nor 
serve even the cause of religion by foul and sinful 
compliances. But, forsooth, the welfare of the state 
depends on your highness having a son ! Heaven mocks 
the short-sighted views of man. But yester-morn, whose 
house was so great, so flourishing as Manfred’s? Where 
is young Conrad now? My lord, I respect your tears, 
but I mean not to eheck them; let them flow, prince! 
they will weigh more with Heaven towards the welfare 
of thy subjects than a marriage which, founded on lust 
or policy, could never prosper The sceptre which 
passed from the race of Alfonso to thine cannot be pre- 
served by a match which the church will never allow. 
If it is the will of the Most High that Manfred’s name 
must perish, resign yourself, my lord, to its decrees; 
and thus deserve a crown that can never pass away. 
Come, my lord, I like this sorrow; let us return to the 
princess, she is not apprised of your cruel intentions; 
nor did I mean more than to alarm you. You saw with 
what gentle patience, with what efforts of love, she 
heard, she rejected hearing, the extent of your guilt. I 
know she longs to fold you in her arms and assure you 
of her unalterable affection.” 

“Father,’’ said the prince, "you mistake my compunc- 
tion. True, I honour Hippolita’s virtues, I think her a 
saint , and wish it were for my soul’s health to tie faster 
the knot that has united us. But, alas, father, you know 
not the bitterest of my pangs; it is some time that I 
have had scruples on the legality of our union* Hip- 
polita is related to me in the fourth degree — it is true, 
we had a dispensation, but I have been informed that 
she had also been contracted to another. This it is that 
sits heavy at my heart; to this state of unlawful wed- 
lock I impute the visitation that has fallen on me *in 
the death of Conrad. Ease my conscience of this 
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burden, dissolve our marriage, and accomplish the work 
of godliness which your divine exhortations have com- 
menced in my soul.” 

How cutting was the anguish which the good man fe|t 
when he perceived this turn m the wily prince. He 
trembled for Hippolita, whose rum he saw was deter- 
mined, and he feared if Manfred had no hope of re- 
covering Isabella, that his impatience for a son would 
direct him to some other object who might not be 
equally proof against the temptation of Manfred’s rank. 
For some tune the holy man remained absorbed in 
thought. At length, conceding some hopes from delay, 
he thought the wisest conduct would be to prevent the 
prince from despairing of recovering Isabella Her the 
friar knew he could dispose, from her affection to Hip- 
polita, and from the aversion she had expressed to him 
for Manfred's addresses, to second Ins views till the 
censures of the church could be fulminated against a 
divorce. With this intention, as if struck with the 
prince’s scruples, he at length said, — 

“My lord, I have been pondering on what your high- 
ness has said, and if in truth it is delicacy of con- 
science that is the real motive of your repugnance to 
your virtuous lady, far be it from me to endeavour to 
harden your heart The church is an indulgent mother; 
unfold your griefs to her; she alone can administer 
comfort to your soul, either by satisfying your con- 
science, or, upon examination of your scruples, by set- 
ting you at liberty and indulging you in the lawful 
means of continuing your lineage In the latter case, 
if the Lady Isabella can be brought to consent ” 

Manfred, who concluded that he had either over- 
reached the good man or that his first warmth had been 
but a tribute paid to appearance, was overjoyed at his 
sudden turn, and repeated the most magnificent prom- 
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ises, if he should succeed by the friar’s mediation. The 
well-meaning priest suffered him to deceive himself, 
fully determined to traverse his views instead of second- 
ing them. 

“Since we now understand one another,” resumed the 
prince, “I expect, father, that you satisfy me in one 
point. Who is the youth that I found in the vault? 
He must have been pnvy to Isabella’s flight. Tell me 
truly, is he her lover ? or is he an agent for another's 
passion? I have often suspected Isabella’s indifference 
to my son ; a thousand circumstances crowd on my mind 
that confirm that suspicion. She herself was so con- 
scious of it that while I discoursed with her in the gal- 
lery she outran my suspicions, and endeavoured to 
justify herself from coolness to Conrad.” 

The friar, who knew nothing of the youth but what 
he had learnt occasionally from the princess, ignorant 
what was become of him, and not sufficiently reflecting 
on the impetuosity of Manfred’s temper, conceived that 
it might not be amiss to sow the seeds of jealousy in 
his mind. They might be turned to some use hereafter, 
either by prejudicing the prince against Isabella, if be 
persisted in that union, or by diverting hi s attention to 
a wrong scent, and employing his thoughts on a vision- 
ary intrigue, prevent his engaging in any new pursuit. 
With this unhappy policy, he answered m a manner to 
confirm Manfred in the belief of some connection be- 
tween Isabella and the youth. The prince, whose pas- 
sions wanted little fuel to throw them into a blase, fell 
into a rage at the idea of what the friar had suggested. 

“I will fathom to the bottom of this intrigue,” cried 
he; and quitting Jerome abruptly, with a command to 
remain there till his return, he hastened to the great 
hall of the castle, and ordered the peasant to be brought 
before him 



THE CASTLE OF OTRANTO 


51 


’‘Thou hardened young impostor,” said the prince, as 
soon as he saw the youth, “what becomes of thy boasted 
leracity now? It was Providence, was it, and the light 
of the moon, that discovered the look of the trap-door to 
thee ? Tell me, audacious boy, who thou art, and how 
long thou hast been acquainted with the princess; and 
take care to answer with less equivocation than thou 
didst last night, or tortures shall wring the truth from 
thee." 

The young man, perceiving that his share m the flight 
of the princess was discovered, and concluding that any- 
thing he should say could no longer be of service or 
detriment to her, replied, "I am no impostor, my lord, 
nor have I deserved opprobrious language. I answered 
to every question your highness put to me last night 
with the same veracity that I shall speak now; and that 
will not be from fear of your tortures, but because my 
soul abhors a falsehood. Please to repeat your ques- 
tions, my lord, I am ready to giie you all the satis- 
faction in my power.” 

"You know my questions,” replied the prince, “and 
only want time to prepare an evasion Speak directly; 
who art thou, and how long hast thou been known to 
the princess’ 1 '' 

"I am a labourer at the next village,” said the peas- 
ant; "my name is Theodore. The princess found me in 
the vault last night, before that hour I never was m 
her presence." 

“I may believe as much or as little as I please of 
this,” said Manfred, "but I will hear thy own story 
before I examine into the truth of it. Tell me, what 
reason did the princess give tiiee for making her es- 
cape' 1 Thy life depends on thv answer.” 

"She told me," replied Theodore, "that she was on 
the brink of destruction, and that if she could not escape 
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from the castle, she was in danger in a few moments of 
being made miserable for ever.” 

“And on this slight foundation, on a silly girl’s 
report,” said Manfred, “thou didst hazard my 
displeasure !” 

“1 fear no man's displeasure,” said Theodore, “when 
a woman in distress puts herself under my protection.” 

During this examination Matilda was going to the 
apartment of Hippolita. At the upper end of the hall, 
where Manfred sat, was a boarded gallery, with latticed 
windows, through which Matilda and Bianca were to 
pass. Hearing her father’s voice, and seeing the serv- 
ants assembled round him, she stopped to learn the 
occasion. The prisoner soon drew her attention the 
steady and composed manner m which he answered, and 
the gallantry of his last reply, which were the first 
words she heard distinctly, interested her m his favour. 
His person was noble, handsome and commanding, even 
in that situation, but his countenance soon engrossed her 
whole care. 

“Heavens ' Bianca,” said the princess softly, “do I 
dream, or is not that youth the exact resemblance of 
Alfonso’s picture in the gallery ?” She could say no 
more, for her father’s voice grew louder at every word. 

“This bravado,” said he, “surpasses all thy former 
insolence. Thou shalt experience the wrath with which 
thou darest to trifle. Seize him,” continued Manfred, 
“and bind him — the first news the princess hears of 
her champion shall be that he has lost his head for 
her sake.” 

“The injustice of which thou art guilty towards me," 
said Theodore, “convinces me that I have done a good 
deed in delivering the princess from thy tyranny. May 
she be happy, whatever becomes of me '” 

“This is a lover,” cried Manfred, in a rage; “a 
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peasant within sight of death is not animated by such 
sentiments Tell me, tell me, rash boy, who thou art, 
or the rack shall force thy secret from thee.” 

"Thou hast threatened me with death already," said 
the youth, "for the truth I have told thee, if that is all 
the encouragement I am to expect for sincerity, I am 
not tempted to indulge thy vain curiosity farther.” 

“Then thou wilt not speak*” said Manfred. 

“I will not,” replied he. 

"Bear him away into the court-yard,” said Manfred; 
"I will see his head this instant severed from his body.” 

Matilda fainted at hearing those words. Bianca 
shrieked and cried, “Help, help* the princess is dead!” 
Manfred started at this ejaculation and demanded what 
was the matter. The young peasant, who heard it too, 
was struck with horror, and asked eagerly the same 
question, but Manfred ordered him to be hurried into 
the court, and kept there for execution, till he had 
informed himself of the cause of Bianca's shrieks. When 
he learned the meaning, he treated it as a womanish 
panic, and ordering Matilda to be carried to her 
apartment, he rushed into the court, and calling for one 
of his guards, bade Theodore kneel down and prepare 
to receive the fatal blow. 

The undaunted youth received the bitter sentence, 
with a resignation that touched every heart but Man- 
fred’s. He wished earnestly to know the meaning of 
the words he had heard relating to the princess; hot 
fearing to exasperate the tyrant more against her, he 
desisted. The only boon he deigned to ask was that 
he might be permitted to have a confessor, and make 
his peace with Heaven. Manfred, who hoped by the 
confessor’s means to come at the youth’s history, readily 
granted bis request; and being convinced that Father 
Jerome was now in his interest, he ordered him to be 
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called and shrive the prisoner. The holy man, who had 
little foreseen the catastrophe that his imprndence occa- 
sioned, fell on his knees to the prince, and adjured 
him in the most solemn manner not to shed innocent 
blood. He accused himself in the bitterest terms for 
his indiscretion, endeavoured to exculpate the youth, 
and left no method untried to soften the tyrant’s rage. 
Manfred, more incensed than appeased by Jerome’s in- 
tercession, whose retraction now made him suspect he 
had been imposed upon by both, commanded the friar 
to do his duty, telling him he would not allow the 
prisoner many minutes for confession 

"Nor do 1 ask many, my lord,” said the unhappy 
young man. "My sins, thank Heaven, have not been 
numerous ; nor exceed what might be expected at my 
years. Dry your tears, good father, and let us despatch ; 
this is a bad world, nor have I bad cause to leave it 
with regret.” 

"Oh, wretched youth said Jerome, “how canst thou 
bear the sight of me with patience ? I am thy mur- 
derer' It is I have brought this dismal hour upon 
thee 

"I forgive thee from my soul,” said the youth, "as I 
hope Heaven will pardon me. Hear my confession, 
.father, and give me thy blessing.” 

“How can I prepare thee for thy passage as I 
ought''” said Jerome. “Thou canst not be saved with- 
out pardoning thy foes, and canst thou forgive that im- 
pious man there?” 

“I can,” said Theodore, “I do.” 

"And does not this touch thee, cruel prince?” said 
the friar. 

“I sent for thee to confess him,” said Manfred, 
sternly; "not to plead for him. Thou didst first incense 
sse against him; his blood be upon thy head.” 
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“It will, it will !” #aid the good man, in an agony of 
sorrow. “Thou and 1 must never hope to go where this 
blessed youth is going ” 

“Despatch,” said Manfred, “I am no more to be 
moved by the winning of priests than by the shrieks of 
women.” 

“What 1 " said the youth, “is it possible that my fate 
could liave occasioned what 1 heard 9 Is the princess, 
then, again in thy power 9 ” 

“Thou dost but remember me of my wrath,” said 
Manfred, “prepare thee, for this moment is thy last.” 

The youth, who felt his indignation rise, and who was 
touched with the sorrow which he saw he had infused 
into all the spectators, as well as into the friar, sup- 
pressed his emotions, and putting off his doublet, and 
unbuttoning his collar, knelt down to his prayers. As 
he stooped, his shirt slipped down below his shoulder 
and discovered the mark of a bloody arrow. 

“Gracious Heaven'” cried the holy man, starting, 
“what do I see 9 It is my child, my Theodore'” 

The passions that ensued must be conceived , they can- 
not be painted. The tears of the assistants were sus- 
pended by wonder rather than stopped by joy. They 
seemed to enquire into the eyes of their lord what 
they ought to feel Surprise, doubt, tenderness, re- 
spect, succeeded each other in the countenance of the 
youth. He received with modest submission the effu- 
sion of the old man’s tears and embraces; yet, afraid 
of giving a loose to hope, and suspecting from what 
had passed the inflexibility of Manfred’s temper, he 
cast a glance towards the prince as if to say, canst thou 
be unmoved at such a scene as this 9 

Manfred’s heart was capable of being touched. He 
forgot his anger in his astonishment, yet his pride for- 
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hade his owning himself affected 1 . He even doubted 
whether this discovery was not a contrivance of the 
friar to save the youth. “What may this mean?” said 
he; “how can he be thy son? Is it consistent with thy 
profession or reputed sanctity to avow a peasant’s off- 
spring for the fruit of thy irregular amours?” 

“Ob God!” said the holy man, “dost thou question 
his being mine'' Could I feel the anguish I do, if I 
were not his father? Spare him, good prince! spare 
him! and revile me as thou pleasest.” 

“Spare him ’ spare him cried the attendants, “for 
this good man’s sake.” 

"Peace!” said Manfred, sternly; “I must know, ere 
I am disposed to pardon. A saint’s bastard may be no 
saint himself.” 

“Injurious lord'” said Theodore; "add not insult to 
cruelty. If I am this venerable man’s son, though no 
prince, as thou art, know, the blood that flows in my 
veins ” 

“Yes," said the friar, interrupting him, “his blood is 
noble; nor is he that abject thing, my lord, you speak 
him. He is my lawful son ; and Sicily can boast of few 
honses more ancient than that of Falconara — but, alas’ 
my lord, what is blood ? what is nobility ? We are all 
reptiles, miserable, sinful creatures It is piety alone 
that can distinguish us from the dust whence we sprung 
and whither we must return.” 

“Truce to your sermon,” said Manfred; “you forget 
you are no longer Friar Jerome, but the Count of Fal- 
conara. Let me know your history, you will have time 
enough to moralise hereafter, if you should not happen 
to obtain the grace of that sturdy criminal there ” 

“Mother of God'” said the friar, "is it possible my 
lord can refuse a father the life of his only, his long- 
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lost child? Trample me, my lord, scorn, afflict me, ac- 
cept my life for his, but spare my son!” 

“Thou canst feel, then,” said Manfred, "what it is to 
lose an only son! A little hour ago thou didst preach 
tip resignation to me: my house, if fate so pleased, must 
perish — but the Count of Falconara ” * 

“Alas' my lord,” said Jerome, "I confess I have of- 
fended; but aggravate not an old man’s sufferings. I 
boast not of my family nor think of such vanities; it is 
nature that pleads for this boy; it is the memory of the 
dear woman that bore him — is she, Theodore, is she 
dead?” 

“Her soul has long been with the blessed,” said 
Theodore. 

“Oh 1 how?” cried Jerome, “tell me — no — she is 
happy! Thou art all my care now. Most dread lord! 
will you — will you grant me my poor boy’s life?” 

"Return to thy convent," answered Manfred, “con- 
duct the princess hither; obey me m what else thou 
knowest, and I promise thee the life of thy son.” 

“Oh, my lord'” said Jerome, "is my honesty the price 
I must pay for this dear youth’s safety?” 

“'For me'” cried Theodore; “let me die a thousand 
deaths rather than stain thy conscience. What is it the 
tyrant would exact of thee? Is the princess still safe 
from his power? Protect her, thou venerable old man, 
and let all the weight of his wrath fall on me.” 

Jerome endeavoured to check the impetuosity of the 
youth , and ere Manfred could reply, the trampling of 
horses was heard, and a brazen trumpet which hung 
without the gate of the castle was suddenly sounded. 
At the same instant the sable plumes on the enchanted 
helmet, which still remained at the other end of the 
court, were tempestuously agitated, and nodded thrice, 
as if bowed by some invisible wearer. 
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CHAPTER III 

Manfred’s heart misgave him when he beheld the 
plumage on the miraculous casque shaken in concert 
with the sounding of the brazen trumpet. “Father,” 
said he to Jerome, whom he now ceased to treat as 
Count of Falconara, “what mean these portents ? If I 
have offended” — the plumes were shaken with greater 
violence than before “Unhappy prince that I am'” 
■cried Manfred "Holy father, will you not assist me 
with your prayers 

“My lord,” replied Jerome, “Heaven is no doubt 
displeased with your mockery of its servants Submit 
yourself to the church, and cease to persecute her min- 
isters. Dismiss this innocent youth, and learn to re- 
pect the holy character I wear Heaven will not be 
trifled with. You see” — the trumpet sounded again. 

“I acknowledge I have been too hasty,” said Man- 
fred. “Father, do you go to the wicket and demand 
who is at the gate.” 

“Do you grant me the life of Theodore replied 
the friar 

“I do,” said Manfred, “but enquire who is without” 

Jerome, falling on the neck of his son, discharged a 
flood of tears that spoke the fulness of his soul 

“You promised to go to the gate,” said Manfred 

“I thought,” replied the friar, “your highness would 
excuse my thanking you first in this tribute of my 
heart ” 

“Go, dearest sir,” said Theodore, “obey the prince , 
I do not deserve that you should delay his satisfaction 
for me.” 

Jerome, enquiring who was without, was answered, 
“A herald ” 
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, “From whom' 1 ” said he. 

“From the Knight of the Gigantic Sabre,” said the 
herald , “and I must speak with the usurper of 
Otranto.” 

Jerome returned to the prince, and did not fail to 
repeat the message in the very words it had been ut- 
tered. The first sounds struck Manfred with terror; 
but when he heard himself styled usurper, his rage 
rekindled, and all his courage revived. 

“Usurper 1 — insolent villain 1 ” cried he; "who dares 
to question my title ? Retire, father, this is no business 
for monks; I will meet this presumptuous man myself. 
Go to your convent and prepare the princess's return. 
Your son shall be a hostage for your fidelity; his bfe 
depends on your obedience.” 

"Good Heaven 1 my lord,” cried Jerome, "your high- 
ness did but this instant freely pardon my child. Have 
you so soon forgot the interposition of Heaven 

"Heaven," replied Manfred, "does not send heralds to 
question the title of a lawful prince. I doubt whether 
it even notifies its will through friars; but that is your 
affair, not mine. At present you know my pleasure; 
and it is not a saucy herald that shall save your son, 
if you do not return with the princess.” 

It was in vain for the holy man to reply. Manfred 
commanded him to be conducted to the postern gate and 
shut out from the castle, and he ordered some of his at- 
tendants to carry Theodore to the top of the Black 
Tower, and guard him strictly, scarce permitting the 
father and son to exchange a hasty embrace at parting. 
He then withdrew to the hall, and seating himself in 
princely state, ordered the herald to be admitted to his 
presence. 

"Well, thou insolent said the prince, “what wouldst 
thou with me?” 
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“I come,” replied he, “to thee, Manfred, usurper of 
the principality of Otranto, from the renowned and in- 
rincible knight, the Knight of the Gigantic Sabre: in 
the name of his lord, Frederic Marquis of Vicenza, he 
demands the Lady Isabella, daughter of that prince, 
whom thou hast basely and traitorously got into thy 
pow*er, by bribing her false guardians during his ab- 
sence; and he requires thee to resign the principality 
of Otranto, which thou hast usurped from the said 
Lord Frederic, the nearest of blood to the last rightful 
lord, Alfonso the Good If thou dost not instantly 
comply with these just demands, he defies thee to single 
combat to the last extremity ” And so saying, the 
herald cast down his warder. 

“And where is this braggart who sends thee ? ” said 
Manfred. 

“At the distance of a league,” said the herald “he 
comes to make good his lord’s claim against thee, as he 
is a true knight, and thou an usurper and ravislier.” 

Injurious as this challenge was, Manfred reflected 
that it was not his interest to provoke the marquis. 
He knew how well founded the claim of Frederic was, 
nor was this the first time he had heard of it. Frederic’s 
ancestors had assumed the style of Princes of Otranto, 
from the death of Alfonso the Good without issue, but 
Manfred, his father, and grandfather, had been too 
powerful for the house of Vicenza to dispossess them. 
Frederic, a martial and amorous young prince, had mar- 
ried a beautiful young lady, of whom he was enamoured, 
and who had died in childbed of Isabella. Her death 
affected him so much that he had taken the cross and 
gone to the Holy Land, where he was wounded in an 
engagement against the infidels, made prisoner, and re- 
ported to be dead When the news reached Manfred’s 
ears, he bribed the guardians of the Lady Isabella to 
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deliver her up to {lim as a bride for his son Conrad, 
by which alliance he had proposed to unite the claims 
of the two houses. This motive, on Conrad’s death, had 
cooperated to make him so suddenly resolve on espous- 
ing her himself ; and the same reflection determined him 
now to endeavour at obtaining the consent of Frederic 
to this marriage. A like policy inspired him with the 
thought of inviting Frederic’s champion into his castle, 
lest he should be informed of Isabella’s flight, which 
he strictly enjoined his domestics not to disclose to any 
of the knight's retinue. 

"Herald,” said Manfred, as soon as he had digested 
these reflections, "return to thy master, and tell him, 
ere we liquidate our differences by the sword, Manfred 
would hold some converse with him. Bid him welcome 
to my castle, where, by my faith, as I am a true knight, 
he shall have courteous reception and full security for 
himself and followers. If we cannot adjust onr quarrel 
by amicable means, I swear he shall depart m safety, 
and shall have full satisfaction according to the laws 
of arms. So help me God and his Holy Trinity!” The 
herald made three obeisances, and retired. 

During this interview, Jerome’s mind was agitated by 
a thousand contrary passions. He trembled for the 
life of his son, and his first thought was to persuade 
Isabella to return to the castle. Yet be was scarce 
less alarmed at the thought of her union with Manfred. 
He dreaded Hippolita's unbounded submission to the 
will of her lord; and though he did not doubt but he 
could alarm her piety not to consent to a divorce, if he 
could get access to her, yet, should Manfred discover 
that the obstruction came from him, it might be equally 
fatal to Theodore. He was impatient to know whence 
came the herald, who with so little management had 
questioned the title of Manfred; yet he did not dart 
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absent himself from the convent lest Isabella should 
leave it and her flight be imputed to him. He returned 
disconsolately to the monastery, uncertain on what con- 
duct to resolve A monk, who met him in the porch and 
observed his melancholy air, said, “Alas' brother, is 
it then true that we have lost our excellent Princess 
Hippolita 

The holy man started, and cried, “What meanest 
thou, brother 1 I came this instant from the castle, and 
left her in perfect health.” 

“Martelli,” replied the other friar, “passed by the 
convent but a quarter of an hour ago, on his way from 
the castle, and reported that her highness was dead All 
■our brethren are gone to the chapel to pray for her 
happy transit to a better life, and willed me to wait 
thy arrival. They know thy holy attachment to that 
good lady, and are anxious for the affliction it will cause 
thee — indeed we have all reason to weep, she was a 
mother to our house. But this life is but a pilgrimage, 
we must not murmur — we shall all follow her* may 
■our end be like hers 

“Good brother, thou dreamest,” said Jerome, “I tell 
thee I come from the castle, and left the princess well - 
* — where is the Lady Isabella 

“Poor gentlewoman,” replied the friar, “I told her 
the sad news, and offered her spiritual comfort, I re- 
minded her of the transitory condition of mortality, and 
advised her to take the veil I quoted the example of 
the holy Princess Sanchia of Arragon.” 

“Thy zeal was laudable,” said Jerome, impatiently; 
“but at present it was unnecessary. Hippolita is well 
— at least I trust in the Lord she is, I heard nothing 
to the contrary — yet methinks, the prince’s earnestness 
• — well, brother, but where is the Lady Isabella 
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“I know not," said the friar: “she wept much, and 
said she would retire to her chamber/’ 

Jerome left his comrade abruptly, and hastened to ' 
the princess, but she was not in her chamber. He en- 
quired of the domestics of the convent, but could learn 
no news of her. He searched m vain throughout the 
monastery and the church, and despatched messengers 
round the neighbourhood, to get intelligence if she had 
been seen, but to no purpose. Nothing could equal the 
good man’s perplexity. He judged that Isabella, sus- 
pecting Manfred of having precipitated his wife’s death, 
had taken the alarm, and withdrawn herself to some 
more secret place of concealment. This new flight 
would probably carry the prince’s fury to the height. 
The report of Hippolita’s death, though it seemed al- 
most incredible, increased his consternation; and though 
Isabella's escape bespoke her aversion of Manfred for 
a husband, Jerome could feel no comfort from it while 
it endangered the life of his son. He determined to 
return to the castle, and made several of his brethren 
accompany him to attest his innocence to Manfred, 
and, if necessary, join their intercessions with his for 
Theodore. 

The prince, in the mean time, had passed into the 
court, and ordered the gates of the castle to be flung 
open for the reception of the stranger knight and his 
train. In a few minutes the cavalcade arrived. First 
came two harbingers with wands , next a herald, fol- 
lowed by two pages and two trumpeters, then a hun- 
dred foot guards. These were attended by as many 
horse After them fifty footmen, clothed in scarlet and 
black, the colours of the knight; then a led horse. Two 
heralds on each side of a gentleman on horseback, bear- 
ing a banner with the arms of Vicenza and Otranto 
quarterly — a circumstance that much offended Man- 
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fred, but he stifled his resentment. Two more pages; 
the knight’s confessor telling his beads; fifty more foot- 
men, clad as before; two knights habited in complete 
armour, their beavers down, comrades to the principal 
knight; the squires of the two knights, carrying their 
shields and devices, the knight’s own squire, a hundred 
gentlemen bearing an enormous sword, and seeming to 
faint under the weight of it. The knight himself, on a 
chestnut steed, m complete armour, his lance m the 
rest, his face entirely concealed by his visor, which was 
surmounted by a large plume of scarlet and black feath- 
ers. Fifty foot guards, with drums and trumpets, 
closed the procession, which wheeled off to the right 
and left to make room for the principal knight. 

As soon as he approached the gate, he stopped, and 
the herald advancing, read again the words of the 
challenge. Manfred's eyes were fixed on the gigantic 
sword, and he scarce seemed to attend to the cartel; 
but his attention was soon diverted by a tempest of 
wind that rose behind him He turned, and beheld the 
plumes of the enchanted helmet agitated in the same 
extraordinary manner as before It required intrepidity 
like Manfred’s not to sink under a concurrence of cir- 
cumstances that seemed to announce his fate. Yet 
scorning m the presence of strangers to betray the 
courage he had always manifested, he said boldly, — 

“Sir Knight, whoever thou art, I bid thee welcome. 
If thou art of mortal mould, thy valour shall meet its 
equal; and if thou art a true knight, thou wilt scorn to 
employ sorcery to carry thy point. Be these omens 
from Heaven or Hell, Manfred trusts to the righteous- 
ness of his cause and to the aid of St. Nicholas, who 
has ever protected his house. Alight, Sir Knight, and 
repose thyself; tomorrow thou shalt have a fair field; 
•and Heaven befriend the juster side!” 
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The knight made no reply, but dismounting, was con- 
ducted by Manfred to the great hall of the castle. As 
they traversed the court, the knight stopped to gaae on 
the miraculous casque; and, kneeling down, seemed to 
pray inwardly for some minutes. Rising, he made a 
sign to the prince to lead on. As soon as they entered 
the hall, Manfred proposed to the stranger to disarm, 
but the knight shook his head in token of refusal. “Sir 
Knight,” said Manfred, "this is not courteous, but by 
my good faith I will not cross thee; nor shalt thou have 
cause to complain of the Prince of Otranto. No treach- 
ery «s designed on my part; I hope none is intended on 
thine; here, take my gauge (giving him his ring), your 
friends and you shall enjoy the laws of hospitality. 
Rest here until refreshments are brought; I will hut 
give orders for the accommodation of your train, and 
return to you ” 

The three knights bowed, as accepting his courtesy. 
Manfred directed the stranger’s retinue to be conducted 
to an adjacent hospital, founded by the Princess Hip- 
polita for the reception of pilgrims. As they made the 
circuit of the court to return towards the gate, the 
gigantic sword burst from the supporters, and falling 
to the ground opposite to the helmet, remained immov- 
able. Manfred, almost hardened to preternatural ap- 
pearances, surmounted the shock of this new prodigy; 
and returning to the hall, where by this time the feast 
was ready, he invited his silent guests to take their 
places. Manfred, however ill his heart was at ease, 
endeavoured to inspire the company with mirth. He 
put several questions to them, but was answered only 
by signs. They raised their visors but sufficiently to 
feed themselves, and that but sparingly. 

"Sirs,” said the prince, “ye are the first guests I ever 
treated within these walls, who scorned to hold any in- 
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tetcourse with me; nor has it oft been customary, I 
ween, for princes to hazard their state and dignity 
against' strangers and mutes. You say you come in 
the name of Frederic of Vicenza; I have ever heard 
that he was a gallant and courteous knight, nor would 
he, I am bold to say, think it beneath him to mix in 
social converse with a prince who is his equal and not 
unknown by deeds in arms. — Still ye are silent — well, 
be it as it may, by the laws of hospitality and chivalry 
ye are masters under this roof, ye shall do your pleas- 
ure— but come, give me a goblet of wine, ye will not 
refuse to pledge me to the healths of your fair •mis- 
tresses ” The principal knight sighed and crossed him- 
self, and was rising from the board. “Sir Knight,” said 
Manfred, “what I said was but in sport, I shall con- 
strain you in nothing. Use your good liking, since 
mirth is not your mood, let us be sad. Business may 
hit your fancies better; let us withdraw, and hear if 
what I have to unfold may be better relished than the 
rain efforts I have made for your pastime." 

Manfred then conducting the three knights into an 
inner chamber, shut the door, and inviting them to be 
seated, began thus, addressing himself to the chief 
pertonage — 

“You come. Sir Kuight, as I understand it, in the 
name of the Marquis of Vicenza, to redemand the Lady 
Isabella, his daughter, who has been contracted, in the 
face of holy church, to my son, by the consent of her 
legal guardians, and to require me to resign my do- 
minions to your lord, who gives himself for the nearest 
of blood to Prince Alfonso, whose soul God rest! I 
.jdull speak to the latter article of your demands first. 
“¥ofi{^ust know, your lord knows, that I enjoy the 
prindjfSAiy of Otranto from my father Don Manuel, 
as he ved it from his father Don Ricardo. Alfonso, 
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their predecessor, dying childless in the Holy Land, 
bequeathed his estates to my grandfather, Don Ricardo, 
in consideration of his faithful services.” — The stranger 
shook his head. — “Sir Knight,” said Manfred, warmly, 
"Ricardo was a vfliant and upright man; be was a 
pious man, witness his munificent foundation of the ad- 
joining church and two convents. He was peculiarly 
patronised by St. Nicholas — my grandfather was in- 
capable — I say, sir, Don Ricardo was incapable — 
excuse me, your interruption has disordered me. — I 
venerate the memory of my grandfather. — Well! sirs,, 
he held this estate; he held it by his good sword 
and by the favour of St. Nicholas — so did my father; 
and so, sirs, will I, come what come will. — But Frederic, 
my lord, is nearest in blood. — 1 have consented to put 
my title to the issue of the sword — does that imply a 
vicious title' 1 — I might have asked, where is Frederic, 
your lord-’ Report speaks him dead m captivity. You 
say, your actions say, he lives — I question it not — I 
might, sirs; I might, but 1 do not. Other princes would 
bid Frederic take his inheritance by force if he can: 
they would not stake their dignity on a single combat: 
they would not submit it to the decision of unknown 
mutes' — Pardon me, gentlemen, I am too warm. Bnt 
suppose yourselves m my situation, as ye are stout 
knights, would it not move your choler to have your 
own and the honour of your ancestors called in ques- 
tion ? — But to the point, ye require me to deliver up the 
Lady Isabella. — Sirs, I must ask if ye are authorised 
to receive her ? ” — The knight nodded — “Receive her!” 
continued Manfred; “well, you are authorised to re- 
ceive her — but, gentle knight, may I ask if you have 
full powers?” — The knight nodded. — “ ’T is well,” said 
Manfred. "Then hear what 1 have to offer. — Ye see, 
gentlemen, before you the most unhappy of men (he 
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began to weep); afford me your compassion; I am en- 
titled to it, indeed I am. Know, I have lost my only 
hope, my joy, the support of my house — -Conrad died 
yestermorning.” — -The knights discovered signs of sur- 
prise. — “Yes, sirs, fate has disposed of nay son. Isa- 
bella is at liberty.” 

“Do you then restore her*” cried the chief knight, 
breaking silence. 

“Afford me your patience,” said Manfred "I rejoice 
to find, by this testimony of your good will, that this 
matter may be adjusted without bloodshed. It is no 
interest of mine dictates what little I have farther to 
say. Ye behold m me a man disgusted with the world; 
the loss of my son has weaned me from earthly cares. 
Power and greatness have no longer any charms in my 
eyes. I wished to transmit the sceptre I had received 
from my ancestors with honour to my son — but that is 
over 1 Life itself is so indifferent to me that I accepted 
your defiance with joy; a good knight cannot go to the 
grave with more satisfaction than when falling in his 
vocation. Whatever is the will of Heaven I submit; 
for, alas 1 sirs, I am a man of many sorrows. Manfred 
is nO’ object of envy — but no doubt you are acquainted 
with my story.” — The knight made signs of ignorance, 
and seemed curious to have Manfred proceed. — "Is it 
possible, sirs,” continued the prince, "that my story 
should be a secret to you? Have you heard nothing 
relating to me and the Princess Hippolita *” — They 
shook their heads. — “No' thus then, sirs, it is You 
think me ambitious* ambition, alas 1 is composed of more 
rugged materials. If I were ambitious, I should not for 
so many years have been a prey to all the hell of con- 
scientious scruples — but I wear y your patience: I will 
be bnef. Know, then, that I have long been troubled 
ia mind on my union with the Princess Hippolita. — Oh, 
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sirs, if ye were acquainted with that excellent woman' 
if ye knew that I adore her like a mistress, and cherish 
her as a friend — but man was not born for perfect hap- 
piness! She shares my scruples, and with her consent 
I have brought this matter before the church, for we 
are related within the forbidden degrees. I expect 
every hour the definitive sentence that must separate us 
for ever — I am sure you feel for me — I see you do — 
pardon these tears !” — The knights gased on each other, 
wondering where this would end. Manfred continued' 
— “The death of my son betiding while my soul was 
under this anxiety, I thought of nothing but resigning 
my dominions, and retiring for ever from the sight of 
mankind.. My only difficulty was to fix on a successor, 
who would be tender of my people, and to dispose of 
the Lady Isabella, who is dear to me as my own blood. 
I was willing to restore the line of Alfonso, even m 
his most distant kindred; and though, pardon me, I am 
satisfied it was his will that Ricardo’s lineage should 
take place of his own relations, vet where was I to 
search for those relations' 1 I knew of none but Fred- , 
eric, your lord he was a captive to the infidels, or dead; 
and were he living, and at home, would he quit the 
flourishing state of Vicensa for the inconsiderable prin- 
cipality of Otranto? If he would not, could I bear the 
thought of seeing a hard unfeeling viceroy set over my 
poor faithful people? — for, sirs, I love my people, and, 
thank Heaven, am beloved by them 

“But ye will ask, whither tends this long discourse ? 
briefly, then, thus, sirs. Heaveu in your arrival seems 
to point out a remedy for these difficulties and my mis- 
fortunes. The Lady Isabella is at liberty; I shall soon 
be so — I would submit to any thing for the good of my 
people — were it not the best, the only way to extinguish 
the feuds between our families if I was to take the Lady 
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Isabella to wife — you start — but though Hippolita’s 
virtues will ever be dear to me, a prince must not con- 
-sider himself, he is born for his people.” — A servant 
at that instant entering the chamber, apprised Manfred 
that Jerome and several of his brethren demanded im- 
mediate access to him. 

The prince, prov oked at this interruption, and fearing 
that the friar would discover to the strangers that Isa- 
bella had taken sanctuary, was going to forbid Jerome’s 
entrance. But recollecting that he was certainly arrived 
to notify the princess’s return, Manfred began to ex- 
euse himself to the knights for leaving them for a few 
moments, but was prevented by the arrival of the 
friars. Manfred angrily reprimanded them for their 
intrusion, and would have forced them back from the 
-chamber, but Jerome was too much agitated to be re- 
pulsed. He declared aloud the flight of Isabella, with 
protestations of his own innocence. 

Manfred, distracted at the news, and not less at its 
coming to the knowledge of the strangers, uttered noth- 
ing but incoherent sentences, now upbraiding the friar, 
now apologising to the knights , earnest to know what 
was become of Isabella, yet equally afraid of their know- 
ing; impatient to pursue her, yet dreading to have them 
join in the pursuit. He offered to despatch messengers in 
quest of her, — but the chief knight, no longer keeping 
silence, reproached Manfred in bitter terms for his dark 
and ambiguous dealing, and demanded the cause of Isa- 
bella's first absence from the castle. Manfred, casting 
a stern look at Jerome, implying a command of silence, 
pretended that on Conrad’s death he had placed her in 
sanctuary until he could determine how to dispose of 
her. Jerome, who trembled for his son’s life, did not 
>dare contradict this falsehood, but one of his brethren, 
jiot under the same anxiety, declared frankly that she 
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had fled to their church in the preceding night. The 
prince in vain endeavoured to stop this discovery, 
which overwhelmed him with shame and confusion. 

The principal stranger, amazed at the contradictions 
he heard, and more than half persuaded that Manfred 
had secreted the princess, notwithstanding the concern 
he expressed at her flight, rushing to the door, said, 
— "Thou traitor-prince 1 Isabella shall be found ” 
Manfred endeavoured to hold him, but the other knights 
assisting their comrade, he broke from the prince, and 
hastened into the court, demanding his attendants. 
Manfred, finding it vain to divert him from the pursuit, 
offered to accompany him, and summoning his attend- 
ants, and taking Jerome and some of the friars to 
guide them, they issued from the castle, Manfred 
privately giving orders to have the knight’s company 
secured, while to the knight he affected to despatch a 
messenger to require their assistance. 

The company had no sooner quitted the castle than 
Matilda, who felt herself deeply interested for the 
young peusant, since she had seen him condemned to 
death in the hall, and whose thoughts had been taken 
up with concerting measures to save him, was informed 
by some of the female attendants that Manfred had 
despatched all his men various ways in pursuit of Isa- 
bella. He had in his hurry given this order in general 
terms, not meaning to extend it to the guard he had 
set upon Theodore, but forgetting it. The domestics, 
officious to obey so peremptory a prince, and urged by 
their own curiosity and love of novelty to join in any 
precipitate chase, had to a man left the castle. Matilda 
disengaged herself from her women, stole up to the 
Black Tower, and unbolting the door, presented herself 
to the astonished Theodore. 

"Young man,” said she, "though filial duty and 
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womanly modesty condemn the step I am taking, yet 
holy charity, surmounting all over ties, justifies this act. 
Fly; the doors of thy prison are open; my father and his 
domestics are absent, but they may soon Teturn. Begone 
in safety, and may the angels of heaven direct thy 
course !” 

“Thou art surely one of those angels'” said the en- 
raptured Theodore, “none but a blessed saint could 
speak, could act, could look like thee ' May I not know 
the name of my divine protectress? Methought thou 
namedst thy father. Is it possible ? Can Manfred’s 
blood feel holy pity? Lovely lady, thou answurest not 
— but how art thou here thyself ? Why dost thou neglect 
thy own safety, and waste a thought on a wretch like 
Theodore ? Let us fly together The life thou bestowest 
shall be dedicated to thy defence ” 

“Alas' thou mistakest,” said Matilda, sighing 1 “I am 
Manfred’s daughter, but no dangers await me.” 

“Amazement'” said Theodore, “but last night I 
blessed myself for yielding thee the serwce thy gracious 
compassion so charitably returns me now.” 

“Still thou art in error,” said the princess; "but this 
is no time for explanation. Fly, virtuous youth, while 
it is in my power to save thee Should my father re- 
turn, thou and I both should indeed have cause to 
tremble.” 

“How 11 ” said Theodore, “thmkest thou, charming 
maid, that I will accept of life at the hazard of aught 
calamitous to thee ' Better I endure a thousand deaths.” 

“I run no risk,” said Matilda, “but by thy delay. 
Depart; it cannot be known that I assisted thy flight," 

“Swear by the saints above,” said Theodore, “that 
thou canst not be suspected ; else here I vow to wait 
whatever can befall me.” 
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“Oh, then art too generous,” said Matilda; “but rest 
assured that no suspicion can alight on me.” 

"Give me thy beauteous hand in token that thou dost 
not deceive me,” said Theodore, “and let me bathe it 
with the warm tears of gratitude.” 

“Forbear,” said the princess; "this must not be.” 

“Alas said Theodore, “I have never known but 
calamity until this hour — perhaps shall never know 
other fortune again* suffer the chaste raptures of holy 
gratitude ’Tis my soul would print its effusions on 
thy hand ” 

“Forbear, and be gone,” said Matilda; “how would 
Isabella approve of seeing thee at my feet' 1 ” 

“Who is Isabella*” said the young man with surprise. 

“Ah me 1 I fear,” said the princess, “I am serving 
a deceitful one, — hast thou forgot thy curiosity this 
morning*” 

"Thy looks, thy actions, all thy beauteous self, seem 
an emanation of divinity,” said Theodore; “but thy 
words are dark and mysterious — speak, lady, speak to 
thy servant’s comprehension.” 

“Thou understandest but too well •” said Matilda. 
“But once more, I command thee to be gone. Thy blood, 
which I may preserve, will be on my head if T waste 
the time in vain discourse." 

“I go, lady,” said Theodore, "because it is thy will, 
and because I would not bring the grey hairs of my 
father with sorrow to the grave. Say but, adored lady, 
that I have thy gentle pity.” 

“Stay,” said Matilda, “I will conduct thee to the sub- 
terraneous vault by which Isabella escaped; it will lead 
thee to the church of St, Nicholas, where thou mayest 
take sanctuary.” 

“What i” said Theodore, “was it another, and not thy 
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lovely self, that I assisted to find the subterraneous 
passage 

"'It was,” said Matilda; ‘‘but ask no more. I tremble 
to see thee still abide here; fly to the sanctuary.” 

"To sanctuary'” said Theodore, "no, princess, sanc- 
tuaries are for helpless damsels, or for criminals. Theo- 
dore’s soul is free from guilt, nor will wear the appear- 
ance of it. Give me a sword, lady, and thy father shall 
learn that Theodore scorns an ignominious flight.” 

“Rash youth said Matilda, “thou wouldst not dare 
to lift thy presumptuous arm against the Prince of 
Otranto 

"Not against thy father, indeed, I dare not,” said 
Theodore. “Excuse me, lad\ , I had forgotten — but 
could I gaze on thee, and remember thou art sprung 
from the tyrant Manfred > — but he is thy father, and 
from this moment my injuries are buried in oblivion.” 
A deep and hollow groan, which seemed to come from 
above. Startled the princess and Theodore. "Good 
Heaven 1 we are overheard said the princess. They 
listened, but perceived no farther noise. They both 
concluded it the effect of pent-up vapours. And the 
princess, preceding Theodore softly, earned him to her 
father’s armoury, where equipping him with a complete 
suit, he was conducted by Matilda to the postern-gate. 

“Avoid the town,” said the princess, “and all the 
western side of the castle ’Tis there the search must 
be making by Manfred and the strangers; but hie thee 
to the opposite quarter. Yonder, behind that forest to 
the east, is a chain of rocks, hollowed into a labyrinth 
of caverns that reach to the sea-coast There thou 
mayest lie concealed till thou canst make signs to some 
vessel to put on shore and take thee off. Go; Heaven 
be thy guide ' — and sometimes in thy prayers remember 
—Matilda'” 
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Theodore dung himself at her feet, and seizing her 
lily hand, which with struggles she suffered him to kiss, 
he vowed on the earliest opportunity to get himself 
knighted, and fervently entreated her permission to 
swear himself eternally her knight. Ere the princess 
could reply, a clap of thunder was suddenly heard that 
shook the battlements. Theodore, regardless of the 
tempest, would have urged his suit, but the princess, 
dismayed, retreated hastily into the castle, and com- 
manded the youth to be gone with an air that would not 
be disobeyed He sighed and retired, but with eyes 
fixed on the gate, until Matilda closing it put an end 
to an interview in which the hearts of both had drunk 
so deeply of a passion which both now tasted for the 
first time. 

Theodore went pensively to the convent, to acquaint 
his father with his deliverance There he learned the 
absence of Jerome, and the pursuit that was making 
after the Lady Isabella, with some particulars of whose 
story he now first became acquainted. The generous 
gallantry of his nature prompted him to wish to assist 
her, but the monks could lend him no lights to guess at 
the route she had taken. He was not tempted to wander 
far in search of her, for the idea of Matilda had im- 
printed itself so strongly on his heart that he could not 
bear to ubsent lumself at much distance from her abode. 
The tenderness Jerome had expressed for him concurred 
to confirm tins reluctance; and he even persuaded him- 
self that filial affection was the chief cause of his hover- 
ing between the castle and monastery until Jerome 
should return at wght. Theodore at length determined 
to repair to the forest that Matilda had pointed out to 
him. Arriving there, he sought the gloomiest shades, 
as best suited to the pleasing melancholy that reigned 
in his mind. In this mood he roved insensibly to the 
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caves which had formerly served as a retreat to hermits 
and were now reported round the country to be haunted 
by evil spirits. He recollected to have heard this tradi- 
tion; and being of a brave and adventurous disposition, 
he willingly indulged his curiosity in exploring the 
secret recesses of this labyrinth. He had not pene- 
trated far before he thought he heard the steps of some 
person who seemed to retreat before him. 

Theodore, though firmly grounded in all our holy 
faith enjoins to be believed, had no apprehension that 
good men were abandoned without cause to the malice 
of the powers of darkness. He thought the place more 
likely to be infested by robbers than by those infernal 
agents who are reported to molest and bewilder trav- 
ellers. He had long burned with impatience to ap- 
prove his valour. Drawing his sabre, he marched se- 
dately onwards, still directing his steps as the imperfect 
rustling sound before him led the way. The armour 
he wore was a like indication to the person who avoided 
him. Theodore, now convinced that he was not mis- 
taken, redoubled his pace, and evidently gained on the 
person that fled, whose haste increasing, Theodore came 
up just as a woman fell breathless before him. He 
hasted to raise her, but her terror was so great that 
he apprehended she would faint in his arms. He used 
every gentle word to dispel her alarms, and assured 
her that far from injuring, be would defend her at the 
peril of his life. The lady recovering her spirits from 
his courteous demeanour, and gazing on her protector, 
said, “Sure, I have heard that voice before'” 

“Not to my knowledge,” replied Theodore, "unless, 
as I conjecture, thou art the Lady Isabella.” 

“Merciful Heaven cried she, “thou art not sent in 
quest of me, art thou?” And saying these words she 
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threw herself at his feet, and besought him not to de- 
liver her up to Manfred. 

“To Manfred 1 " cried Theodore; “no, lady, I have 
once already delivered thee from his tyranny, and it 
shall fare hard with me now but I will place thee out 
of the reach of his daring.” 

“Is it possible,” said she, “that thou shouldst be the 
generons unknown whom I met last night in the vault 
of the castle ? Sure thou art not a mortal, but my 
guardian angel. On my knees let me thank ” 

“Hold, gentle princess,” said Theodore, “nor demean 
thyself before a poor and friendless young man. If 
Heaven has selected me for thy deliverer, it will ac- 
complish its work, and strengthen my arm in thy cause 
But come, lady, we are too near the mouth of the 
cavern; let us seek its inmost recesses; I can have no 
tranquillity till I have placed thee beyond the reach of 
danger.” 

“Alas, what mean you, sir 5 ” said she. "Though all 
your actions are noble, though your sentiments speak 
the purity of your soul, is it fitting that I should accom- 
pany you alone in these perplexed retreats ? Should we 
be found together, what would a censorious world think 
of my conduct 5 ” 

“I respect your virtuous delicacy,” said Theodore, 
“nor do you harbour a suspicion that wounds my honour 
I meant to conduct you into the most private cavity of 
these rocks, and' then, at the hazard of my life, to guard 
their entrance against every living thing Besides, 
lady,” continued he, drawing a deep sigh, “beau- 
teous and all perfect as your form is, and though my 
wishes are not guiltless of aspiring, know, my soul is 

dedicated to another; and although ” A sudden 

noise prevented Theodore from proceeding. They soon 



■78 HORACE WALPOLE 

distinguished these sounds, “Isabella 1 what hoi 
Isabella !” 

The trembling princess relapsed into her former 
agony of fear. Theodore endeavoured to encourage 
her, but m vain He assured her he 'would rather die 
than suffer her to return under Manfred’s power, and 
begging her to remain concealed, he went forth to pre- 
vent the person in search of^her from approaching. 

At the mouth of the cavern he found an armed knight 
discoursing with a peasant, who assured him he had 
seen a lady enter the passes of the rock The knight 
was preparing to seek her, when Theodore, placing 
himself in his way, with his sword drawn, sternly for- 
bade him at his peril to ad\ ance 

“And who art thou who darest to cross my way ?” 
said the knight haughtily. 

“One who does not dare more than he will perform,” 
said Theodore. 

“I seek the Lady Isabella,” said the knight, "and un- 
derstand she has taken refuge among these rocks. Im- 
pede me“not, or thou wilt repent having provoked my 
resentment.” 

“Thy purpose is as odious as thy resentment is con- 
temptible,” said Theodore. “Return whence thou 
earnest, or we shall soon know whose resentment is most 
terrible.” 

The stranger, who was the principal knight that had 
arrived from the Marquis of Vicenza, had galloped 
from Manfred as he was busied in getting information 
of the princess and giving various orders to prevent her 
falling into the power of the three knights. Their 
chief had suspected Manfred of being privy to the 
princess’s absconding, and this insult from a man who, 
he concluded, was stationed by that prince to secrete 
her, confirming his suspicions, he made no reply, but 



THE CASTLE OF OTRANTO 


79 


discharging a blow with his sabre at Theodore, would 
soon have removed all obstruction, if Theodore, who 
took him for one of Manfred’s captains, and who had 
no sooner given the provocation than he prepared to 
support it, had not received the stroke on his shield. 
The valour that had so long been smothered in his 
breast broke forth at once; and he rushed impetuously 
on the knight, whose pride and wrath were not less 
powerful incentives to hardy deeds. The combat was 
furious, but not long Theodore wounded the knight 
in three several places, and at last disarmed him, as he 
fainted by the loss of blood 

The peasant, who had fled on the first onset, had 
given the alarm to some of Manfred’s domfestics, who 
by his orders were dispersed through the forest m 
pursuit of Isabella They came up as the knight felly 
whom they soon discoiered to be the noble stranger. 
Theodore, notwithstanding his hatred to Manfred, 
could not behold the \ ictorv he had gained without 
emotions of pity and generosity But he was more 
touched when he learned the quality of his adversary, 
and was informed that he was no retainer, but an enemy 
of Manfred He assisted the servants of the latter in 
disarming the knight, aud in endeavouring to stanch 
the blood that flowed from his wounds The knight 
recovering his speech, said, in a faint and faltering 
voice, “Generous foe, we ha\e both been in an error 
I took thee for an instrument of the tyrant. I perceive 
thou hast made the like mistake it is too late for ex- 
cuses — T faint — if Isabella is at hand, call her, I have 
important secrets to ’’ 

“He is dying," said one of the attendants. "Has no- 
body a crucifix about them? Andrea, do thou pray over 
him." 

“Fetch some water," said Theodore, “and pour it 
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down his throat, while I hasten to the princess.” Say- 
ing this, he dew to Isabella, and in few words told her 
modestly that he had been so unfortunate by mistake as 
to wound a gentleman from her father’s court, who 
wished ere he died to impart something of consequence 
to her. The princess, who had been transported at 
hearing the voice of Theodore, as he called to her to 
come forth, was astonished at what she heard. Suffer- 
ing herself to be conducted bv Theodore, the new proof 
of whose valour recalled her dispersed spirits, she came 
where the bleeding knight lav speechless on the ground 
— but her fears returned when she beheld the domestics 
of Manfred. She would again have fled if Theodore 
had not made her observe that they were unarmed, 
and had not threatened them with instant death if they 
should dare to seize the princess The stranger, open- 
ing his eyes, and beholding a woman, said, “Art thou — 
pray tell me truly — art thou Isabella of Vicenza 
“I am,” said she. “Good Heal en restore thee'” 

“Then thou then thou ” said the knight, 

struggling for utterance, "seest — thy father Give me 
one •” 

“Oh, amazement' horror' What do I hear" 1 What 
do I see ? ” cried Isabella “My father ' you my father' 
How came you here, sir ? For Heaven’s sake speak' — 
Oh, run for help, or he will expire'” 

“ ’Tis most true,” said the wounded knight, exerting 
all his force; “I am Fruit .c thy father — yes, I came 
to deliver thee — it 'will not be — Gne me a parting kiss, 
and take ” 

“Sir,” said Theodore, “do not exhaust yourself ; suf- 
fer us to convey you to the castle ” 

“To the castle'” said Isabella, “is there no help 
nearer than the castle" 1 Would you expose my father 
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to the tyrant? If he goes thither, I cannot accompany 
him — and yet, can I leave him?” 

“My child," said Frederic, “it matters not to me 
whither I am carried, a few minutes will place me 
beyond danger — bnt while I have eyes to dote on thee, 
forsake me not, dear Isabella 1 This brave knight, I 
know not who he 19, will proteet thy innocence. — Sir, 
you will not abandon my child, will you' 1 ” 

Theodore, shedding tears over his victim, and vow- 
ing to guard the princess at the expense of his life, per- 
suaded Frederic to suffer himself to be conducted to the 
castle. They placed him on a horse belonging to one 
of the domestics, after binding up his wonnds as well 
as they were able Theodore marched by his side, and 
the aflhcted Isabella, who could not bear to qnit him, 
followed mournfully behind. 


CHAPTER IV 

Thk sorrowful troop no sooner arrived at the castle 
than they were met In Hippohta and Matilda, whom 
Isabella had sent one of the domestics before to adver- 
tise of their approach. The ladies causing Frederic to 
he comejed into the nearest chamber, retired, while 
the surgeons examined his wounds Matilda blushed at 
seeing Theodore and Isabella together, but endeavoured 
to conceal it by embracing the latter, and condoling 
with her on her father’s mischance. The surgeons soon 
came to acquaint Hippohta that none of the marquis’s 
wounds were dangerous, and that he was desirous of 
seeing his daughter and the princesses Theodore, un- 
der pretence of expressing his joy at being freed from 
his apprehensions of the combat being fatal to Frederic- 
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could not resist the impulse of following Matilda. Her 
eyes were so often cast down on meeting his that Isa- 
bella. who regarded Theodore as attentively as he gazed 
on Matilda, soon divined who the object was that he 
had told her in the cave engaged his affections. While 
this mute scene passed, Hippolita demanded of Frederic 
the cause of his having taken that mysterious course 
for reclaiming his daughter, and threw m various apol- 
ogies to excuse her lord for the match contracted be- 
tween their children. Frederic, however incensed 
against Manfred, was not insensible to the courtesy and 
benevolence of Hippolita, but he was still more struck 
with the lovely form of Matilda. Wishing to detain 
them by his bedside, he informed Hippolita of his story. 
He told her that while prisoner to the infidel, he had 
dreamed that his daughter, of whom he had learned no 
news since his captivity, was detained in a castle where 
she was m danger of the most dreadful misfortunes; 
and that if he obtained his liberty, and repaired to a 
wood near Joppa, he would learn more. Alarmed at 
this dream, and incapable of obeying the direction given 
by it, his chains became more grievous than ever. But 
while his thoughts were occupied on the means of ob- 
taining his liberty, he received the agreeable news that 
the confederate pnnces, who were warring in Palestine, 
had paid his ransom. He instantly set out for the wood 
that had been marked m his dream. For three days he 
and has attendants had wandered in the forest without 
seeing a human form, but on the evening of the third 
they came to a cell in which they found a venerable 
hermit in the agonies of death. Applying rich cordials, 
they brought the saint -like man to his speech. "Mv 
sons,” said he, “I am bounden to your charity — but it is 
in vain — I am going to my eternal rest — yet I die with 
ibe satisfaction of performing the will of Heaven. 
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When first I repaired to this solitude, after seeing my 
country become a prey to unbelievers — it is, alas! 
above fifty years since I was witness to that dreadful 
scene — St. Nicholas appeared to me and revealed a 
secret which he bade me never disclose to mortal man 
but on my death-bed. This is that tremendous hour, 
and ve are no doubt the chosen warriors to whom I was 
ordered to reveal my trust. As soon as ye have done 
the last offices to this wretched corse, dig under the 
seventh tree on the left hand of this poor cave, and 

your pains will Oh, good Heaven, receive my 

soul'” With those words the devout man breathed his 
last. 

“By break of day,” continued Frederic, ‘‘when we 
had committed the holy relics to earth, we dug accord- 
ing to direction, but what was our astonishment, when, 
about the depth of six feet, we discovered an enormous 
sabre — the very weapon yonder in the court. On the 
blade, which was then partly out of the scabbard, 
though since closed by our efforts m removing it, were 
written the following lines — No, excuse me, madam,” 
added the marquis, turning to Hippolita, "if I forbear 
to repeat them, I respect your sex and rank, and would 
not be guilty of offending your ear with sounds in- 
jurious to aught that is dear to you.” 

He paused — Hippolita trembled. She did not doubt 
but Frederic was destined by Heaven to accomplish thi 
fate that seemed to threaten her bouse. Looking wjt'i 
anxious fondness at Matilda, a silent tear stole dow i 
her cheek, but recollecting herself, ahe said, "Proceed, 
my lord, Heaven dot's nothing in rain, mortals must 
receive its divine behests with lowliness and submission. 
It is our part to deprecate its wrath, or bow to its de- 
crees. Repeat the sentence, my lord, we listen 
resigned.” 
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Frederic was grieved that he had proceeded so far. 
The dignity and patient firmness of Hippolita pene- 
trated him with respect; and the tender, silent affec- 
tion with which the princess and her daughter regarded 
each other melted him almost to tears. Yet apprehensive 
that His forbearance to obey would be more alarming, 
he repeated in a faltering and low voice the following 
lines: — 


• Where’er a casque that suits this sword is found. 
With perils is thy daughter compass’d round; 
Alfonso’s blood alone can save the maid. 

And quiet a long restless prince’s shade. 

“What is there in these lines,” said Theodore, impa- 
tiently, “that affects these princesses * Why were they 
to be shocked by a mysterious delicacy that has so lit- 
tle foundation 

“Your words are rude, young man,” said the marquis ; 

“and though fortune has favoured you once ” 

“My honoured lord,” said Isabella, who resented 
Theodore’s warmth, which she perceived was dictated 
by his sentiments for Matilda, “discompose not yourself 
for the glozing of a peasant’s son. He forgets the rever- 
ence he owes you, but he is not accustomed ” 

Hippolita, concerned at the heat that had arisen, 
checked Theodore for his boldness, but with an air ac- 
knowledging his zeal, and changing the conversation, 
demanded of Frederic where he had left her lord? 

As the marquis was going to reply, they heard a 
noise without, and rising to enquire the cause, Manfred, 
Jerome, and part of the troop, who had met an imper- 
fect rumour of what had happened, entered the cham- 
ber. Manfred advanced hastily towards Frederic’s bed 
to condole with him on his misfortune and to leara the 
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circumstances of the combat, when, starting in an agony 
of terror and amazement, he cried, — 

“Ah! what are thou? Thou dreadful spectre! Is my 
hour come?” 

“My dearest, gracious lord,” cried Hippolita, clasp- 
ing him in her arms, “what is it you see ? Why do you 
fix your eyeballs thus 

“What,” cried Manfred, breathless, “dost thou see 
nothing, Hippolita ' Is this ghastly phantom sent to 
me alone — to me, who did not 11 

“For mercy’s sweetest self, my lord,” said Hippolita, 
“resume your soul, command your reason. There are 
none here but us, your friends.” 

“What, is not that Alfonso'” cried Manfred; “dost 
thou not see him' 1 Can it be my brain’s delirium?” 

“This! my lord," said Hippolita "this is Theodore, 
the youth who has been so unfortunate.” 

"Theodore,” said Manfred mournfully, and striking 
his forehead — "Theodore, or a phantom, he has un- 
hinged the soul of Manfred. But how comes he heTe ? 
and how comes he in armour 

"I believe he went in search of Isabella,” said Hip- 
polita. 

"Of Isabella,” said Manfred, relapsing into rage. 
"Yes, yes, that is not doubtful — but how did be escape 
from durance, in which I left him^ Was it Isabella or 
this hypocritical old friar that procured bis enlarge- 
ment?” 

“And would a parent be criminal, my lord,” said 
Theodore, “if he meditated the deliverance of his child?” 

Jerome, amazed to hear himself in a manner accused 
by bis son, and without foundation, knew not what to 
think. He could not comprehend how Theodore had 
escaped, how he came to he armed and to encounter 
Frederic. Still he would not venture to ask any ques- 
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tions that might tend to inflame Manfred’s wrath against 
his son. Jerome’s silence convinced Manfred that he 
had contrived Theodore’s release. 

“And is it thus, thou ungrateful old man,” said the 
prince, addressing himself to the friar, “that thou re- 
payest mine and Hippolita's bounties ? And not con- 
tent with traversing my heart's nearest wishes, thou 
armest thy bastard and bringest him into my own castle 
to insult me'” 

“My lord,” said Theodore, "you wrong my father; 
nor he nor I are capable of harbouring a thought 
against your peace. Is it insolence thus to surrender 
myself to your highness's pleasure?’’ added he, laying 
his sword respectfully at Manfred’s feet. "Behold my 
bosom; strike, my lord, if you suspect that a disloyal 
thought is lodged there. There is not a sentiment en- 
graven on my heart that does not venerate you and 
yours.” 

The grace and fervour with which Theodore uttered 
these words interested every person present m his fa- 
vour. Even Manfred was touched, yet still possessed 
with his resemblance to Alfonso, his admiration was 
dashed with secret horror. 

“Rise,” said he; “thy life is not my present purpose. 
But tell me thy history, and how thou earnest con- 
nected with this old traitor here.” 

“My lord ” said Jerome, eagerly. 

“Peace! imposter,” said Manfred; "I will not have 
him prompted.” 

“My lord,” said Theodore, “I want no assistance; 
my story is very brief I was carried at five years of 
age to Algiers with my mother, who had been taken by 
corsairs from the coast of Sicily. She died of grief 
in less than a twelvemonth.” The tears gushed from 
Jerome’s eyes, on whose countenance a thousand 
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anxious passions stood expressed ‘'Before she died,” 
continued Theodore, “she bound a writing about my 
arm under my garments, which told me I was the son 
of the Count Falconara ’’ 

“It is most true," said Jerome; “I am that wretched 
father.” 

“Again I enjoin thee silence,” said Manfred. "Pro- 
ceed.” 

“I remained in slavery," said Theodore, “until within 
these two years, when, attending on my master in his' 
cruises, I was delivered by a Christian vessel which 
overpowered the pirate, and discovering myself to the 
captain, he generously put me on shore in Sicily. But, 
alas 1 instead of finding a father, I learned that his es- 
tate. which was situated on the coast, had during his 
absence been laid waste by the rover who had carried 
my mother and me into captivity; that his castle had 
been burnt to the ground, and that my father, on his 
return, had sold what remained, and was retired into 
religion in the kingdom of Naples, but where, no man 
could inform me. Destitute and friendless, hopeless al- 
most of attaining the transport of a parent’s embrace, I 
took the first opportunity of setting sail for Naples, 
from whence, within these six days, I wandered into this 
proMtice, still supporting uiyself by the labour of my 
hands; nor until vester-morn did I believe that Heaven 
had reserved any lot for me but peace of mind and con- 
tented poverty This, my lord, is Theodore’s story. I 
am blessed beyond my hope in finding a father; I am 
unfortunate beyond my desert in having incurred your 
highness’s displeasure ” 

He ceased A murmur of approbation gently arose 
from the audience. 

"This is riot all,” said Frederic. "I am bound in 
.honour to add what he suppresses. Though he is 
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modest, I most be generous — he is one of the bravest 
youths on Christian ground. He is warm too, and from 
the short knowledge I have of him, I will pledge myself 
for his veracity, if what he reports of himself were not 
true, he would not utter it. — And for me, youth, I 
honour a frankness which becomes thy birth But now, 
and thou didst offend me; yet the noble blood which 
flows in thy veins may well be allowed to boil out, when 
it has so recently traced itself to its source. — Come, my 
lurd,” turning to Manfred, “if I can pardon him, surely 
you may it is not the youth’s fault if you took him for 
a spectre.” 

This bitter taunt galled the soul of Manfred. “If 
beings from another world,” replied he haughtily, "have 
power to impress my mind with awe, it is more than 
living man can do ; nor could a stripling’s arm ” 

"My lord,” interrupted Hippohta, "your guest has 
occasion for repose, shall we not leave him to his rest*” 
Saying this, and taking Manfred by the hand, she took 
leave of Frederic and led the company forth. The 
prince, not sorry to quit a conversation which recalled 
to mind the discovery he had made of Ins most secret 
sensations, suffered himself to be conducted to his own 
apartment, after permitting Theodore, though under en- 
gagement to return to the castle on the morrow (a con- 
dition the young man gladly accepted), to retire with 
his father to the convent Matilda and Isabella were 
too much occupied with their own reflections, and too 
little content with each other, to wish for farther con- 
verse that night They separated, each to her chamber, 
with more expressions of ceremony and fewer of affec- 
tion than had passed between them since their childhood. 

If they parted with small cordiality, they did but 
meet with greater impatience, as soon as the sun was 
risen. Their minds were in a situation that excluded 
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sleep, and each recollected a thousand questions which 
she wished she had put to the other over night. Ma- 
tilda reflected that Isabella had been twice delivered by 
Theodore in very critical situations, which she could 
not believe accidental. His eyes, it was true, had been 
fixed on her in Frederic’s chamber; but that might have 
been to disguise his passion for Isabella from the 
fathers of both. It were better to clear this up She 
wished to know the truth, lest she should wrong her 
friend by entertaining a passion for Isabella’s lover. 
Thus jealousy prompted, and at the same time bor- 
rowed, an excuse from friendship to justify its curiosity. 

Isabella, not less restless, had better foundation for 
her suspicions. Both Theodore’s tongue and eyes had 
told her his heart was engaged — it was true — yet per- 
haps Matilda might not correspond to his passion, she 
had ever appeared insensible to Jme all her thoughts 
were set on Heaven ‘‘Why did I dissuade her J ' said 
Isabella to herself, ‘‘I am punished for inj generosity. 
But when did they meet 1 wht re 1 It lannot be I have 
deceived myself, perhaps last night was the first tune 
they cier beheld each other, it must be some other 
object that lias prepossessed his affections If it is, I 
am not so unhappy as I thought. If it is not my friend 
Matilda — how' can I stoop to wish for the affection 
of a man who ruelely and unnecessanlv acquainted me 
with his indifference — and that at the very moment in 
whieh common courtesy demanded at least expressions 
of civility'' I will go to my dear Matilda, who will 
confirm me in tins becoming pride. Man is false — I 
will advise with her on taking the veil she will rejoice 
to find me in this disposition, and I will acquaint her 
that I no longer oppose her inclination for the cloister.” 
In this frame of mind, and determined to open her heart 
entirely to Matilda, she went to that princess’s chamber. 
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whom she found already dressed, and leaning pensively 
cut her arm. This attitude, so correspondent to what 
she felt herself, revived Isabella’s suspicions, and de- 
stroyed the confidence she had purposed to place m her 
friend. They blushed at meeting, and were too much 
novices to disguise their sensations with address. After 
some unmeaning questions and replies, Matilda de- 
manded of Isabella the cause of her flight. The latter, 
who had almost forgotten Manfred’s passion, so entirely 
was she occupied by her own, concluding that Matilda 
referred to her last escape from the convent, which 
had occasioned the events of the preceding evening, 
replied, “Martelli brought word to the convent that your 
mother was dead ” 

“Oh said Matilda, interrupting her, “Bianca has 
explained that mistake to me on seeing me faint, she 
cried out, ‘The princess is dead’, and Martelli, who had 
come for the usual dole to the castle ” 

“And what made you faint said Isabella, indifferent 
to the rest. 

Matilda blushed, and stammered, “My father — he 
was sitting m judgment on a criminal.’’ 

“What criminal' 1 ” said Isabella, eagerly. 

“A young man,” said Matilda — "I believe — I think 
it was that young man that ” 

“What, Theodore'*” said Isabella. 

“Yes,” answered she, “I never saw him before; I 
do not know how he had offended my father — but as he 
has been of service to you, I am glad my lord has par- 
doned him.” 

“Served me 1 ” replied Isabella; “do you term it serv- 
ing me, to wound my father, and almost occasion his 
death? Though it is but since yesterday that I am 
blessed with knowing a parent, I hope Matilda does not 
think I arn such a stranger to filial tenderness as not to 



THE CASTLE OF OTRANTO 


91 

resent the boldness of that audacious youth, and that it 
is impossible for me ever to feel any affection for one 
-who dared to lift his arm against the author of my be- 
ing. No, Matilda, my heart abhors him, and if you still 
retain the friendship for me that you have vowed from 
your infancy, you will detest the man who has been -on 
the point of making me miserable for ever.” '• 

Matilda held down her head, and replied, “I hope my 
dearest Isabella does not doubt her Matilda's friend- 
ship. I never beheld that youth until yesterday; he is 
almost a stranger to me; but as the surgeons have pro- 
nounced your father out of danger, you ought not to 
harbour uncharitable resentment against one who, I am 
persuaded, did not know the marquis was related to 
you.” 

"You plead his cause very pathetically,” said Isabella, 
“considering he is so much a stranger to you 1 I am 
mistaken, or he returns your charity.” 

“What mean you' 1 ” said Matilda 

“Nothing,” said Isabella, repenting that she had given 
Matilda a hint of Theodore’s inclination for her. Then, 
changing the discourse, she asked Matilda what occa- 
sioned Manfred to take Theodore for a spectre? 

“Bless me,” said Matilda, “did you not observe his 
extreme resemblance to the portrait of Alfonso in ‘the 
gallery 5 I took notice of it to Bianca even before I 
saw him in armour, but with the helmet on he is the 
very image of that picture ” 1 

"I do not much observe pictures, ” said Isabella: 
“much less have I examined this young man so atten- 
tively as you seem to have done Ah, Matilda, your 
heart is in danger; but let me warn you as a friend — he 
has owned to me that he is in love It cannot be With 
you, for yesterday was the first time you ever met — was 
it not 
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“Cert* inly,” replied Matilda; “but why does my 
dearest Isabella conclude from anything I have said 
that" — she paused — then continuing: "he saw you first, 
and I am far from having the vanity to think that my 
little portion of charms could engage a heart devoted to 
you— may you be happy, Isabella, whatever is the fate 
of Matilda!" 

"My lovely friend," said Isabella, whose heart was 
too honest to resist a kind expression, "it is you that 
Theodore admires. I saw it; I am persuaded of it, nor 
shall a thought of my own happiness suffer me to inter- 
fere with yours.” This frankness drew tears from the 
gentle Matilda, and jealousy, that for a moment had 
raised a coolness between these amiable maidens, soon 
gave way to the natural sincerity and candour of their 
souls. Each confessed to the other the impression that 
Theodore had made on her; and this confidence was 
followed by a struggle of generosity, each insisting on 
yielding her claim to her friend. At length the dignity 
of Isabella's virtue reminding her of the preference 
which Theodore had almost declared for her rival, 
made her determine to conquer her passion and cede 
the beloved object to her friend 

During this contest of amity, Hippolita entered her 
daughter’s chamber. 

"Madam,” said she to Isabella, “you have so much 
tenderness for Matilda, and interest yourself so kindly 
in whatever affects our wretched house, that I can have 
ao secrets with my child which are not proper for yon to 
bear." The princesses were all attention and anxiety. 

“Know then, madam," continued Hippolita, "and you, 
my dearest Matilda, that being convinced by all the 
ovents of these two last ominous days that Heaven pur- 
poses the sceptre of Otranto should pass from Man- 
fred's hands into those of the Marquis Frederic; I have 
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been perhaps inspired with the thonght of averting onr 
total destruction by the union of our rival houses. With 
this view I have been proposing to Manfred, my lord, 
to tender this dear, dear child to Frederic your father.” 

"Me to lord Frederic'” cried Matilda. “Good heav- 
ens 1 my gracious mother, and have you named it to my 
father*” 

"I have,” said Hippolita: "he listened benignly to 
my proposal, and is gone to break it to the marquis " 
“Ah ' wretched princess,” cried Isabella, “what hast 
thou done* what ruin has thy inadvertent goodness been 
preparing for thyself, for me, and for Matilda!” 

“Ruin for me, to you, and to my child'” said Hip- 
polita; “what can this mean*” 

“Alas said Isabella, “the purity of your own heart 
prevents your seeing the depravity of others. Manfred, 

your lord, that impious man ” 

"Hold said Hippolita, “you must not, in my pres- 
ence, young lady, mention Manfred with disrespect; he 

is my lord and husband, and ” 

“Will not long be so,” said Isabella, “if his wicked 
purposes can be carried into execution.” 

“This language amazes me,” said Hippolita. "Your 
feeling, Isabella, is warm, but until this hour I never 
knew it betray you into intemperance. What deed of 
Manfred authorises you to treat him as a murderer, an 
assassin*” 

"Thou virtuous, and too credulous princess replied 
Isabella; "it is not thy life he aims at — it is to separate 

himself from thee! to divorce thee' to ” 

“To divorce me'” "To divorce my mother!” cried 
Hippolita and Matilda at once. 

"Yes,” said Isabella, “and, to complete his crime, be 
meditates — I cannot speak it'” 
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“What can surpass what thou hast already uttered?” 
aaid Matilda. 

Hippolita was silent Grief choked her speech; and 
the recollection of Manfred's late ambiguous discourses 
confirmed what she heard 

“Excellent, dear lady ' — madam 1 mother 1 ’ cried Isa- 
bella, flinging herself at Hippolita’s feet in a transport 
of passion; “trust me, belieie me, I will die a thousand 
deaths sooner than consent to injure you, than yield to 
so odious ” 

“Oh, this is too much •” cried Hippolita “What 
crimes does one crime suggest' Rise, dear Isabella, I 
do not doubt your virtue. Oh, Matilda, this stroke is 
too heavy for thee ' Weep not, my child , and not a mur- 
mur, I charge thee. Remember, he is thy father still 

“But you are my mother, too,” said Matilda, fer- 
vently, “and you are virtuous, you are guiltless' Oh, 
must not I, must not I complain ? ” 

“You must not,” said Hippolita, “come, all will be 
well Manfred, in the agony for the loss of thy brother, 
knew not what he said, perhaps Isabella misunderstood 
him. His heart is good — and, my child, thou knowest 
not all. There is a destiny hangs oier us, the hand of 
Providence is stretched out Oh, could I but save thee 
from the wreck. — Yes,” continued she, in a firmer tone, 
“perhaps the sacrifice of myself may atone for all, I 
will go and offer myself to this divorce — it boots not 
what becomes of me. I will withdraw into the neigh- 
bouring monastery and waste the remainder of life in 
prayers and tears for my child and — the prince ” 

“Thou art much too good for this world,” said Isa- 
bella, “as Manfred is execrable — but think not, lady, 
that thy weakness shall determine for me. I swear, 
hear me all ye angels ” 

“Stop, I adjure thee,” cried Hippolita, “remembet 



THE CASTLE OF OTRANTO 


9 * 

thou dost not depend on thyself , thou hast a 
father ” 

"My father is too pious, too noble,” interrupted Isa- 
bella, "to command an impious deed. But should he 
command it, can a father enjoin a cursed act’ 1 I wa- 
contracted to the son, can I wed the father ? — No 
madam, no , force should not drag me to Manfred’s 
hated bed I loathe him, 1 abhor him. Divine and 
human laws forbid, and. my friend, my dearest Matilda, 
would I wound her tender soul by injuring her adored 
mother' 1 my own mother — I never have known another ” 
"Oh, she is the mother of both,” ened Matilda; “can 
we. can we. Isabella, adore her too much 5 ” 

"My lovely children,” said the toDehed Hippohta, 
“jour tenderness overpowers me, but I must not give 
waj to it It is not ours to make election for ourselves; 
Heaven. our fathers, and our husbands, must decide for 
us Have patience until you hear what Manfred and 
Frederic have determined If the marquis accepts Ma- 
tilda’s hand, I know she will readily obey. Heaven may 
interpose and prevent the rest What means my 
child’ 1 ” continued she, seeing Matilda fall at her feet 
with a flood of speechless tears — “But no; answer me 
not. mv daughter , I must npt hear a word against the 
pleasure of thv father.” 

"Oh, doubt not my obedience, my dreadful obedience 
to him and to you'" said Matilda ’ But can I, most 
respected of women, can I tvperiemt all this tender- 
ness, this world of goodness, and conceal a thought 
from the best of mothers'” 

"What art thou going to utter 5 ” said Isabella, trem- 
bling "Recollect thyself, Matilda " 

"No, Isabella,” said the princess, "I should not de- 
serve tins incomparable parent, if the inmost recesses 
of my soul harboured a thought without her permission 
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— nay, I have offended her; I have suffered a passion to 
enter mv heart without her avowal; but here I disclaim 

it; litre I vow to Heaven and her ” 

”Mv child' my child'" said Hippohta, "what words 
are these 1 what new calamities has fate in store for us 1 
Thou, a passion 1 Thou, in this hour of destruction 
‘Oh, I see all my guilt,” said Matilda. “1 abhor 
myself, if I cost my mother a pang; she is the dearest 
thing I have on earth. Oh, I will never, never behold 
him more 

"Isabella,” said Hippohta, "thou art conscious to this 
unhappy secret, whatever it is Speak 

“Wli.it cried Matilda, 'have I so forfeited my 
mother’s lo\e, that she will not permit me even to speak 
my own guilt 1 Oh, wretched, wrt tolled Matilda' ’ 

“Thou art too cruel,” said Isabella to Hippohta, 
“canst thou behold this anguish of a virtuous mind, and 
not commiserate it 1 ” 

"Not pity my child!” said Hippohta, catching Ma- 
tilda in her arms. "Oh, I know she is good, she is all 
virtue, all tenderness and duty. I do forgive thee, my 
excellent, my only hope !” 

The princesses then revealed to Hippohta their mu- 
tual inclination for Theodoie, and the purpose of Isa- 
bella to resign him to Matilda. Hippohta blamed their 
imprudence, and showed them the improbability that 
either father would consent to bestow his heiress on so 
poor a man, though nobly born Some comfort it gave 
her to find tbeir passion of so recent a date, and that 
Theodore had bad but little cause to suspect it in either. 
She strictly enjoined them to avoid all correspondence 
with him. This Matilda fervently promised, but Isa- 
bella, who flattered herself that she meant no more than 
to promote his union with her friend, could not deter- 
mine to avoid him, and made no reply. 
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“I will go to the convent,” said Hippolita, ‘‘and order 
new masses to be said for a deliverance from these 
calamities.” 

"Oh, my mother,” said Matilda, “you mean to quit 
us. you mean to take sanctuary, and to gi\e my father 
an opportunity of pursuing his fatal intentions Alas! 
on my knees I supplicate you to forbear Will you 
leave me a prey to Frederic? I will follow you to the 
convent 

‘Be at peace, my child,” said Hippolita; ‘I will re- 
turn instantly I will never abandon thee until I know 
it is the will of Heaven, and for thv- benefit.” 

“Do not deceive me,” said Matilda. "I will not 
imirrv l'rederit until thou commandest it. Alas 1 what 
will become of me ? ” 

“Whv that exclamation > ” said Hippolita. “I have 
promtst d thee to return” 

“Ah, my mother,” replied Matilda, “stay and save 
me from mi self A frown from thee can do more than 
all lm father’s severity. I have given away my heart, 
and von alone can make me recall it.” 

’ No more,” said Hippolita; “thou must not relapse, 
Matilda ” 

“I can quit Theodore,” said she. “but must I wed 
another * Let me attend thee to the altar, and shot 
nnself from the world for ever.” 

“Tin fate depends on thy father,” said Hippolita: ‘‘I 
have ill bestowed my tenderness if it has taught thee 
to revere aught beyond him. Adieu ! my child, I go to 
pray for thee.” 

Hippolita’s real purpose was to demand of Jerome 
whether m conscience she might not consent to the 
divorce. She had oft urged Manfred to resign the prin- 
cipality, which the delicacy of her conscience rendered 
an hourly burden to her. These scruples concurred to 
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make the separation from her husband appear less 
dreadful to her than it would have seemed in any other 
situation. 

Jerome, at quitting the castle overnight, had ques- 
tioned Theodore severely why he had accused him to 
Manfred of being privy to his escape. Theodore owned 
it had been with design to prevent Manfred’s suspicion 
from alighting on Matilda, and added, the holiness of 
Jerome’s life and character secured him from the ty- 
rant’s wrath. Jerome was heartily grieved to discover 
his son’s inclination for that princess, and leaving him 
to his rest, promised in the morning to acquaint him 
with important reasons for conquering his passion 
Theodore, like Isabella, was too recently acquainted 
with parental authority to submit to its decisions against 
the impulse of his heart He had little curiosity to 
learn the friar’s reasons, and less disposition to obey 
them. The lovely Matilda had made stronger impres- 
sions on him than filial affection. All night he pleased 
himself with visions of love, and it was not till late 
after the morning-office that he recollected the friar’s 
commands to attend him at Alfonso’s tomb. 

“Young man,’’ said Jerome, when he saw him, “this 
tardiness does not please me. Have a father’s com- 
mands already so little weight 

Theodore made awkward excuses, and attributed his 
delay to having overslept himself. 

“And on whom were thy dreams employed said the 
friar sternly His son blushed. “Come, come,” re- 
sumed the friar, “inconsiderate youth, this must not 
be, eradicate this guilty passion from thy breast.” 

“Guilty passion cried Theodore “can guilt dwell 
with innocent beauty and virtuous modesty 

“It is sinful,” replied the friar, “to cherish those 
whom Heaven has doomed to destruction A tyrant’s 
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race must be swept from the earth to the third and 
fourth generation.” 

‘‘Will Heaven visit the innocent for the crimes of 
the guilty said Theodore "The fair Matilda has vir- 
tues enough ” 

“To undo thee,” interrupted Jerome. “Hast thou so 
soon forgotten that twice the savage Manfred has pro- 
nounced thy sentence 5 ” 

"Nor have I forgotten, sir,” said Theodore, “that the 
charity of his daughter delivered me from his power. I 
can forget injuries, but never benefits.” 

“The injuries thou hast received from Manfred’s 
race,” said the friar, “are bejond what thou canst con- 
ceive. Reply not, but view this holy image' Jteneath 
this marble monument rest the ashes of the good Al- 
fonso, a prince adorned with every virtue, the father ‘of 
his people, the delight of mankind 1 Kneel, headstrong 
boy, and list while a father unfolds a tale of horror 
that will expel every sentiment from thy soul but sen- 
sations of sacred vengeance. Alfonso' much injured 
prince 1 let tlij unsatisfied shade sit awful on the trou- 
bled air while these trembling lips Ha ' who comes 

there 5 " 

"The most wretched of women,” said Hippolita, en- 
tering the choir. "Good father, art thou at leisure? 
But why this kneeling youth 5 What means the horror 
imprinted on each countenance? Why at this venerable 
tomb 5 — alas' hast thou seen aught 5 ” 

"We were pouring forth our orisons to Heaven,” re- 
plied the friar, with some confusion, "to put an end to 
the woes of this deplorable province. Join with us, 
lad}’ , thy spotless soul may obtain an exemption from 
the judgments which the portents of these days but too 
speakingly denounce against thy house.” 

“I pray fervently to Heaven to divert them,” said the 
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pious princess. “Thou knowest it has been the occu- 
pation of my life to wrest a blessing for my lord and my 
harmless children One, alas' is taken from me; -would 
Heaven but hear me for my poor Matilda! Father, in- 
tercede for her,” 

“Every heart will bless her !" cried Theodore with 
rapture. 

“Be dumb, rash youth," said Jerome. “And thou, 
fond princess, contend not with the powers above The 
Lord giveth, and the Lord taketh away ; bless his holy 
name, and submit to his decrees." 

“I do most devoutly," said Hippolita; "but will he 
not spare my only comfort 5 Must Matilda perish too 5 
— Ah, father, I came — but dismiss tliy son. No ear but 
thine must hear what I have to utter.” 

“May Heaven grant thy every wish, most excellent 
princess said Theodore, retiring. Jerome frowned. 

Hippolita then acquainted the friar with a proposal 
she had suggested to Manfred, his approbation of it, 
and the tender of Matilda that he was gone to make to 
Frederic. Jerome could not conceal Ins dislike of the 
motion, which he covered under pretence of the improb- 
ability that Frederic, the nearest of blood to Alfonso, 
and who was come to claim his succession, would yield 
to an alliance with the usurper of his right. But noth- 
ing could equal the perplexity of the friar, when Hip- 
polita confessed her readiness not to oppose the separa- 
tion, and demanded his opinion on the legality of her 
acquiescence. The friar catched eagerly at her request 
of his advice, and without explaining his aversion to tiie 
proposed marriage of Manfred and Isabella, he painted 
to Hippolita in the most alarming colours the sinfulness 
of her consent, denounced judgments against her if she 
complied, and enjoined her in the severest terms to 
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treat any such proposition with every mark of indigna- 
tion and refusal. 

Manfred in the mean time had broken his purpose to 
Frederic, and proposed the double marriage. That 
weak prince, who had been struck with the charms of 
Matilda, listened but too eagerly to the offer. He for- 
got his enmity to Manfred, whom he saw but little hope 
of dispossessing by force ; and flattering himself that 
no issue might succeed from the union of his daughter 
with the tyrant, he looked upon his own succession to 
the principality as facilitated by wedding Matilda. He 
made faint opposition to the proposal, affecting, for 
form only, not to acquiesce unless Hippolita should con- 
sent to the divorce. Manfred took that upon himself. 
Transported with his success, and impatient to see him- 
self in a situation to expect sons, he hastened to his 
wife’s apartment, determined to extort her compliance. 
He learned with indignation that she was absent at the 
convent. His guilt suggested to him that she had prob- 
ably been informed by Isabella of his purpose. He 
doubted whether her retirement to the convent did not 
import an intention of remaining there until she could 
raise obstacles to their divorce, and the suspicions he 
had already entertained of Jerome made him apprehend 
that the friar would not only traverse his views, but 
might have inspired Hippolita with the resolution of 
taking sanctuary. Impatient to unravel this clue, and 
to defeat its success, Manfred hastened to the convent, 
and arrived there as the friar was earnestly exhorting 
the princess never to yield to the divorce. 

"Madam,” said Manfred, "what business drew you 
hither ? why did you not await my return from the 
marquis 

"I came to implore a blessing on your councils,” re- 
plied Hippolita. 
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“My councils do not need a friar’s intervention,” 
said Manfred, “and of all men living is that hoary 
traitor the only one whom you delight to confer with?" 

“Profane prince 1 ” said Jerome, “is it at the altar 
thou choosest to insult the servants of the altar ? — but, 
Manfred, thy impious schemes are known. Heaven 
and this virtuous lady know them. — nay, frown not, 
prince. The church despises thy menaces. Her thun- 
ders will be heard above thy wrath. Dare to proceed in 
thy cursed purpose of a divorce, until her sentence be 
known, and here I launch her anathema at thy head ” 

“Audacious rebel'” said Manfred, endeavouring to 
conceal the awe with which the friar's words inspired 
him, “dost thou presume to threaten thy lawful prince 

“Thou art no lawful prince,” said Jerome; “thou art 
no prince — go, discuss thy claim with Frederic, and 
when that is done ” 

“It is done." replied Manfred “Frederic accepts Ma- 
tilda’s hand, and is content to waive lus claim, unless I 
have no male issue.” — As he spoke those words, three 
drops of blood fell from the nose of Alfonso’s statue 
Manfred turned pale, and the princess sunk on her 
knees. 

“Behold 1 ” said the friar, “mark this miraculous indi- 
cation that the blood of Alfonso will never mix with 
that of Manfred 

“My gracious lord ” said Hippolita, “let us submit 
ourselves to Heaven. Think not thy ever obedient wife 
rebels against thy authority. I have no will but that of 
my lord and the church. To that reverend tribunal let 
us appeal. It does not depend on us to burst the bonds 
that unite us. If the church shall approve the dissolu- 
tion of our marriage, be it so — I have but few years, 
and those of sorrow, to pass Where can they be worn 



THE CASTLE OF OTRANTO 103, 

away so well as at the foot of this altar, in prayers for 
tbine and Matilda’s safety 

“But thou shalt not remain here until then,” said 
Manfred. "Repair with me to the castle, and there I 
will advise on the proper measure for a divorce. But 
this meddling friar comes not thither, my hospitable 
roof shall never more harbour a traitor — and for thr 
reverence’s offspring,” continued he, "I banish him from 
my dominions. He, I ween, is no sacred personage, nor 
under the protection of the church. Whoever weds Isa- 
bella, it shall not be Father Falconara’s started-up 
son.” 

“They start up,” said the friar, "who are suddenly 
beheld in the seat of lawful princes, but thes wither 
away like the grass, and their place knows them no 
more.” 

Manfred, casting a look of scorn at the friar, led 
Hippolita forth, but at the door of the church whis- 
pered one of his attendants to remain concealed about 
the convent, and bring him instant notice if any one 
from the castle should repair thither. 


CHAPTER V 

Every reflection which Manfred made on the friar’s be- 
haviour conspired to persuade him that Jerome was 
pm-) to an amour between Isabella and Theodore. But 
Jerome’s new presumption, so dissonant from ins former 
meekness, suggested still deeper apprehensions. The 
prince even suspected that the friar depended on some 
secret support from Frederic, whose arrival coinciding 
with the novel appearance of Theodore, seemed to be- 
speak a correspondence. Still more was he troubled 
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with the resemblance of Theodore to Alfonso’s portrait. 
The latter he knew had unquestionably died without 
issue. Frederic had consented to bestow Isabella on 
him. These contradictions agitated his mind with num- 
berless pangs. He saw but two methods of extricating 
himself from his difficulties. The one was to resign his 
dominions to the marquis. — Pride, ambition, and bis 
reliance on ancient prophecies, which had pointed out 
a possibility of Ins preserving them to lus posterity, 
combated that thought. The other was to press 1ns 
marriage with Isabella After long ruminating on these 
anxious thoughts as he marched silenth with Hippolita 
to the castle, he at last discoursed with that princess on 
the subject of his disquiet, and used even insinuating 
and plausible argument to extract her consent to, even 
her promise of promoting, the divorce. Hippolita 
needed little persuasion to bend her to Ins pleasure 
She endeavoured to win him over to the measure of 
resigning his dominions, but finding her exhortations 
fruitless, she assured lum that, as far as her conscience 
would allow, she would raise no opposition to a separa- 
tion, though without better founded scruples than what 
he yet alleged, she would not engage to be active in 
demanding it. 

This compliance, though inadequate, was sufficient to 
raise Manfred’s hopes. He trusted that his power and 
wealth would easily advance his suit at the court of 
Rome, whither he resolved to engage Frederic to take 
a journey on purpose. That prince had discovered so 
much passion for Matilda that Manfred hoped to obtain 
all he wished by holding out or withdrawing his daugh- 
ter’s charms, according as the marquis should appear 
more or less disposed to co-operate in his views. Even 
the absence of Frederic would be a material point 
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gained, until he could take further measures for his 
security. 

Dismissing Hippolita to her apartment, he repaired 
to that of the marquis, hut crossing the great hall, 
through which he was to pass, he met Bianca. The 
damsel, he knew, was m the confidence of both the 
young ladies. It immediately occurred to him to sift 
her on the subject of Isabella and Theodore Calling 
her aside into the recess of the oriel window of the 
hall, and soothing her with many fair words and prom- 
ises, he demanded of her whether she knew aught of 
the state of Isabella’s affections. 

“I! my lord' no, my lord — yes, my lord — poor lady! 
she is wonderfully alarmed about her father’s wounds ! 
but I tell her he will do well ; don’t your highness 
think so v ’ 

“I do not ask you,” replied Manfred, “what she 
thinks about her father; but you are m her secrets. 
Come, be a good girl, and tell me, is there any young 
man — ha' — you understand me.” 

“Lord bless me ! understand your highness, no, not I : 
I told her a few vulnerary herbs and repose ” 

“I am not talking,” replied the prince, impatiently, 
“about her father; I know he will do well.” 

“Bless me, I rejoice to hear your highness say so, 
for though I thought it not right to let my young lady 
despond, methought his greatness had a wan look, and 
a something — I remember when young Ferdinand was 
wounded by the Venetian t ” 

"Thou answerest from the point,” interrupted Man- 
fred, "but here, take this jewel, perhaps that may fix 
thy attention; nay, no reverences: my favour shall not 
stop here — come, tell me truly, how stands Isabella’s 
heart.” 

"Well, your highness has such a way'” said Bianca, 
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“to be rare; but can your highness keep a secret? If it 

should ever come out of your lips ” 

“It shall not; it shall not,” cried Manfred. 

“Nay, but swear, your highness. By my halidame, if 
it should ever be known that I said it — why, truth is 
truth, I do not think my Lady Isabella ever much affec- 
tioned my young lord, your son — yet he was a sweet 
youth, as one should see. I am sure, if I had been a 
princess — but bless me 1 I must attend my Lady Ma- 
tilda; she will marvel what is become of me ” 

“Stay 1 ” cried Manfred, "thou hast not satisfied my 
question. Hast thou ever carried any message, any 
letter 

“I 1 good gracious 1,1 cried Bianca, “I carry a letter ? 
I would not to be a queen I hope your highness thinks, 
though I am poor, I am honest Did your highness 
never hear what Count Marsigli offered me when he 
came a wooing to my Lad} Matilda 

“I have not leisure,” said Manfred, “to listen to thy 
tales. I do not question th\ honesty, but it is thy duty 
to conceal nothing from me. How long has Isabella 
been acquainted with Theodore '” 

“Nay, there is nothing can escape your highness,” 
said Bianca “not that I know any thing of the matter. 
Theodore, to be sure, is a proper young man, and, as 
my Lady Matilda says, the very image of good Alfonso. 
Has not your highness remarked it’’” 

“Yes, yes, — no, — thou torturest me,” said Manfred; 
“where did they meet' 1 when'” 

“Who ? my Lady Matilda'” said Bianca 
“No, no, not Matilda, Isabella When did Isabella 
first become acquainted with this Theodore 

“Virgin Mary 1 ” said Bianca, “how should I know ? ” 
“Thou dost know,” said Manfred, “and I must know; 
I will.” 
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“Lord 1 your highness is not jealous of young Theo- 
dore !’’ said Bianca. 

“Jealous 1 no, no whj should I be jealous? perhaps 
I mean to unite them, if I were sure Isabella would 
ha\e no repugnance.” 

“Repugnance 1 no. I'll warrant her,” said Bianca 
“he is as comely a youth as ever trod on Christian 
ground. We are all in love with him, there is not a 
soul in the castle but would be rejoiced to have him for 
our prince — I mean, when it shall please Heacen to call 
jour highness to itself.” 

“Indeed,” said Manfred, "has it gone so far? oh, 
this curst d friar* but I must not lose time — go, Bianca, 
attend Isabella, but I charge thee, not a word of what 
has passed. Find out how she is affected towards The- 
odore bring me good news, and that ring has a com- 
panion. Wait at the foot of the winding staircase, I 
am going to visit the marquis, and will talk farther with 
thee at my return ” 

Manfred, after some general tons ersation, desired 
Frtderie to dismiss the two knights his companions, 
hating to talk with him on urgent affairs As soon as 
they’ were alont, he began in artful guise to sound the 
marquis on the subject of Matilda, and finding him dis- 
posed to Ins wish, he let drop hints oil the difficulties 
that would attend the celebration of their marriage, 
unless — at that instant Bianca burst into the room with 
a w lldncss in her look aud gestures that spoke the 
utmost terror 

“Oh, my r lord, mi lord'” cried she, “we are all un- 
done 1 It is come again 1 it is come again 

“What is come again 2 " cried Manfred, amazed. 

“Oh, the bund' the giant' the hand 1 — support me' 
I am terrified out of my senses, ’ cried Bianca; “I 
will not sleep in the castle to-night. Where shall I go ? 
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My things may come after me to-morrow — Would I had 
been content to wed Francesco! — this comes of 
ambition.” 

“What has terrified thee thus, young woman said 
the marquis. “Thou art safe here , be not alarmed.” 

"Oh, your greatness is wonderfully good,” said Bi- 
anca, “but I dare not — no, pray let me go. I had 
rather leave everything behind me than stay another 
hour under this roof.” 

“Go to, thou hast lost thy senses,” said Manfred. 
“Interrupt us not, we were communing on important 
matters. My lord, this wench is subject to fits. Come 
with me, Bianca.” 

“Oh, the saints, no,” said Bianca; "for certain it 
comes to warn your highness -why should it appear to 
me else' 1 I say my prayers morning and evening Oh, 
if your highness had believed Diego 1 'Tis the same 
hand that he saw the foot to in the gallery chamber. 
Father Jerome has often told us the prophecy would be 
out one of these days. ’Bianca,’ said he, ‘mark my 
words ’ ” 

“Thou ravest *” said Manfred in a rage “Begone, 
and keep these fooleries to frighten thy companions.” 

“What, my lord cried Bianca, "do you think I have 
seen nothing' 1 Go to the foot of the great stairs your- 
self — as I live I saw it ” 

“Saw what ? Tell us, fair maid, what thou hast 
seen,” said Frederic 

“Can your highness listen,” said Manfred, “to the 
delirium of a silly wench, who has heard stories of ap- 
paritions until she believes them 

“This is more than fancy,” said the marquis, “her 
terror is too natural and too strongly impressed to be the 
work of imagination Tell us, fair maiden, what it is 
has moved thee thus ” 
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"'Yes, my lord, thank your greatness,” said Bianca. 
“I believe I look very pale ; I shall be better when I 
have recovered myself I was going to my Lady Isa- 
bella’s chamber by his highness’s order ” 

“We do not want the circumstances,” interrupted 
Manfred. "Since his highness will have it so, proceed; 
but be brief.” 

"Lord 1 your highness thwarts one so 1 ” replied Bi- 
anca. “I fear my hair — I am sure I never in my life — 
well, as I was telling your greatness, I was going, by 
his highness’s order, to my Lady Isabella’s chamber. 
She lies in the watchet-coloured chamber, on the right 
band, one pair of stairs So when I came to the great 
stairs, I was looking on his highness’s present 
here ” 

“Grant me patience f ” said Manfred, “will this wench 
never come to the point ' 1 What imports it to the mar- 
quis, that I gave thee a bauble for thy faithful attend- 
ance on my daughter, we want to know what thou 
.sawest.” 

“I was going to tell your highness,” said Bianca, “if 
you would permit me. So as I was rubbing the ring — 
I am sure I had not gone up three steps, but I heard 
the rattling of armour, for all the world such a clatter, 
as Diego says he heard when the giant turned him about 
in the gallery-chamber ” 

“What does she mean, my lord said the marquis' 
“is your castle haunted by giants and goblins' 1 ” 

“Lord 1 what, has not your greatness heard the storv 
of the giant in the gallery-chamber cried Bianca. “I 
marvel his highness has not told you — mayhap you do 
not know there is a prophecy ” 

“This trifling is intolerable,” interrupted Manfred. 
■“Let us dismiss this silly wench, my lord; we have more 
important affairs to discuss ” 
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“By your favour,” said Frederic, "these are no trifles. 
The enormous sabre I was directed to in the wood, yon 
casque, its fellow — are these visions of this poor maid- 
en’s brain ? ” 

"So Jaquez thinks, may it please your greatness,” 
said Bianca. “He says this moon will not be out with- 
out our seeing some strange revolution For my part, 
I should not be surprised if it was to happen to-mor- 
row, for, as I was saying, when I heard the clattering 
of armour, I was all in a cold sweat. I looked up, and, 
if your greatness will believe me, I saw upon the upper- 
most banister of the great stairs a hand in armour, as 
big, as big — I thought I should have swooned — I never 
stopped until I came hither Would I were well out of 
this castle' My Lady Matilda told me but yester- 
morning that her highness Hippolita knows something.” 

"Thou art an insolent'” cried Manfred “Lord mar- 
quis, it much misgives me that this scene is concerted 
to affront me Are my own domestics suborned to 
spread tales injurious to mv honour ? Pursue your 
claim by manlj daring; or let us bury our feuds, as 
was proposed, by the intermarriage of our children. 
But trust me, it ill becomes a prince of your bearing 
to practise on mercenary wenches.” 

"I scorn your imputation,” said Frederic "until this 
hour I never set eyes on this damsel. I have given her 
no jewel ' My lord, my lord, your conscience, your 
guilt, accuses you, and would throw the suspicion on 
me; but keep your daughter, and think no more of Isa- 
bella. The judgments already fallen on your house 
forbid me matching into it.” 

Manfred, alarmed at the Tesolute tone in which Fred- 
eric delivered these words, endeavoured to pacify him. 
Dismissing Bianca, he made such submissions to the 
ynarquis, and threw in such artful encomiums on Ma- 
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tilda, that Frederic was once more staggered. How- 
ever, as his passion was of so recent a date, it could not 
at once surmount the scruples he had conceived. He 
had gathered enough from Bianca’s discourse to per- 
suade him that Heaven declared itself against Manfred. 
The proposed marriages, too, removed his claim to a 
distance; and the principality of Otranto was a stronger 
temptation than the contingent reversion of it with Ma- 
tilda Still he would not absolutely recede from his 
engagements, but purposing to gain time, he demanded 
of Manfred if it was true in fact that Hippohta con- 
sented to the divorce The prince transported to find 
no other obstacle, and deptndmg on his influence over 
his wife, assured the marquis it was so, and that he 
might satisfy himself of the truth from her own mouth 
As they were thus discoursing, word was brought 
that the banquet was prepared Manfred conducted 
Frederic to the great hall, where they were received by 
Hippohta and the vouug princesses Manfred placed 
the marquis next to Matilda, and seutul himself be- 
tween his wife and Isabella. Hippohta comported her- 
self with an easy gravitv: but the young ladies were 
silent and melancholy. Manfred, who was determined 
to pursue his point with the marquis in the remainder 
of the evening, pushed on the feast until it waxed late, 
affecting unrestrained gaiety and piling Frederic with 
repeated goblets of wine The latter, more upon his 
gu ird than Manfred w shul, du lined li is frequent chal- 
lenges on pretence of ins late loss of blood, while the 
prim**, to raise lus own disorderid spirits and to coun- 
terfeit unconcern, indulged himself in plentiful 
draughts, though not to tin intoxication of Ins senses 
The evening being far advanced, the banquet con- 
cluded. Manfred would have withdrawn with Fredenr, 
but the latter pleading weakness and want of repose. 
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retired to his chamber, gallantly telling the prince that 
his daughter should amuse his highness until himself 
could attend him. Manfred accepted the party, and, to 
the no small grief of Isabella, accompanied her to her 
apartment. Matilda waited on her mother, to enjoy 
the freshness of the evening on the ramparts of the 
castle. 

Soon as the company were dispersed their several 
ways, Frederic, quitting his chamber, enquired if Hip- 
polita was alone, and was told by one of her attendants, 
who had not noticed her going forth, that at that hour 
she generally withdrew to her oratory, where he prob- 
ably would find her. The marquis, during the repast, 
had beheld Matilda with increase of passion. He now 
wished to find Hippolita m the disposition her lord had 
promised. The portents that had alarmed him were 
forgotten in his desires. Stealing softlj and unobserved 
to the apartment of Hippolita, he entered it with a 
resolution to encourage her acquiescence to the divorce, 
having perceived that Manfred was resolved to make 
the possession of Isabella an unalterable condition be- 
fore he would grant Matilda to his wishes 

The marquis was not surprised at the silence that 
reigned in the princess’s apartment Concluding her, 
as he had been advertised, in her oratory, he passed on. 
The door was ajar, the eienmg gloomy and overcast. 
Pushing open the door gently, he saw a person kneeling 
before the altar. As he approached nearer, it seemed 
not a woman, but one in a long woollen weed, whose 
back was towards him. The person seemed absorbed 
in prayer. The marquis was about to return, when the 
figure, rising, stood some moments fixed m meditation, 
without regarding him. The marquis, expecting the 
holy person to come forth, and meaning to excuse hia 
uncivil interruption, said, — 
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"Reverend father, I sought the Lady Hippolita.” 

“Hippolita replied a hollow voice; “earnest thou to 
this castle to seek Hippolita And then the figure, 
turning slowly round, discovered to Frederic the flesh- 
less jaws and empty sockets of a skeleton, wrapt in a 
hermit’s cowl. 

“Angels of peace protect me 1 ” cried Frederic, re- 
coiling 

“Deserve their protection,” said the spectre. 

Frederic, fulling on his knees, adjured the phantom 
to take pity on him. 

“Dost thou not remember me' 1 ” said the apparition. 
“Remember the wood of Joppa 

“Art thou that holy hermit' 1 ” cried Frederic, trem- 
bling; “can I do ought for thy eternal peace 

“Wast thou delivered from bondage,” said the spec- 
tre, “to pursue carnal delights ? Hast thou forgotten 
the buried sabre, and the behest of Heaven engraven 
on it 9 ” 

“I have not, I have not,” said Frederic; "but say, 
blest spirit, what is thy errand to me’ What remains 
to be done 

“To forget Matilda,” said the apparition, and 
vanished. 

Frederic’s blood froze in his veins. For some min- 
utes he remained motionless. Then falling prostrate on 
his face before the altar, he besought the intercession 
of every saint for pardon. A flood of tears succeeded 
to this transport, and the image of the beauteous Ma- 
tilda rushing, in spite of him, on his thoughts, he lay 
on the ground in a conflict of penitence and passion. 
Ere he could recover from this agony of his spirits, the 
Princess Hippolita, with a taper in her hand, entered 
the oratory alone. Seeing a man without motion on the 
door, she gave a shriek, concluding him dead. Her 
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fright brought Frederic to himself. Rising suddenly, 
bis face bedewed with tears, he would have rushed from 
her presence; but Hippolita stopping him, conjured 
him in the most plaintive accents to explain the cause 
of his disorder, and by what strange chance she had 
found him there in that posture. 

“Ah, virtuous princess said the marquis, penetrated 
with grief, and stopped 

“For the love of Heaven, my lord,” said Hippolita, 
“disclose the cause of this transport 1 What mean these 
doleful sounds, this alarming exclamation on mv name* 
What woes has Heaven still in store for the wretched 
Hippolita ? — Yet silent 1 By every pitying angel, I ad- 
jure thee, noble prince,” continued she, falling at his 
feet, “to disclose the purport of what lies at thy heart 
I see thou feelest for me, thou feelest the sharp pangs 
that thou inflictest. Speak, for pity ' Does aught thou 
knowest concern my child 

“I cannot speak.” cried Frederic, bursting from her. 
"Oh, Matilda’” 

Quitting the princess thus abruptly, he hastened to 
his own apartment At the door of it he was accosted 
by Manfred, who, flushed by wine and love, had come 
to seek him, and to propose to waste some hours of the 
night in music and revelling Frederic, offended at an 
invitation so dissonuut fiom the mood of his soul, 
pushed him rudely aside, and, entering his chamber, 
flung the door intemperately against Manfred, and 
bolted it inw'ards The haughty prime, enraged at this 
unaccountable behaviour, withdrew in a frame of mind 
capable of the most fatal excesses As he crossed the 
court, he was met bv the domestic whom he planted at 
the convent as a spy on Jerome and Theodore This 
man, almost breathless with the haste he had made, 
informed his lord that Theodore and some lady from 
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the castle were at that instant in private conference at 
the tomb of Alfonso in St. Nicholas’s church. He had 
dogged Theodore thither, but the gloominess of the 
night had prevented his discovering who the woman 
was 

Manfred, whose spirits were inflamed, and whom 
Isabella had drrven from her on his urging his passion 
with too little reserve, did not doubt hut the inquietude 
she had expressed had been occasioned by her impa- 
tience to meet Theodore. Provoked by this conjecture, 
and enraged at her father, he hastened secretly to the 
great church. Gliding softly between the aisles, and 
guided by an imperfect gleam of moonshine that shone 
faintly through the illuminated windows, he stole to- 
wards the tomb of Alfonso, to which he was directed by 
indistinct whispers of the persons he sought. The first 
sounds lie could distinguish were, — 

Dots it, alas' depend on me 1 Manfred will never 
permit our union 

"No, this shall prevent it'' cried the tyrant, drawing 
his dagger, and plunging it over her shoulder into the 
bosom of the person that spoke 

'Ah me, 1 am slain'' cried Matilda, sinking; “good 
Heaven receive inv soul'” 

"Savage, inhuman monster, what hast thou done 5 ” 
cried Theodore, rushing on him and wrenching his 
dagger from him. 

‘Stop, stop tin impious hand'” cried Matilda; “it is 
my father 

Manfred, waking as from a trance, heat his breast, 
twisted his hands m his locks, and endeavoured to re- 
cover his dagger from Theodore to despatch himself. 
Theodore, scarce less distracted, and onlv mastering 
the transports of his grief to assist Matilda, had now 
by his cries drawn some of the monks to his aid While 
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part of them endeavoured, in concert with the afflicted 
Theodore, to stop the blood of the dying princess, the 
rest prevented Manfred from laying violent hands on 
himself. 

Matilda, resigning herself patiently to her fate, ac- 
knowledged with looks of grateful love the zeal of The- 
odore. Yet oft, as her faintness would permit her 
speech its way, she begged the assistants to comfort 
her father. 

Jerome by this time had learnt the fatal news, and 
reached the church His looks seemed to reproach The- 
odore, but turning to Manfred, he said, “Now, tyrant, 
behold the completion of woe fulfilled on thv impious 
and devoted head ’ The blood of Alfonso cried to 
Heaven for vengeance , and Heaven has permitted its 
altar to be polluted by assassination that thou mightest 
shed thy own blood at the foot of that prince’s 
sepulchre !” 

“Cruel man," cried Matilda, “to aggravate the woes 
of a parent 1 may Heaven bless my father, and forgive 
him as I do 1 My lord, my gracious sire, dost thou for- 
give thy child ? Indeed I came not hither to meet The- 
odore. I found him praying at this tomb, whither my 
mother sent me to intercede for thee, for her — Nearest 
father, bless your child, and say you forgive her ” 

“Forgive thee, murderous monster,” cried Manfred; 
“can assassins forgive * I took thee for Isabella, but 
Heaven directed my bloody hand to the heart of my 
child — Oh, Matilda, I cannot utter it canst thou for- 
give the blindness of my r<ige ? ” 

“I can; I do, and may Heaven confirm it,” said Ma- 
tilda, “but while I have life to ask it — oh, my motheT, 
what will she feel ' Will you comfort her, my lord, will 
you not put her away ; Indeed she loves you — ob, I 
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am faint; bear me to the castle — can I live to have her 
close my eyes ? ” 

Theodore and the monks besought her earnestly to 
suffer herself to be borne into the convent, but her in- 
stances were so pressing to be carried to the castle 
that, placing her on a litter, they com eyed her thither 
as she requested Theodore supporting her head with 
his arm, and hanging over her in an agony of despair- 
ing love, still endeaioured to inspire her with hopes of 
life. Jerome on the other side comforted her with dis- 
courses of Heaven, and holding a crucifix before her, 
which she bathed with innocent tears, prepared her for 
her passage to immortality. Manfred, plunged m the 
deepest affliction, followed the litter in despair. 

Ere thej reached the castle, Hippolita, informed of 
the dreadful catastrophe, had flown to meet her mur- 
dered child, but when she saw the afflicted procession, 
the mightiness of her grief deprived her of her senses, 
and she fell lifeless to the earth in a swoon. Isabella 
and Frederic, who attended her, w T ere overwhelmed m 
almost equal sorrow Matilda alone seemed insensible 
to her own situation, every thought was lost in tender- 
ness for her mother Ordering the litter to stop, as soon 
as Hippolita was brought to herself, she asked for her 
father He approached, unable to speak. Matilda, 
seizing his hand and her mother's, locked them in her 
own, and then clasped them to her heart Manfred 
could not support this act of pathetic piety. He dashed 
himself on the ground, and cursed the daj he was 
born Isabella, apprehensive that these struggles of 
passion were more than Matilda could support, took 
upon herself to order Manfred to be borne to his apart- 
ment, while she caused Matilda to be conveyed to the 
nearest chamber. Hippolita, scarce more alive than her 
daughter, was regardless of everything but her; but 
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when the tender Isabella’s care would have likewise 
removed her, while the surgeons examined Matilda’s 
wound, she cried, — 

“Remove me 1 never 1 nev er 1 I lived but m her, and 
will expire with her.” Matilda raised her eyes at her 
mother’s voice, but closed them again without speaking. 
Her sinking pulse and the damp coldness of her hand 
soon dispelled all hopes of recovery. Theodore fol- 
lowed the surgeons into the outer chamber, and heard 
them pronounce the fatal sentence with a transport 
equal to frenzy. 

“Since she cannot live mine,” cried he, "at least she 
shall be mine in death 1 Father' Jerome' will you not 
join our hands' 1 ” cried he to the friar, who with the 
marquis had accompanied the surgeons 

“What means thy distracted rashness *” said Jerome; 
“is this an hour for marriage 

“It is, it is,” cried Theodore, “alas' there is no 
other !” 

“Young man, thou art too unadvised,” said Frederic: 
“dost thou think we are to listen to thy fond transports 
in this hour of fate' 1 What pretensions hast thou to the 
princess J ” 

“Those of a prince,” said Theodore, “of the sovereign 
of Otranto This reverend man, my father, has in- 
formed me who I am.” 

“Thou ravest,” said the marquis “there is no prince 
of Otranto but myself, now Manfred, by murder, by 
sacrilegious murder, has forfeited all pretensions.” 

“My lord,” said Jerome, assuming an air of com- 
mand, “he tells you true. It was not my purpose the 
secret should have been divulged so soon, but fate 
presses onward to its work. What his hot-headed pas- 
sion has revealed, my tongue confirms Know, prince, 
that when Alfonso set sail for the Holy Land ” 
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“Is this a season for explanations' 1 '’ cried Theodore. 
‘‘Father, come and unite me to the princess, she shall 
be mine — in every other thing I will dutifully obey 
you. My life’ my adored Matilda 1 ” continued Theo- 
dore, rushing back into the inner chamber, “will you 

not be mine ? Will you not bless your ” Isabella 

made signs to him to be silent, apprehending the prin- 
cess was near her end. “What, is she dead?” cried 
Theodore, “is it possible The violence of his ex- 
clamations brought Matilda to herself. Lifting up her 
eyes, she looked around for her mother 

“Life of my soul 1 I am here.” cried Hippolita; 
“think not I will quit thee 

“Oh, vou are too good,” said Matilda, “but weep not 
for me, m_v mother 1 I am going where sorrow never 
dwells, — Isabella, thou hast loied me, wo’t thou not 
supply my fondness to this dear, dear woman? — In- 
deed I am faint 

“Oh. my child, my child ’’ said Hippolita, in a flood 
of tears, “can I not withhold thee a moment 

“It will not be,” said Matilda ‘ commend me to 
Heaven — where is m\ father 2 Forgive him, dearest 
mother — forgive him my death, it was an error Oh, I 
had forgotten, dearest mother, I vowed never to see 
Theodore more — perhaps that has drawn down this ca- 
lamity, but it was not intentional — can you pardon me?” 

"Oh, wound not iuv agonising soul,” said Hippolita; 
“thou never couldst offend me. Alas' she faints' help' 
help 

I would say something more,” said Matilda, strug- 
gling, "but it wonnot be — Isabella — Theodore — for my 
sake — oh '” She expired Isabella and her women tore 
Hippolita from the corse, but Theodore threatened 
destruction to all who attempted to remove him from 
it He printed a thousand kisses on her clay-cold 
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hands, and uttered every expression that despairing love 
could dictate. 

Isabella in the mean time was accompanying the af- 
flicted Hippolita to her apartment, but m the middle of 
the court they were met by Manfred, who, distracted 
with his own thoughts, and anxious once more to behold 
his daughter, was advancing towards the chamber where 
she lay As the moon was now at its height, he read 
in the countenances of this unhappy company the event 
he dreaded 

"What 1 is she dead cried he tn wild confusion. A 
clap of thunder at that instant shook the castle to its 
foundations, the earth rocked, and the clank of more 
than mortal armour was heard behind. Frederic and 
Jerome thought the last day was at hand The latter, 
forcing Theodore along with them, rushed into the 
court. The moment Theodore appeared, the walls of 
the castle behind Manfred were thrown down with & 
mighty force, and the form of Alfonso, dilated to an 
immense magnitude, appeared in the centre of the ruins, 

“Behold in Theodore the true heir of Alfonso 1 ’’ said 
the vision, and having pronounced those words, accom- 
panied by a clap of thunder, it ascended solemnly to- 
wards Heaven, where, the clouds parting asunder, the 
form of St. Nicholas was seen, and receiving Alfonso’s 
shade, they were soon wrapt from mortal eyes in a 
blaze of glory. 

The beholders fell prostrate on their faces, acknowl- 
edging rfie divine will The first that broke silence was 
Hippolita. 

“My lord,” said she to the desponding Manfred, "be- 
hold the vanity of human greatness 1 Conrad is gone ! 
Matilda is no more' In Theodore we view the true 
prince of Otranto. By what miracle he is so, I know 
not — suffice it to us, our doom is pronounced 1 Shall we 
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not — can we but — dedicate the few deplorable hours we 
have to live m deprecating the farther wrath of Heaven ' 
Heaven ejects us , whither can we fly but to yon holy 
cells that yet offer us a retreat?” 

“Thou guiltless but unhappy woman ' unhappy by my 
crimes!” replied Manfred, “my heart at last is open to 
thy devout admonitions. Oh, could — but it cannot be — 
ye are lost m wonder, — let me at last do justice on 
myself 1 To heap shame on my own head is all the sat- 
isfaction I have left to offer to offended Heaven. My 
story has drawn down these judgments; let my con- 
fession atone — but ah ' what can atone for usurpation 
and a murdered child; a child murdered in a conse- 
crated place' 1 List, sirs, and may this bloody record 
be a warning to future tyrants 1 

"Alfonso, ye all know, died in the Holy Land — ye 
would interrupt me — ye would say he came not fairly 
to his end — it is most true — why else this bitter cup 
which Manfred must drink to the dregs? Ricardo, my 
grandfather, was Ins chamberlain — I would draw a veil 
over my ancestor's crimes, but it is m vain 1 Alfonso 
died by poison. A fictitious will declared Ricardo his 
heir. His crimes pursued him. Yet he lost no Conrad, 
no Matilda’ I pay the price of usurpation for all. A 
storm overtook him. Haunted by his guilt, he vowed to 
St. Nicholas to found a church and two convents, if he 
lived to reach Otranto. The sacrifice was accepted ; 
the saint appeared to him in a dream, and promised 
that Ricardo’s posterity should reign in Otranto until 
the rightful owner should be grown too large to inhabit 
the castle, and as long as issue male from Ricardo’s 
loins should remain to enjoy it. Alas' alas' nor male 
nor female, except myself, remains of all his wretched 
race ' — I have done — the woes of these three days speak 
the rest. How this young man can be Alfonso’s heir. 
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I know not — ye t I do not doubt it. His are these do- 
minions' I resign them — yet I knew not Alfonso had 
in heir — I question not the will of Heaven — poverty 
and prayer must fill up the woeful space until Manfred 
shall be summoned to Ricardo.” 

“What remains is my part to declare,” said Jerome. 
“When Alfonso set sail for the Holy Land, he was 
driven by a storm to the coast of Sicily. The other 
vessel, which bore Ricardo and his tram, as your lord- 
ship must have heard, was separated from him” 

“It is most true,” said Manfred, “and the title you 
give me is more than an outcast can claim — well 1 be it 
so — proceed.” 

Jerome blushed, and continued 

“For three months Lord Alfonso was wind-bound in 
Sicily. There he became enamoured of a fair virgin, 
named Victoria He was too pious to tempt her to 
forbidden pleasures. They were married. Yet deeming 
this amour incongruous with the holy vow of arms by 
which he was bound, he determined to conceal their 
nuptials until his return from the crusade, when he 
purposed to seek and acknowledge her for his lawful 
wife. He left her pregnant. During his absence she 
was delivered of a daughter, but scarce had she felt a 
mother’s pangs, ere she heard the fatal rumour of her 
lord’s death, and the succession of Ricardo What could 
a friendless, helpless woman do 5 Would her testimony 

avail 5 — yet, my lord, I have an authentic writing ” 

“It needs not,” said Manfred; “the horrors of these 
days, the vision we have but now seen, all corroborate 
thy evidence beyond a thousand parchments Matilda’s 

death and my expulsion ” 

“Be composed, my lord,” said Hippolita; "this holy 
man did not mean to recall your griefs.” 

Jerome proceeded 
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“I shall not dwell on what is needless. The daughter 
of which Victoria was delivered was, at her maturity, 
bestowed in marriage on me. Victoria died; and the 
secret remained locked in my breast. Theodore’s nar- 
rative has told the rest.” 

The friar ceased. The disconsolate company retired 
to the remaining part of the castle. In the morning, 
Manfred signed his abdication of the principality, with 
the approbation of Hippolita, and each took on them the 
habit of religion in the neighbouring convents Fred- 
eric offered his daughter to the new prince, which Hip- 
polita’s tenderness for Isabella concurred to promote. 
But Theodore’s grief was too fresh to admit the thought 
of another lme, and it was not until after frequent dis- 
courses with Isabella of his dear Matilda, that he was 
persuaded he could know no happiness but in the society 
of one with whom he could for e\er indulge the melan- 
choly that had taken possession of his soul. 


THE END 
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Vathek, ninth caliph of the race of the Abassides, was 
the son of Motassem, and the grandson of Haronn al 
Raschid From an early accession to the throne, and 
the talents he possessed to adorn it, his subjects were 
induced to expect that his reign would be long and 
happy. His figure was pleasing and majestic, but 
when he was angry, one of his eyes became so terrible 
that no person could bear to behold it; and the wretch 
upon whom it was fixed instantly fell backward, and 
sometimes expired For fear, however, of depopulating 
his dominions and making his palace desolate, he but 
rarely gave way to his anger 

Being much addicted to woman and the pleasures of 
the table, he sought by his affability to procure agree- 
able companions, and he succeeded the better as his 
generosity was unbounded and his indulgences unre- 
strained, for he did not think, with the Caliph Omar 
Ben Abdalaziz, that it was necessary to make a hell of 
this world to enjoy paradise in the next. 

He surpassed m magnificence all Ins predecessors. 
The palace of Alkoreun, which Ins father. Motassem, 
had erected on the hill of Tied Horses, and which com- 
manded the whole city of Samarali, was, in his idea, far 
too scanty he added, then fore, five wings, or rather 
other palaces, which lie destined for the particular grati- 
fication of each of the senses 

In the first of tin si were tables continually covered 
with the most exquisite dainties, which were supplied 
both bv night and by dav. according to their constant 
consumption, whilst the most delicious wines and the 
choicest cordials flowed forth from a hundred fountains 
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that were never exhausted. This palace was called The 
Eternal or V nsatiating Banquet. 

The second was styled The Temple of Melody , or 
The Nectar of the Soul. It was inhabited by the most 
skilful musicians and admired poets of the time, who 
not only displayed their talents within, but dispersing 
in bands without, caused every surrounding scene to 
reverberate their songs, which were continually varied 
in the most delightful succession. 

The palace named The Delight of the Eyes, or The 
Support of Memory, was one entire enchantment. Rari- 
ties collected from every corner of the earth were there 
found m such profusion as to dazzle and confound, but 
for the order m which they were arranged One gal- 
lery exhibited the pictures of the celebrated Mani, and 
statues that seemed to be alive. Here a well managed 
perspective attracted the sight, there the magic of op- 
tics agreeably deceived it whilst the naturalist, on his 
part, exhibited m their several classes the various gifts 
that Heaven had bestowed on our globe. In a word, 
Vathek omitted nothing in this palace that might gratify 
the curiosity of those who resorted to it, although he 
was not able to satisfy his own; for, of all men, he was 
the most curious. 

The Palace of Perfumes, which was termed likewise 
The Incentive to Pleasure, consisted of various halls 
where the different perfumes which the earth produces 
were kept perpetually burning m censers of gold. 
Flambeaux and aromatic lamps were here lighted in 
open day. But the too powerful effects of this agree- 
able delirium might be alleviated by descending into an 
immense garden, where an assemblage of every fragrant 
flower diffused through the air the purest odours. 

The fifth palace, denominated The Retreat of Mirth, 



VATHEK 


129 


or the Dangerous, was frequented by troops of young 
females, beautiful as the Houris, and not less seducing, 
who never failed to receive with caresses all whom the 
caliph allowed to approach them and enjoy a few hours 
of their company. 

Notwithstanding the sensuality m which Vathek in- 
dulged, he experienced no abatement in the love of his 
people, who thought that a sovereign giving himself up 
to pleasure was as able to govern as one who declared 
himself an enemy to it. But the unquiet and impetuous 
disposition of the caliph would not allow him to rest 
there. He had studied so much for his amusement in 
the lifetime of Ins father, as to acquire a great deal of 
knowledge, though not a sufficiency to satisfy himself; 
for he wished to know everything even sciences that 
did not exist. He was fond of engaging in disputes 
with the learned, but did not allow them to push their 
opposition with warmth. He stopped with presents the 
mouths of those whose mouths could be stopped, whilst 
others, whom his liberality was unable to subdue, be 
sent to prison to cool their blood, a remedy that often 
succeeded 

Vathek discovered also a predilection for theological 
controversy, but it was not with the orthodox that he 
usually held. By tins means he induced the zealots to 
oppose him, and then persecuted them m return; for he 
resolied, at any rate, to have reason on his side. 

The great prophet, Mahomet, whose vicars the caliphs 
are, beheld with indignation from his abode in the sev^- 
enth heaven, the irreligious conduct of such a vicegerent. 
"Let us leave him to himself,” said he to the Genii, who 
are always ready to receive his commands, “let us see 
to what lengths his folly and impiety will carry him; if 
he run into excess, we shall know how to chastise him. 
Assist him, therefore, to complete the tower which, in 
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imitation of Nimrod, he hath begun, not, like that great 
warrior, to escape being drowned, but from the insolent 
curiosity of penetrating the secrets of heaven — he will 
not divine the fate that awaits him.” 

The Genii obeyed, and when the workmen had raised 
their structure a cubit in the daytime, two cubits more 
were added in the night The expedition with which 
the fabric arose, was not a little flattering to the vanity 
of Vathek he fancied that even insensible matter 
showed a forwardness to subserve Ins designs, not con- 
sidering that the successes of the foolish and wicked 
form tl>e first rod of their chastisement. 

His prid^ arrived at its height when having ascended 
for the firstltime the fifteen hundred stairs of his tower, 
he cast his eyes below, and beheld men not larger than 
pismires, mountains than shells, and cities than bee- 
hives. The idea which such an elevation inspired of his 
own grandeur completely bewildered him , he was al- 
most ready to adore himself, till, lifting his eyes up- 
ward, he saw the stars as high above him as they 
appeared when he stood on the surface of the earth 
He consoled himself, however, for this intruding and 
unwelcome perception of his littleness with the thought 
of being great in the eyes of others, and flattered him- 
self that the light of his mind would extend beyond the 
reach of his sight and extort from the stars the decrees 
of bis destiny. 

With this view, the inquisitive prince passed most of 
his nights on the summit of his tower, till becoming an 
adept in the mysteries of astrology, he imagined that 
the planets had disclosed to him the most marvellous 
idventures, which were to be accomplished by an ex- 
raordinary personage from a country altogether un- 
known. Prompted by motives of curiosity, he had 
always been courteous to strangers, but from this in- 
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stant he redoubled his attention, and ordered it to be 
announced by sound of trumpet through all the streets 
of Samarah that no one of his subjects, on peril of his 
displeasure, should either lodge or detain a traveller, 
but forthwith bring him to the palace. 

Not long after this proclamation, arrived in his me- 
tropolis a man so abominably hideous that the very 
guards who arrested him were forced to shut their eyes 
as they led him along The caliph himself appeared 
startled at so horrible a visage, but joy succeeded to 
this emotion of terror when the stranger displayed to 
Ins Mew such rarities as he had never before seen, and 
of which he had no conception 

In reality nothing was ever so extraordinary as the 
merchandise this stranger produced, most of his curiosi- 
ties, which were not less admirable for their workman- 
ship than splendour, had, Insides, their several virtues 
describtd on a parchment fastened to each There were 
slippers which, by spontaneous springs, enabled the feet 
to walk, knives that cut without motion of the hand; 
sabres that dealt the blow at the person they were 
wished to strike, and the whole enriched with gems that 
were hitherto unknown 

The sabres especially, the blades of which emitted a 
dazzling radiance, fixed more than all the rest the 
caliph’s attention, who promised himself to decipher at 
his leisure the uncouth characters engraven on their 
sides Without, there fore, demanding their pnee, he 
ordered all the coined gold to be brought from his 
treasury, and commanded the merchant to take what he 
pleased The stranger obeyed, took little, and remained 
silent 

Vathek, imagining that the merchant’s taciturnity was 
occasioned by the awe which his presence inspired, en- 
couraged him to advance, and asked him with an air of 
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condescension who he was, whence he came, and where 
he obtained such beautiful commodities. The man, or 
rather monster, instead of making a reply, thrice rubbed 
his forehead, which, as well as his body, was blacker 
than ebony; four times clapped his paunch, the projec- 
tion of which was enormous , opened wide his huge eyes, 
which glowed like firebrands; began to laugh with a 
hideous noise, and discovered his long amber-coloured 
teeth, bestreaked with green 

The caliph, though a little startled, renewed his en- 
quiries, but without being able to procure a reply At 
which, beginning to be ruffled, he exclaimed, — “Know- 
est thou, wretch, who I am, and at whom thou art aim- 
ing thy gibes Then, addressing his guards, — “Have 
ye heard him speak > — Is he dumb — “He hath spoken,’’ 
they replied, “but to no purpose ” — “Let him speak 
then again,” said Vathek, “and tell me who he is, from 
whence he came, and where he procured these singular 
curiosities; or I swear, by the ass of Balaam, that I will 
make lnm rue his pertinacity ” 

This menace was accompanied by one of the caliph’s 
angry and perilous glances, which the stranger sus- 
tained without the slightest emotion; although his eyes 
were fixed on the terrible eye of the prince. 

No words can describe the amazement of the cour- 
tiers when they beheld this rude merchant withstand the 
encounter unshocked. They all fell prostrate with their 
faces on the ground, to avoid the risk of their lives ; and 
would have continued in the same abject posture, had 
not the caliph exclaimed, in a furious tone, — “Up, cow- 
ards 1 seize the miscreant 1 see that he be committed to 
prison, and guarded by the best of ray soldiers' Let 
him, however, retain the money I gave him It is not 
my intent to take from him his property, I onlv want 
him to speak ” 



VATHEK 13* 

( 

No sooner had he uttered these words than the 
stranger was surrounded, pinioned, and bound with 
strong fetters, and hurried away to the prison of the 
great tower, which was encompassed by seven empalc- 
ments of iron bars, and armed with spikes in every di- 
rection, longer and sharper than spits. The caliph, 
nevertheless, remained in the most violent agitation. 
He sat down indeed to eat. but, of the three hundred 
dishes that were daih placed before him, he could taste 
of no more than thirty -two. 

A diet to which he had been so little accustomed, was 
sufficient of itself to promt him from sleeping. What 
then must be its effect wht n joined to the anxiety that 
preyed upon his spirits J At the first glimpse of dawn 
lie hastened to the prison, again to importune this in- 
tractable stranger, but the rage of Vathek exceeded all 
bounds on finding the prison empty, the grates burst 
asunder, and his guards long lifeless around him In 
the paroxxsui of his passion he fell furiously on the poor 
carcasses, and kicked them till evening without inter- 
mission His courtiers and eizirs exerted their efforts 
to soothe his e vtrae agariee , hut finding eeery expedient 
ineffectual, they all united in one vociferation, — “The 
caliph is gone mud 1 the cahph is out of his senses'” 

This outcry, which soon resounded through the streets 
of Samarah, at length reached the ears of Caratlns, his 
mother, who flew m the utmost consternation to try her 
ascendencv on the mind of he-r son. Her tears and ca- 
resses called off his attention, and he was prevailed 
upon by he? entreaties to be brought back to the palace. 

Caratlns, apprehensive oi lea\ ing Vathek to himself, 
had him put to bed, and seating herself by him, en- 
deavoured by her eonve rsation to appease and compose 
him. Nor could am one ha\e attempted it with better 
success, for the caliph not onlv loved her as a mother,, 
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but respected her as a person of superior genius. It 
was she who had induced him, being a Greek herself, to 
adopt the sciences and systems of her country which all 
good Mussulmans hold in such thorough abhorrence. 

Judiciary astrology was one of those sciences m which 
Carathis was a perfect adept She began, therefore, 
with reminding her son of the promise which the stars 
had made him, and intimated an intention of consulting 
them again. “Alas said the caliph as soon as he could 
speak, “what a fool I ha\e been' not for having be- 
stowed forty thousand kicks on my guards, who so 
tamely submitted to death, but for never considering 
that this extraordinary man was the same that the 
planets had foretold, whom, instead of ill-treating, I 
should have conciliated by all the arts of persuasion ” 

“The past,” said Carathis, “cannot be recalled, but 
it behoves us to think of the future. Perhaps you may 
again see the object you so much regret It is possible 
the inscriptions on the sabres will afford information. 
Eat, therefore, and take thy repose, ray dear son We 
will consider tomorrow in what manner to act ” 

Vathek yielded to her counsel as well as he could, and 
arose in the morning with a mind more at ease The 
sabres he commanded to be instantly brought, and, 
poring upon them through a coloured glass, that their 
glittering might not dazzle, he set himself in earnest 
to decipher the inscriptions , but his reiterated attempts 
were all of them nugatory In vain did he beat his 
head, and bite his nails, not a letter of the whole was 
he able to ascertain. So unlucky a disappointment 
would have undone him again, had not Carathis by good 
fortune entered the apartment. 

“Have patience, my son'” said she “you certainly 
are possessed of every important science, but the knowl- 
edge of languages is a trifle at best; and the accom- 
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plishment of none bnt a pedant. Issue a proclamation 
that you will confer such rewards as become your great- 
ness upon any one that shall interpret what you do not 
understand, and what is beneath you to learn. You will 
soon find your curiosity gratified.” 

“That may be,” said the caliph ; “but in the mean 
time I shall be horribly disgusted by a crowd of smat- 
terers, who will come to the trial as much for the pleas- 
ure of retailing their jargon, as from the hope of 
gaining the reward. To avoid this evil, it will be proper 
to add that I will put every candidate to death who 
shall fail to give satisfaction, for, thank Heaven’ I 
have skill enough to distinguish whether one translates 
or invents ” 

"Of that I have no doubt," replied Carathis ; “but 
to put the ignorant to death is somewhat severe, and 
may be productive of dangerous effects Content your- 
self with commanding their beards to be burnt, beards 
in a state are not quite so essential as men.” 

The caliph submitted to the reasons of his mother; 
and, striding for Morakanabad, his prime vizir, said, — 
“Let the common criers proclaim, not only in Samarah, 
but throughout ever} city in my empire, that whosoever 
will repair hitlu r and decipher certain characters which 
appear to be inexplicable, shall experience that liber- 
ality for which I am renow ned , but that all who fail 
upon trial shall have their beards burnt off to the last 
hair Let them add also that I will bestow fifty beau- 
tiful slaves, and as many jars of apricots from the 
Isle of Kirmith, upon any man that shall bring me in- 
telligence of the stranger ” 

The subjects of the caliph, like their sovereign, being 
great admirers of women and apricots from Kirmith, 
felt their mouths water at these promises, but were 
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totally unable to gratify their hankering; for no one 
knew what had become of the stranger. 

As to the caliph’s other requisition, the result was 
different The learned, the half learned, and those who 
were neither, but fancied themselves equal to both, came 
boldly to hazard their beards, and all shamefully lost 
them. The exaction of these forfeitures, which found 
sufficient employment for the eunuchs, gave them such 
a smell of singed hair as greatly to disgust the ladies of 
the seraglio, and to make it necessary that this new 
occupation of their guardians should be transferred to 
other hands. 

At length, however, an old man presented himself 
whose beard was a cubit and a half longer than any that 
had appeared before him. The officers of the palace 
whispered to each other, as they ushered him in, — 
"‘What a pity, oh ' what a great pity, that such a beard 
should be burnt 1 ” Even the caliph, when he saw it, 
concurred with them in opinion, but his concern was 
entirely needless. This venerable personage read the 
characters with facility, and explained them verbatim 
as follows. — "We were made where every thing is well 
made* we are the least of the wonders of a place where 
all is wonderful, and deserving the sight of the first 
potentate on earth.” 

“You translate admirably 1 ” cried Vathek, “I know 
to what these marvellous characters allude Let him 
receive as many robes of honour and thousands of se- 
quins of gold as he hath spoken words. I am in some 
measure relieved from the perplexity that embarrassed 
me 1 ” Vathek invited the old man to dine, and even to 
remain some days in the palace. 

Unluckily for him, he accepted the offer, for the 
caliph having ordered him next morning to be called, 
said, — “Read again to me what you have read already; 
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I cannot hear too often the promise that is made me — 
the completion of which I languish to obtain." The 
old man forthwith put on his green spectacles, but they 
instantly dropped from his nose, on perceiving that 
the characters he had read the day preceding had given 
place to others of different import. “What ails you 51 ” 
asked the caliph, “and why these symptoms of won- 
der — ■“Sovereign of the world'” replied the old man, 
“these sabres hold another language to-day from that 
they yesterday held” — “How say you' 1 ” returned Va- 
thek. — “but it matters not, tell me, if you can, what 
they mean ” — “It is this, my lord,” rejoined the old 
man — “ ‘Woe to the rash mortal who seeks to know 
that of which he should remain ignorant, and to under* 
take that which surpasseth his power'” — “And woe to 
thee!” cried the caliph, in a burst of indignation, 
“to-day thou art void of understanding begone from 
my presence, they shall burn but the half of thy beard, 
because thou wert yesterday fortunate in guessing: — 
my gifts I never resume." The old man, wise enough 
to perceive he had luckily escaped, considering the 
folly of disclosing so disgusting a truth, immediately 
withdrew and appeared not again. 

But it was not long before Vathek discovered abun- 
dant reason to regret his precipitation , for, though he 
could not decipher the characters himself, yet, by con- 
stantly poring upon them, he plainly perceived that 
they every day changed, and, unfortunately, no other 
candidate offered to explain them. This perplexing 
occupation inflamed his blood, dazzled his sight, and 
brought on such a giddiness and debility that he could 
hardly support himself. He failed not, however, though 
in so reduced a condition, to be often carried to his 
tower, as he flattered himself that he might there read 
in the stars, which he went to consult, something more 



138 WILLIAM BECKFORD 

coogmu to his wishes. But in this his hopes were 
debited; tor his eyes, dimmed by the vapours of his 
head, began to subserve his curiosity so ill that he 
beheld nothing but a thick dun cloud, which he took for 
the most direful of omens. 

Agitated with so much anxiety, Vathek entirely lost 
all firmness; a fever seized him, and his appetite failed. 
Instead of being one of the greatest eaters, he became 
as distinguished for drinking. So insatiable was the 
thirst which tormented him that his mouth, like a fun- 
nel, was always open to receive the various liquors that 
might be poured into it, and especially cold water, 
which calmed him more than any other. 

This unhappy prince, being thus incapacitated fdr 
the enjoyment of any pleasure, commanded the palaces 
of the five senses to be shut up, forebore to appear in 
public, either to display his magnificence or administer 
justice, and retired to the inmost apartment of his 
harem. As he had ever been an excellent husband, his 
wives, overwhelmed with grief at his deplorable situa- 
tion, incessantly supplied him with prayers for his 
health and water for his thirst. 

In the mean time the Princess Carathis, whose afflic- 
tion no words can describe, instead of confining herself 
to sobbing and tears, was closeted daily with the \izir 
Morakanabad, to find out some cure or mitigation of the 
caliph’s disease Under the persuasion that it was 
caused by enchantment, they turned over together, leaf 
by leaf, all the books of magic that might point out a 
remedj ; and caused the horrible stranger, whom they 
accused as the enchanter, to be everywhere sought for 
with the strictest diligence. 

At the distance of a few miles from Samarah stood a 
high mountain, whose sides were swarded with wild 
thyme and basil, and its summit overspread with so 
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delightful a plain that it might have been taken for the 
paradise destined for the faithful. Upon it grew a 
hundred thickets of eglantine and other fragrant 
shrubs; a hundred arbours of roses, entwined with jes- 
samine and honeysuckle ; as many clumps of orange 
trees, cedar, and citron, whose branches, interwoven 
with the palm, the pomegranate, and the vine, presented 
every luxury that could regale the eye or the taste. 
The ground was strewed with violets, harebells, and 
pansies, in the midst of which numerous tufts of jon- 
quils, hyacinths, and carnations perfumed the air. Four 
fountains, not less clear than deep, and so abundant as 
to slake the thirst of ten armies, seemed purposely 
placed here, to make the scene more resemble the gar- 
dt n of Eden watered In four sacred rivers. Here, the 
nightingale sang the birth of the rose, her well beloved, 
and at the same time lamented its short-lived beauty, 
whilst the dove deplored the loss of more substantial 
pleasures, and the wakeful lark hailed the rising light 
that reanimates the whole creation. Here, more than 
anywhere, the mingled melodies of birds expressed the 
various passions which inspired them, and the exquisite 
fruits which they pecked at pleasure seemed to have 
given them a double energj. 

To this mountain Yatliek was sometimes brought for 
the sake of breathing a purer air, and especially to 
drink at will of the four fountains His attendants 
were Ins mother, his wives, and some eunuchs, who as- 
siduously employed themselves in filling capacious 
bowls of rock crystal, ami eiuulously presenting them 
to lum. But it frequentlv happened that his avidity 
exceeded their zeal, insomuch that he would prostrate 
himself upon the ground to lap the water, of which he 
■ could never have enough. 

One day when tins unhappy prince had been long 
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lying m so debasing a posture, a voice, hoarse but 
strong, thus addressed him — "Why dost thou assimilate 
thyself to a dog, O caliph, proud as thou art of thy 
dignity and power At this apostrophe he raised up 
his head, and beheld the stranger that had caused him 
so much affliction. Inflamed with anger at the sight, he 
exclaimed, — “Accursed Giaour '* what contest thou 
hither to do ? Is it not enough to have transformed a 
prince, remarkable for Ins agility, into a water budget ? 
Perceivest thou not that I may perish by drinking to 
excess, as well as by thirst 

"Drink, then, this draught,” said the stranger, as he 
presented to him a phial of a red and yellow mixture 
“and to satiate the thirst of thy soul as well as of thy 
body, know that I am an Indian, but from a region of 
India which is wholly unknown ” 

The caliph, delighted to see his desires accomplished 
in part, and flattering himself with the hope of obtain- 
ing their entire fulfilment, without a moment’s hesita- 
tion swallowed the potion, and instantaneously found 
his health restored, his thirst appeased, and his limbs as 
agile as ever. In the transports of his joy, Vathek 
leaped upon the neck of the frightful Indian, and kissed 
his horrid mouth and hollow cheeks as though they had 
been the coral lips and the lilies and roses of his most 
beautiful wives. 

Nor would these transports have ceased had not the 
eloquence of Carathis repressed them Haung pre- 
vailed upon him to return to Samarah, she caused a 
herald to proclaim as loudly as possible, — “The won- 
derful stranger hath appeared again ; he hath healed the 
caliph, he hath spoken' he hath spoken 1 ” 

Forthwith all the inhabitants of this vast city quitted 
, their habitations, and ran together in crowds to see the 
* An evil spirit; by implication an unbeliever 
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procession of Vatbek and the Indian, whom they now 
blessed as much as they had before execrated, inces- 
santly shouting, — “He hath healed our sovereign; he 
hath spoken' he hath spoken'” Nor were these words 
forgotten in the public festivals, which were celebrated 
the same evening to testify the general joy; for the 
poets applied them as a chorus to all the songs they 
composed on this interesting subject. 

The caliph in the meanwhile caused the palaces of 
the senses to be again set open; and, as he found him- 
self naturally prompted to visit that of taste m prefer- 
ence to the rest, immediately ordered a splendid 
entertainment, to which his great officers and favourite 
courtiers were all invited. The Indian, who was placed 
near the prince, seemed to think that as a proper ac- 
knowledgment of so distinguished a privilege, he could 
neither eat, drink, nor talk too much The various 
dainties were no sooner served up than they vanished, 
to the grt at mortification of Vathck, who piqued him- 
self on hung the greatest eater alive, and at this time 
in particular was blessed with an excellent appetite. 

The rest of the company looked round at each other 
in amazement, but the Indian, without appearing to 
observe it, quaffed large bumpers to the health of each 
of them, sang in a style altogether extravagant, related 
stories at which he laughed immoderately, and poured 
forth extemporaneous verses, which would not have 
been thought bad, but for the strange grimaces with 
which they were uttered In a word, his loquacity was 
equal to that of a hundred astrologers , he ate as much 
as a hundred porters, and caroused in proportion. 

The caliph, notwithstanding the table had been thirty- 
two times covered, found himself incommoded by the 
voraciousness of Ins guest, who was now considerably 
declined in the prince’s esteem Vathek, however, being 
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unwilling to betray the chagrin he could hardly dis- 
guise, said in a whisper to Bababalouk, the chief of his 
eunuchs, — “You see how enormous his performances are 
in every way. What would be the consequence should 
he get at my wives 1 — Go 1 redouble your vigilance, and 
be sure look well to my Circassians, who would be 
more to his taste than all of the rest.” 

The bird of the morning had thrice renewed his song 
when the hour of the divan was announced. Vathek, 
in gratitude to his subjects having promised to attend, 
immediately arose from table and repaired thither, lean- 
ing upon lus vizir, who could scarcely support him, so 
disordered was the poor prince by the wine he had 
drunk, and still more by the extravagant vagaries of his 
boisterous guest. 

The vizirs, the officers of the crown and of the law, 
arranged themselves in a semicircle about their sover- 
eign, and preseri ed a respectful silence, whilst the 
Indian, who looked as cool as if he had been fasting, 
sat down without ceremony on one of the steps of the 
threne, laughing in his slee\e at the indignation with 
which his temerity had filled the spectators. 

The caliph, however, whose ideas were confused, and 
whose head was embarrassed, went on administering 
justice at hap-hazard, till at length the prime vizir, 
perceiving his situation, hit upon a sudden expedient to 
interrupt the audience and rescue the honour of his 
master, to whom he said in a whisper, — “My lord, the 
Princess Carathis, who hath passed the night in con- 
sulting the planets, informs you that they portend you 
evil, and the danger is urgent. Beware lest this 
stranger, whom you have so lavishly recompensed for 
his magical gewgaws, should make some attempt on 
your life. His liquor, which at first had the appearance 
of effecting your cure, may be no more than a poison. 
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the Operation of which will be sudden. Slight not this 
surmise. Ask him, at least, of what it was compounded, 
whence he procured it, and mention the sabres, which 
you seem to have forgotten ” 

Vathek, to whom the insolent airs of the stranger be- 
came every moment less supportable, intimated to his 
vizir In a wink of acquiescence that be would adopt his 
advice; and at once turning towards the Indian, said, — 
“Get up, and declare in full divan of what drugs was 
compounded the liquor you enjoined me to take, for it 
is suspected to be poison. Give also that explanation 
I have so earnestly desired concerning the sabres you 
sold me, and thus show vour gratitude for the favours 
heaped on you " 

Hav mg pronounced these words, in as moderate a 
tone as he well could, he waited in silent expectation 
for an answer But the Indian, still keeping his seat, 
hegan to renew his loud shouts of laughter, and exhibit 
the same horrid grimaces lie had shown them before, 
without vouchsafing a word m reply Vathek, no longer 
able to brook such insolence, immediately kicked him 
from the steps, instantly descending, repeated his blow; 
and persisted with sucli assiduity as incited all who 
were present to follow Ins example. Every foot was 
up and aimed at the Indian, and no sooner had any one 
given him a kick than he felt himself constrained to 
reiterate the stroke. 

The stranger afforded them no small entertainment; 
for being both short and plump, he collected himself 
into a ball and rolled round on all sides at the blows of 
his assailants, who pressed after him wherever he 
turned with an eagerness beyond conception, whilst 
their numbers were every- moment increasing. The 
hall, indeed, in passing from one apartment to another, 
drew every person after it that came in its way, inso- 
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much that the whole palace was thrown into confusion 
and resounded with a tremendous clamour. The women 
of the harem, amazed at the uproar, flew to their blinds 
to discover the cause , but no sooner did they catch a 
glimpse of the ball than, feeling themselves unable to 
refrain, they broke from the clutches of their eunuchs, 
who to stop their flight pinched them till they bled, but 
in vain , whilst themselves, though trembling with terror 
at the escape of their charge, were as incapable of re- 
sisting the attraction. 

After having traversed the halls, galleries, chambers, 
kitchens, gardens, and stables of the palace, the Indian 
at last took his course through the courts, whilst the 
caliph, pursuing him closer than the rest, bestowed as 
many kicks as he possibly eonld , yet not without re- 
ceiving now and then a few which his competitors, in 
their eagerness, designed for the ball. 

Carathis, Morakanabad, and two or three old vizirs, 
whose wisdom had hitherto withstood the attraction, 
wishing to prevent Vathek from exposing himself in 
the presence of his subjects, fell down in his wav to 
impede the pursuit but he, regardless of their obstruc- 
tion, leaped over their heads and went on as before. 
They then ordered the Muezins to call the people to 
prayers, both for the sake of getting them out of the 
way, and of endeavouring, by their petitions, to avert 
the calamity; but neither of these expedients was a whit 
more successful. The sight of this fatal ball was alone 
sufficient to draw after it every beholder. The Muezins 
themselves, though they saw it but at a distance, has- 
tened down from their minarets and mixed with the 
crowd, which continued to increase in so surprising a 
manner that scarce an inhabitant was left in Samarah 
except the aged, the sick confined to their beds, and in- 
fants at the breast, whose nurses could run more nimbly 
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without them. Even Carathis, Morakanabad and the 
rest were all become of the party. The shrill screams 
of the females, who had broken from their apartments 
and were unable to extricate themselves from the 
pressure of the crowd, together with those of the 
eunuchs jostling after them and terrified lest their 
charge should escape from their sight; the execrations 
of husbands, urging forward and menacing each other; 
kicks given and received, stumblings and overthrows at 
every step , in a word, the confusion that universally 
prevailed, rendered Samarah like a city taken by storm 
and devoted to absolute plunder At last the cursed 
Indian, who still preserved his rotundity of figure, after 
passing through all the streets and public places, and 
leaving them empty, rolled onwards to the plain of 
Catoul, and entered the valley at the foot of the moun- 
tain of the four fountains. 

As a continual fall of water had excavated an im- 
mense gulf m the valley, whose opposite side was closed 
in by a steep acclivity, the caliph and his attendants 
were apprehensive lest the ball should hound into the 
chasm, and, to prevent it, redoubled their efforts, but 
in vain. The Indian persevered m his onward direc- 
tion, and, as had been apprehended, glancing from the 
precipice with the rapidity of lightning, was lost in the 
gulf below. 

Vathek would have followed the perfidious Giaour, 
had not an invisible agency arrested his progress. The 
multitude that pressed after lnm were at once checked 
in the same manner, and a calm instantaneously ensued. 
They all gazed at each other with an air of astonish- 
ment; and notwithstanding that the loss of veils and 
turbans, together with torn habits, and dust blended 
with sweat, presented a most laughable spectacle, yet 
there was not one smile to be seen. On the contrary. 
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all with looks of confusion and sadness returned in 
silence to Samarah, and retired to their inmost apart- 
ments, without ever reflecting that they had been im- 
pelled by an invisible power into the extravagance for 
which they reproached themselves; for it is but just 
that men, who so often arrogate to their own merit the 
good of which they are but instruments, should also at- 
tribute to themselves absurdities which they could not 
prevent. 

The caliph was the only person who refused to leave 
the valley. He commanded his tents to be pitched 
there, and stationed himself on the very edge of the 
precipice, in spite of the representations of Carathis 
and Morakanabad, who pointed out the hazard of its 
brink giving way, and the vicinity to the magician that 
had so cruelly tormented him. Vathek derided all their 
remonstrances, and having ordered a thousand flam- 
beaux to be lighted, and directed his attendants to pro- 
ceed in lighting more, lay down on the slippery margin, 
and attempted by the help of this artificial splendour 
to look through that gloom which all the fires of the 
empyrean had been insufficient to pervade One while 
he fancied to himself voices arising from the depth of 
the gulf ; at another, he seemed to distinguish the ac- 
cents of the Indian, but all was no more than the hollow 
murmur of waters and the dm of the cataracts that 
rushed from steep to steep down the sides of the 
mountain 

Having passed the night in this cruel perturbation, 
the caliph at daybreak retired to his tent, where, with- 
out taking the least sustenance, he continued to doze 
till the dusk of evening began again to come on. He 
then resumed his vigils as before, and persevered in 
observing them for many nights together. At length, 
fatigued with so fruitless an employment, he sought re- 
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lief from change. To this end, he sometimes paced with 
hasty strides across the plain, and as he wildly gazed 
at the stars, reproached them with having deceived 
him But, lo 1 on a sudden the clear blue sky appeared 
streaked over with streams of blood, which reached 
from the valley even to the city of Samarah. As this 
awful phenomenon seemed to touch his tower, Vathek at 
first thought of repairing thither to view it more dis- 
tinctly, but feeling himself unable to advance, and 
being overcome with apprehension, he muffled up his face 
in tht folds of his robe. 

Terrifying as these prodigies were, this impression 
upon him was no more than momentary, and served only 
to stimulate his love of the manellous Instead, there- 
fore, of returning to his palace, he persisted in the 
resolution of abiding where the Indian had vanished 
from his view. One night, howeier, while be was walk- 
ing as usual on the plain, the moon and stars were 
eclipsed at once, and a total darkness ensued. The 
earth trembled beneath him, and a voice came forth, 
the i nice of the Giaour who in accents more sonorous 
than thunder thus addressed him — “Wouldest thou de- 
vote thyself to me, adore the terrestrial influences, and 
abjure Mahomet ? On these conditions I will bring 
thee to the Palace of Subterranean Fire. There shalt 
thou behold, in immense depositories, the treasures 
which the stars base promised thee, and which will be 
conferred by those intelligences whom thou shalt thus 
render propitious It Mas from thence I brought my 
sabres, and it is t/iere that Solinun Ben Daoud reposes, 
surrounded by the talismans that control the world.” 

The astonished caliph trembled as he answered, yet 
he answered m a style that showed him to be no novice 
in preternatural adventures; — “Where art thou* Be 
present to my eyes, dissipate the gloom that perplexes 



148 WILLIAM BECKFORD 

me, and of which I deem thee the cause. After the 
many flambeaux I have burnt to discover thee, thou 
mayest, at least, grant a glimpse of thy horrible vis- 
age.” — “Abjure then Mahomet 1 ” replied the Indian, 
"and promise me full proofs of thy sincerity otherwise, 
thou shalt never behold me again.” 

The unhappy caliph, instigated by insatiable curios- 
ity, lavished Ins promises in the utmost profusion. The 
sky immediately brightened , and, by the light of the 
planets, which seemed almost to blaze, Vathek beheld 
the earth open, and, at the extremity of a vast black 
chasm, a portal of ebony, before which stood the In- 
dian, holding in his hand a golden key, which he 
sounded against the lock. 

“How,” cried Vathek, “can I descend to thee ? Come, 
take me, and instantly open the portal.” — “Not so fast,” 
replied the Indian, "impatient caliph 1 — -Know that I am 
parched with thirst, and cannot open tins door till my 
thirst be thoroughly appeased I require the blood of 
fifty children Take them from among the most beau- 
tiful sons of thy vizirs and great men; or neither can 
my thirst nor thy curiosity be satisfied Return to 
Samarah , procure for me this necessary libation, come 
back hither, throw it thyself into this chasm, and then 
shalt thou see 

Having thus spoken, the Indian turned his back on 
the caliph, who, incited by the suggestions of demons, 
resolved on the direful sacrifice. He now pretended to 
have regained his tranquillity, and set out for Samarah 
amidst the acclamations of a people who still loved 
him, and forebore not to rejoice when they believed 
him to have recovered his reason. So successfully did 
he conceal the emotion of his heart that even Carathis 
and Morakanabad were equally deceived with the rest. 
Nothing was heard of but festivals and rejoicings. The 
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fatal ball, which no tongue had hitherto ventured to 
mention, was brought on the tapis. A general laugh 
went round, though many, still smarting under the hands 
of the surgeon, from the hurts received m that memora- 
ble adventure, had no great reason for mirth. 

The prevalence of this gay humour was not a little 
grateful to Yathek, who perceived how much it con- 
duced to his project. He put on the appearance of 
affability to every one, but especially to his vizirs and 
the grandees of his court, whom he failed not to regale 
with a sumptuous banquet, during which he insensibly 
directed the conversation to the children of his guest9 
Having asked with a good-natured air which of them 
were blessed with the handsomest boys, every father 
at once asserted the pretensions of his own; and the 
contest imperceptibly grew so warm that nothing could 
have withholden them ffom coming to blows but their 
profound reverence for the person of the caliph. Under 
the pretence, therefore, of reconciling the disputants, 
Vathck took upon him to decide, and with this view 
commanded the boys to be brought. 

It was not long before a troop of these poor children 
made their appearance, all equipped by their fond 
mothers with such ornaments as might give the great- 
est relief to their beaut \ or most advantageously dis- 
play the graees of their age. But whilst this brilliant 
assemblage attracted the eyes and hearts of every one 
besides, the caliph scrutinised each m his turn with a 
malignant aviditv that passed for attention, and selected 
from their number the fifty whom he judged the Giaour 
would prefer. 

With an equal show of kindness as before, he pro- 
posed to celebrate a festival on the plain for the enter- 
tainment of his young favourites, who, he said, ought to 
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rejoice still more than all at the restoration of his 
health, on account of the favours he intended for them. 

The caliph’s proposal was received with the greatest 
delight, and soon published through Samarah. Litters, 
camels, and horses were prepared. Women and chil- 
dren, old men and young, e\ery one placed himself as 
he chose. The cavalcade set forward, attended by all 
the confectioners m the city and its precincts ; the popu- 
lace, following on foot, composed an amazing crowd, 
and occasioned no little noise. All was joy; nor did 
any one call to mind what most of them had suffered 
when they lately travelled the to ad they were now' pass- 
ing so gaily. 

The evening was serene, the air refreshing, the sky 
clear, and the flowers exhaled their fragrance The 
beams of the declining sun, whose mild splendour re- 
posed on the summit of the n^ountain, shed a glow of 
ruddy light over its green dedmty and the white flocks 
sporting upon it No sounds were heard save the mur- 
murs of the four fountains, and the reeds and voices of 
shepherds calling to each other from different eminences. 

The lovely innocents, destined for the sacrifice, added 
not a little to the hilarity of the scene. They ap- 
proached the plain full of sportivencss, some coursing 
butterflies, others culling flowers or picking up the slim- 
ing \ittle pebbles that attracted their notice At inter- 
vals they nimbly started from each other for the sake 
of being caught again and mutually imparting a thou- 
sand caresses 

The dreadful chasm at whose bottom the portal of 
ebony was placed, began to appear at a distance. It 
looked like a black streak that divided the plain 
Morakanabad and his companions took it for some work 
which the caliph had ordered. Unhappy men 1 little did 
they surmise for what it was destined. Vathek, unwill- 
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ing that they should examine it too nearly, stopped the 
procession, and ordered a spacious circle to be formed 
on this side, at some distance trom the accursed chasm. 
The body-guard of eunuchs was detached, to measure 
out the lists intended for the games and prepare the 
rings for the arrows of the y ou'ng archers. The fifty 
competitors were soon stripped, and presented to the 
admiration of the spectators the suppleness and grace 
of their delicate limbs Their eyes sparkled with a joy 
which those of their fond parents reflected. Every one 
offend wishes for the little candidate nearest his heart, 
and doubted not of his being i ictonous A breathless 
suspense awaited the contests of these amiable and in- 
nocent \ ictirns 

The caliph, availing himself of the first moment to 
retire from the croud, advanced towards the chasm, 
and there heard, yet not without shuddering, the voice 
of the Indian, who, gnashing his teeth, eagerly de- 
manded, — “Where are they 5 — Where are they ? — Per- 
ceivest thou not how my mouth waters — “Relentless 
Giaour’” answered Vathek, with emotion, “can nothing 
content thee hut the massacre of these lovely victims'* 
Ah ’ wert thou to behold their beauty, it must certainly 
move thy compassion ” — “Perdition on thy compassion, 
babbler’” cried the Indian “give them me, instantly 
give them, or my portal shall be closed against thee for 
ever’” — “Not so loudly," replied the caliph, blushing. 
— “I understand thee.” returned the Giaour with the 
grin of an ogre, “thou wantest no presence of mind: I 
will, for a moment, forbear.” 

During this exquisite dialogue, the games went for- 
ward with all alacrity, and at length concluded just as 
the twilight began to overcast the mountains. Vathek, 
who was still standing on the edge of the chasm, called 
out with all his might, — “Let my fifty little favourites 
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approach me, separately ; and let them come in the order 
of their success. To the first, I will give my diamond 
bracelet; to the second, my collar of emeralds; to the 
third, my aigret of rubies, to the fourth, my girdle of 
topazes , and to the rest, each a part of my dress, even 
down to my slippers.” 

This declaration was received with reiterated accla- 
mations , and all extolled the liberality of a prince who 
would thus strip himself for the amusement of his sub- 
jects and the encouragement of the rising generation. 
The caliph m the meanwhile undressed himself by 
degrees, and, raising his arm as high as he was able, 
made each of the prizes glitter in the air , but, whilst 
he delivered it, with one hand, to the child, who sprung 
forward to receive it, he with the other pushed the 
poor innocent into the gulf, where the Giaour, with a 
sullen muttering, incessantly repeated, “More ' more >” 

This dreadffll device was executed with so much dex- 
terity that the boy who was approaching him remained 
unconscious of the fate of his forerunner, and as to the 
spectators, the shades of evening, together with their 
distance, precluded them from perceiving any object 
distinctly. Vathek having m this manner thrown in the 
last of the fifty, and expecting that the Giaour, on 
receiving him, would have presented the key, already 
fancied himself as great as Solimun, and consequently 
above being amenable for what he had done ; when to 
his utter amazement the chasm closed, and the ground 
became as entire as the rest of the plain. 

No language could express his rage and despair. He 
execrated the perfidy of the Indian, loaded him with 
the most infamous invectives, and stamped with his foot 
as resolving to be heard He persisted in this till his 
-strength failed him, and then fell on the earth like one 
void of sense. His vizirs and grandees, who were 
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nearer than the rest, supposed him at first to be sitting 
on the grass, at play with their amiable children, but 
at length, prompted by doubt, they advanced towards 
the spot and found the caliph alone, who wildly de- 
manded what they wanted' 1 “Our children' our chil- 
dren cried they. “It is, assuredly, pleasant,” said 
he, “to make me accountable for accidents. Your chil- 
dren, while at play, fell from the precipice, and I should 
have experienced their fate had I not suddenly started 
back.” 

At these words, the fathers of the fifty boys cried 
out aloud, the mothers repeated their exclamations an 
octave higher, whilst the rest, without knowing the 
cause, soon drowned the voices of both with still louder 
lamentations of their own. “Our caliph,” said they, 
and the report soon circulated, “our caliph has played 
us this trick, to gratify his accursed Giaour Let us 
punish him for perfidy ! Let us avenge ourselves 1 Let 
us avenge the blood of the innocent ' Let us throw 
this cruel prince into the gulf that is near, and let his 
name be mentioned no more '” 

At this rumour and these menaces, Carathis, full of 
consternation, hastened to Morakanabad, and said, 
“Vizir, you have lost two beautiful boys, and must 
necessarily be the most afflicted of fathers, but you are 
virtuous. Save your master.” — “I will brave every 
hazard,” replied the vizir, "to rescue him from his 
present danger, but, afterwards, will abandon him to 
his fate. Bababalouk,” continued he, “put yourself at 
the head of your eunuchs , disperse the mob, and, if 
possible, bring back this unhappy prince to his palace.” 
Bababalouk and Ins fraternity, felicitating each other 
in a low voice on their having been spared the cares as 
well as the honour of paternity, obeyed the mandate of 
the vizir, who, seconding their exertions to the utmost 
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of hu power, at length accomplished his generous en- 
terprise, and retired, as he resolved, to lament at his 
leisure. 

No sooner had the caliph re-entered his palace than 
Carathis commanded the doors to be fastened; but per- 
ceiving the tumult to be still violent, and hearing the 
imprecations which resounded from all quarters, she 
said to her son, — “Whether the populace be right or 
wrong, it behoves you to provide for your safety; let 
us retire to your own apartment, and from thence 
through the subterranean passage known only to our- 
selves, into your tower. There, with the assistance of 
the mutes who never leave it, we may be able to make 
a powerful resistance. Bababalouk, supposing us to be 
still in the palace, will guard its avenues, for his own 
sake; and we shall soon find, without the counsels of 
that blubberer Morakanabad, what expedient may be 
the best to adopt.” 

Vathek, without making the least reply, acquiesced in 
his mother’s proposal, and repeated as he went. “Ne- 
farious Giaour' where art thou ? Hast thou not yet de- 
voured those poor children ? Where are thy sabres, thy 
golden key, thy talismans Carathis, who guessed 
from these interrogations a part of the truth, had no 
difficulty to apprehend in getting at the whole as soon 
as he should be a little composed in his tower. This 
princess was so far from being influenced by scruples 
that she was as wicked as woman could be, which is 
not saying a little, for the sex pique themselves on their 
superiority in every competition The recital of the 
caliph, therefore, occasioned neither terror nor surprise 
to his mother. She felt no emotion but from the prom- 
ises of the Giaour, and said to her son, “This Giaour, 
it must be confessed, is somewhat sanguinary in his 
taste, but the terrestrial powers are always terrible. 
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Nevertheless, what the one hath promised, and the 
others can confer, will prove a sufficient indemnification. 
No crimes should be thought too dear for such a re- 
ward, forbear, then, to revile the Indian, you have not 
fulfilled the conditions to which his services are an- 
nexed. For instance, is not a sacrifice to the subter- 
ranean Genu required, and should we not be prepared 
to offer it as soon as the tumult is subsided ? This 
charge I will take on myself, and hare no doubt of 
succeeding, by means of your treasures, which, as there 
are now so many others in store, may without fear be 
exhausted.” Accordingly the princess, who possessed 
the most consummate skill in the art of persuasion, went 
immediately back through the subterranean passage, 
and presenting herself to the populace from a window 
of the palace, began to harangue them with all the 
address of which she was mistress, whilst Bababalonk 
showered money from both hands amongst the crowd, 
who by these united means were soon appeased. Every 
person retired to his home, and Carathis returned to the 
tower 

Prayer at break of day was announced, when Cara- 
this and Vathek ascended the steps winch led to the 
summit of the tower, where they remained for some' 
time, though the weather was lowering and wet This 
impending gloom corresponded with their malignant dis- 
positions , but when the sun began to break through the 
clouds, they ordered a panlion to be raised as a screen 
against the intrusion of his beams The caliph, over 
come with fatigue, sought refreshment from repose, at 
the same tune hoping that significant dreams might at- 
tend on lus slumbers, whilst the indefatigable Carathis, 
followed by a party of her mutes, descended to prepare 
whatever she judged proper for the oblation of the ap- 
proaching night. 
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By secret stairs, contrived within the thickness of the 
wall, and known only to herself and her son, she first 
repaired to the mysterious recesses in which were de- 
posited the mummies that had been wrested from the 
catacombs of the ancient Pharaohs. Of these she or- 
dered several to be taken. From thence she resorted t,o 
a gallery where, under the guard of fifty female ne- 
groes, mute and blind of the right eye, were preserved 
the oil of the most venomous serpents, rhinoceros’ 
horns, and woods of a subtle and penetrating odour 
procured from the interior of the Indies, together with 
a thousand other horrible rarities. This collection had 
been formed for a purpose like the present, by Carathis 
herself, from a presentiment that she might one daj 
enjoy some intercourse with the infernal powers, to 
whom she had ever been passionately attached, and to 
whose taste she was no stranger. 

To familiarise herself the better with the horrors in 
view, the princess remained in the company of her 
negresses, who squinted in the most amiable manner 
from the only eye they had. and leered with exquisite 
delight at the skulls and skeletons which Carathis had 
drawn forth from her cabinets, all of them making the 
most frightful contortions, and uttering such shrill cliat- 
terings that the princess, stunned by them and suffo- 
cated by the potency of the exhalations, was forced to 
quit the gallery, after stripping it of a part of its 
abominable treasures. 

Whilst she was thus occupied, the caliph, who, in- 
stead of the visions he expected, had acquired in these 
unsubstantial regions a voracious appetite, was greatly 
provoked at the mutes. For having totally forgotten 
their deafness, he had impatiently asked them for food; 
and seeing them regardless of his demand, he began to 
cuff, pinch, and bite them, till Carathis arrived to ter- 
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ruinate a scene so indecent, to the great content of these 
miserable creatures — "Son 1 what means all this?” said 
she, panting for breath. “I thought 1 heard as I came 
up the shrieks of a thousand bats, torn from their cran- 
nies m the recesses of a eav ern , and it was the outcry 
only of these poor mutes, whom you were so unmerci- 
fully abusing In truth, jou but ill deserve the ad- 
mirable proMsion I ha\e brought you” — ‘‘Give it me 
instantlj,” exclaimed the caliph; “I am perishing for 
hunger — “As to that,” answered she, “you must have 
an excellent stomach if it can digest what I have 
brought.” — “Be quick,” replied the caliph; — “but, oh 
heavens ' what horrors 1 What do you intend — 
“Come, come,” returned Carathis, “be not so squeamish, 
but help me to arrange everything properly, and you 
shall see that what jou reject with such symptoms of 
disgust will soon complete vour felicity Let us get 
ready the pile for the sacrifice of tonight, and think 
not of eating till that is performed Know you not that 
all solemn rites ought to be preceded by a rigorous 
abstinence 

The caliph, not daring to object, abandoned himself 
to grief and the wind that ravaged his entrails, whilst 
his mother went forward with the requisite operations. 
Phials of serpents’ oil, mummies, and bones, were soon 
set hi order on the balustrade of the tower. The pile 
began to rise, and in three hours was tw r enty cubits 
high. At length darkness approached, and Carathis, 
having stripped herself to her inmost garment, clapped 
her hands in an impulse of ecstasy. The mutes fol- 
lowed her example, but Vathek, extenuated with hunger 
and impatience, was unable to support himself, and fell 
down in a swoon. The sparks had already kindled the 
dry wood , the venomous oil burst - into a thousand blue 
flames, the mummies, dissolving, emitted a thick d«i> 
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vapour; and the rhinoceros’ horns, beginning to con- 
sume, all together diffused such a stench that the caliph, 
recovering, started from his trance, and gazed wildly 
on the scene in full blaze around him. The oil gushed 
forth in a plenitude of streams, and the negresses, who 
supplied it without intermission, united their cries to 
those of the princess At last the fire became so violent, 
and the flames reflected from the polished marble so 
dazzling, that the caliph, unable to withstand the heat 
and the blaze, effected his escape, and took shelter un- 
der the imperial standard 

In the meantime, the inhabitants of Samarah, scared 
at the light which shone over the city, arose in haste, 
ascended their roofs, beheld the tower oil fire, and 
hurried half naked to the square. Their love for tbeir 
sovereign immediately awoke, and apprehending him m 
danger of perishing ill lus tower, their whole thoughts 
were occupied with the means of his safety. Morakana- 
bad flew from Ins retirement, wiped away his tears, 
and cried out for water like the rest. Bababalouk, 
whose olfactory nerves were more familiarised to magi- 
cal odours, readily conjecturing that Carathis was en- 
gaged in her favourite amusements, strenuously exhorted 
them not to be alarmed Him, however, they treated 
as an old poltroon, and styled him a rascally traitor. 
The camels and dromedaries were advancing with water, 
but no one knew by which way to enter the tower. 
Whilst the populace was obstinate in forcing the doors, 
a violent north-east wind drove an immense volume of 
flame against them. At first they recoiled, but soon 
came back with redoubled zeal. At the same time, the 
stench of the horns and mummies increasing, most of 
the crowd fell backward in a state of suffocation. Those 
that kept their feet mutually wondered at the cause of 
the smell, and admonished each other to retire Mora- 
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kanabad, more sick than the rest, remained in a piteous 
condition. Holding his nose with one hand, every one 
persisted in his efforts with the other to burst open 
the doors and obtain admission. A hundred and forty 
of the strongest and most resolute at length accom- 
plished their purpose Having gained the staircase, by 
their violent exertions they attained a great height in a 
quarter of an hour 

Caratlns, alarmed at the signs of her mutes, advanced 
to the staircase, went down a few steps, and heard sev- 
eral voices calling out from below, — "You shall in a 
moment have water Being rather alert, considering 
her age, she presently regained the top of the tower, 
and bade her son suspend the sacrifice for some min- 
utes, adding, — “We shall soon be enabled to render it 
more grateful. Certain dolts of your subjects, imagin- 
ing, no doubt, that we were on fire, have been rash 
enough to break through those doors which had hitherto 
remained inviolate, for the sake of bringing up water. 
They are very kind, you must allow, so soon to forget 
the wrongs you have done them, but that is of little 
moment. Let us offer them to the Giaour. Let them 
come up. Our mutes, who neither want strength nor 
experience, will soon despatch them, exhausted as they 
are with fatigue.” — "Be it so,” answered the caliph, 
"provided we finish, and I dine.” In fact, these good 
people, out of breath from ascending fifteen hundred 
stairs in such haste, and chagrined at having spilt by 
the way the water they had taken, were no sooner ar- 
rived at the top than the blaze of the flames and the 
fumes of the mummies at once overpowered their senses. 
It was a pity 1 for thev beheld not the agreeable smile 
with which the mutes and negresses adjusted the cord 
to their necks These amiable personages rejoiced, how- 
ever, no less at the scene. Never before had the cere- 
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mony of strangling been performed with so much 
facility. They all fell, without the least resistance or 
struggle, so that Vathek, in the space of a few moments, 
found himself surrounded by the dead bodies of the 
most faithful of his subjects, all which were thrown on 
the top of the pile. Carathis, whose presence of mind 
never forsook her, perceiving that she had carcasses 
sufficient to complete her oblation, commanded the chains 
to be stretched across the staircase and the iron doors 
barncadoed that no more might come up. 

No sooner were these orders obeyed, than the tower 
shook; the dead bodies vanished in the flames, which at 
once changed from a swarthy crimson to a bright rose 
colour; an ambient vapour emitted the most exquisite 
fragrance; the marble columns rang with harmonious 
sounds, and the liquefied horns diffused a delicious per- 
fume. Carathis, m transports, anticipated the success 
of her enterprise, whilst her mutes and negresses, to 
whom these sweets had given the cholic, retired grum- 
bling to their cells. 

Scarcely were they gone when, instead of the pile, 
horns, mummies, and ashes, the caliph both saw and 
felt, with a degree of pleasure which he could not ex- 
press, a table covered with the most magnificent repast - 
flagons of wine and vases of exquisite sherbet reposing 
on snow. He availed himself without scruple of such 
an entertainment, and had already laid hands on a lamb 
stuffed with pistachios, whilst Carathis was privately 
drawing from a filigreen urn a parchment that seemed 
to be endless, and which had escaped the notice of her 
son. Totally occupied m gratifying an importunate 
appetite, he left her to peruse it without interruption; 
which having finished, she said to him m an authorita- 
tive tone, “Put an end to your gluttony, and hear the 
splendid promises with which you are favoured 1 ” She 
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then read as follows — ‘ Vathek, my well beloved, thon 
hast surpassed my hopes My nostrils have been re- 
galed by the savour of thy mummies, thy horns, and 
still more by the lives devoted on the pile. At the full 
of the moon, cause the bands of thy musicians and thy 
tymbals to be heard, depart from thy palace, sur- 
rounded by all the pSgeants of majesty, thy most faith- 
ful slaves, thy best beloved wives, thy most magnificent 
litters, thy richest loaden camels, and set forward on 
thy wav to Istalvar. There I await thy coming That 
is the region of wonders, there shalt thou receive the 
diadem of Gian Ben Gian, the talismans of Soliman, 
and the treasures of the pre-adamite sultans.* There 
shalt thou be solaced with all kinds of delight — But 
beware how thou enterest any dwelling on thy route, 
or thou shalt feel the effects of my anger ” 

The caliph, notwithstanding his habitual luxury, bad 
never before dined with so much satisfaction He gave 
full scope to the joy of these golden tidings, and betook 
himself to drinking anew. Carathis, whose antipathy 
to wine was by no means insuperable, failed not to 
pledge him at every bumper he ironically quaffed to 
the health of Mahomet. This infernal liquor completed 
their impious temerity and prompted them to utter a 
profusion of blasphemies They gave a loose to their 
wit, at the expense of the ass of Balaam, the dog of the 
seven sleepers, and the other animals admitted into the 
paradise of Mahomet In this spnghtlv humour they 
descended the fifteen hundred stairs, diverting them- 
selves, as they went, at the anxious faces they saw on 
the square, through the barbicans and loopholes of the 

•These were princes of evil and workers of magic in the 
Arabian mythology Tht original notes to Vathek discourse 
spaciously on these and other legendarv names found through- 
out the work 
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tower, and at length armed at the royal apartments 
by the subterranean passage Bababalouk was parading 
to and fro, and issuing Ins mandates with great pomp 
to the eunuchs, who were snuffing the lights and paint- 
ing the eyes of the Circassians No sooner did he catch 
sight of the caliph and Ins mother, than he exclaimed, 
— “Hah 1 you have then, I perceive, escaped from the 
flames; I was not, however, altogether out of doubt.” — 
‘Of what moment is it to us what you thought or 
think' 1 ” cried Carathis ‘ go. speed, tell Morakanabad 
that we immediately w ant him , and take care not to 
stop by the way to make your insipid reflections ” 

Morakanabad delayed not to obey the summons, and 
was received by Vathek and his mother with great so- 
lemnity. .They told him with an air of composure and 
commiseration that the fire at the top of the tower was 
extinguished, but that it had cost the lives of the brave 
people who sought to assist them 

“Still more misfortunes'” tried Morakanabad. with a 
sigh. “Ah, commander of the faithful, our holy 
prophet is certainly irritated against us ' it behoves you 
to appease him ” — “We will appease him hereafter,” 
replied the caliph, w ith a smile that augured nothing 
of good. “You will have leisure sufficient for your sup- 
plications during my absence, for this country is the 
bane of my health I am disgusted with the mountain 
of the four fountains, and am resolved to go and drink 
of the stream of Rocnabad. I long to refresh myself 
in the delightful valleys which it waters. Do you, 
with the advice of my mother, govern my dominions, 
and take care to supply whatever her experiments may 
demand; for you well know that our tower abounds in 
materials for the advancement of science.” 

The tower but ill suited Morakanabad’s taste Im- 
mense treasures had been lavished upon it, and nothing 
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had he ever seen earned thither but female negroes, 
mutes, and abominable drugs Xor did he know well 
what to think of Carathis, who, like a chameleon, could 
assume all possible colours. Her cursed eloquence had 
often driven the poor Mussulman to his last shifts. He 
considered, however, that if she possessed but few good 
qualities, her son had still fewer, and that the alter- 
native on the whole would he in her favour. Consoled, 
therefore, with this reflection, he went m good spirits 
to soothe the populace and make the proper arrange- 
ments for Ins master’s journev 

Vathek, to conciliate the spirits of the subterranean 
palate, resolved that his expedition should be uncom- 
monly splendid With this view he confiscated on all 
sides the property of his subjects, whilst his worthy 
mother stripped the seraglios she visited of the gems 
they contained. She collected all the sempstresses and 
embroiderers of Samarah and other cities to the distance 
of sixty leagues to prepare pavilions, palanquins, sofas, 
canopies, and litters for the tram of the monarch. 
There was not left in Masuhpatan a single piece of 
chintz, and so much muslin had been brought up to 
dress out Bababalouk and the other black eunuchs that 
there remained not an ell of it in the whole Irak of 
Babylon. 

During these preparations, Carathis, who never lost 
sight of her great object, which was to obtain favour 
with the powers of darkness, made select parties of the 
fairest and most delicate ladies of the city, but in tbe 
midst of their gaiety she contrived to introduce vipers 
amongst them, and to break pots of scorpions under the 
table. They all bit to a wonder, and Carathis would 
have left her friends to die, were it not that, to fill 
up the time, she now and then amused herself in cur- 
ing their wounds with an excellent anodyne of her own 
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invention; for this good princess abhorred being 
indolent. 

Vathek, who was not altogether so active as his 
mother, devoted his time to the sole gratification of his 
senses in the palaces which were severally dedicated to 
them. He disgusted himself no more with the divan, 
or the mosque One half of Samarali followed Ins 
example, whilst the other lamented the progress of 
corruption. 

In the midst of these transactions, the embassy re- 
turned which had bten sent in pious times to Mecca. 
It consisted of the most reverend moullahs, who had ful- 
filled their commission and brought back one of those 
precious besoms which are used to sweep the sacred 
Cahaba,* a present truly worthy of the greatest po- 
tentate on earth ' 

The caliph happened at this instant to be engaged in 
an apartment by no means adapted to the reception of 
embassies. He heard the voice of Bababalouk calling 
out from between the door and the tapestry that hung 
before it. — “Here are the excellent Edris al Shafei, and 
the seraphic Al Mouhateddin, who have brought the 
besom from Mecca, and, with tears of joy, entreat they 
may present it to your majesty in person ” — “Let them 
bring the besom hither, it may be of use,” said Vathek 
— “How answered Bababalouk, half aloud and 
amazed. — “Obey,” replied the caliph, "for it is my 
sovereign will, go instantly, vanish' for here will I re- 
ceive the good folk who have thus filled thee with joy.” 

The eunuch departed muttering, and bade the vener- 
able train attend him. A sacred rapture was diffused 
amongst these reverend old men Though fatigued with 
the length of their expedition, they followed Bababalouk 

‘Today generally spelled Kaaba The most sacred portion 
of the temple at Mecca 
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with an alertness almost miraculous, and felt them- 
selves Highly flattered as they swept along the stately 
porticoes, that the caliph would not receive them like 
ambassadors in ordinary m his hall of audience. Soon 
reaching the interior of the harem, (where, through 
blinds of Persian, they perceived large soft eyes, dark 
and blue, that came and went like lightning,) penetrated 
with respect and wonder, and full of their celestial mis- 
sion, they advanced in proctssion towards the small 
corridors that appeared to terminate m nothing, but 
nevertheless led to the cell where the caliph expected 
their coming, 

“What* is the commander of the faithful sick ? ” said 
Edris al Shafei, in a low voice to his companion — “I 
rather think he is in his orators ,” answered Al Mouha- 
teddin Vathck, who heard the dialogue, cried out, — 
“What imports it you, how I am employed s Approach 
without delay ’’ The) advanced, whilst the caliph, with- 
out showing himself, put forth his hand from behind 
tht tapestry that hung before the door, and demanded 
of them the besom. Having prostrated themselves as 
well as the corridor would permit, and even in a toler- 
able semicircle, the venerable Al Shafei, drawing forth 
the besom from the* embroidered and perfumed scarves 
in which it had been enveloped and secured from the 
profane gaze of vulgar eves, arose from his associates, 
and advanced with an air of the most awful solemnity 
towards the supposed oratory. But with what astonish- 
ment 1 with w'hat horror was he seized 1 Vathek, burst- 
ing out with a villanous laugh, snatched the besom 
from his trembling hand, and fixing upon some cobwebs 
that hung from the ceiling, gravely brushed them away 
till not a single one remained The old men, over- 
powered with amazement, were unable to lift their 
beards from the ground; for, as Vathek had carelessly 
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left the tapestry between them half drawn, they were 
witnesses of the whole transaction. Their tears be- 
dewed the marble. A 1 Mouhateddm swooned through 
mortification and fatigue, whilst the caliph, throwing 
himself backward on his seat, shouted and clapped his 
hands without mere} At last, addressing himself to 
Bababalouk, — “My dear black,” said he, “go, regale 
these pious poor souls with my good wine from Schirae, 
since they can boast of hawng seen more of my palace 
than any one besides ” Hating said this, he threw the 
besom in their faces, and wmt to enjoy the laugh with 
Carathis. Bababalouk did all in his power to console 
the ambassadors, but the two most infirm expired on 
the spot, the rest were carried to their beds, from 
whence, being heartbroken w'lth sorrow and shame, 
they never arose. 

The succeeding night Vathek, attended by las 
mother, ascended the tower to see if everything were 
ready for his journey, for he had great faith in the 
influence of the stars. The planets appeared m their 
most favourable aspects The caliph, to enjoy so flat- 
tering a sight, supped guih on the roof, und fancied 
that he heard during his repast loud shouts of laughter 
resound through the skv in a manner that inspired the 
fullest assurance 

All was in motion at the palace, lights were kept 
burning through the whole of the night, the sound of 
implements, and of artisans finishing their work, the 
voices of women, and their guardians, who sung at 
their embroidery, all conspired to interrupt the stillness 
of nature, and infinite!} delighted the heart of Vathek, 
who imagined himself going m triumph to sit upon the 
throne of Sohman The people were not less satisfied 
than himself, all assisted to accelerate the moment 
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which should rescue them from the wayward caprices 
of so extravagant a master. 

The day preceding the departure of this infatuated 
prince was employed by Carathis m repeating to him 
the decrees of the mysterious parchment, which she had 
thoroughly gotten by heart, and m recommending him 
not to enter the habitation of any one by the way — 
"For well thou knowest,” added she, “how liquorish 
thy taste is after good dishes and j 7 oung damsels. Let 
me therefore enjoin thee to be content with thy old 
cooks, who are the best in the world, and not to forget 
that in thy ambulatory seraglio there are at least three 
dozen of pretty faces which Bababalouk has not yet 
unveiled. I myself have a great desire to watch over 
thy conduct and visit the subterranean palace, which, 
no doubt, contains whatever can interest persons like 
us. There is nothing so phasing as retiring to caverns: 
mv tusti for dead bodies, and everything like mummy, 
is di cided , and, I am confident thou wilt see the most 
exquisite of their kind Forget ine not then, but the 
moment thou art m possession of the talismans which 
are to open the wav to the mineral kingdoms and the 
centre of the earth itself, fail not to despatch some 
trusty genius to take me and mv cabinet, for the oil of 
the serpents I have pint hid to death will be a pretty 
present to the Giaour, who cannot but be charmed with 
such duinties.” 

Scarcelj had Carathis ended this edifying discourse, 
when the sun, setting behind tl e mountain of the four 
fountains, gave place to the rising moon. This planet, 
being that evening at full, appeared of unusual beauty 
and magnitude in the eyes of the women, the eunuchs, 
and the pages, who weie all impatient to set forward. 
The city re-echoed with shouts of joy and flourishing of 
trumpets. Nothing was visible but plumes nodding on 
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pavilions, and aigrets shining in the mild lustre of the 
moon. The spacious square resembled an immense 
parterre variegated with the most stately tulips of the 
East. 

Arrayed in the robes which were only worn at the 
most distinguished ceremonials, and supported by his 
vizir and Bababalouk, the caliph descended the great 
staircase of the tower in the sight of all his people. He 
could not forbear pausing at intervals to admire the 
superb appearance which everywhere courted his view; 
whilst the whole multitude, even to the camels with 
their sumptuous burdens, knelt down before him. For 
some time a general stillness prevailed, which nothing 
happened to disturb but the shrill screams of some 
eunuchs in the rear. These vigilant guards, having 
remarked certain cages of the ladies swagging some- 
what awry, and discovered that a few adventurous 
gallants had contrived to get m, soon dislodged the en- 
raptured culprits, and consigned them with good com- 
mendations to the surgeons of the seraiL The majesty 
of so magnificent a spectacle was not, however, vio- 
lated by incidents like these. Vathek, meanwhile, sa- 
luted the moon with an idolatrous air, that neither 
pleased Morakanabad nor the doctors of the law, any 
more than the vizirs and grandees of his court, who 
were all assembled to enjoy the last view of their 
sovereign. 

At length the clarions and trumpets from the top of 
the tower announced the prelude of departure. Though 
the instruments were in unison with each other, yet a 
singular dissonance was blended with their sounds. 
This proceeded from Carathis, who was singing her dire- 
ful orisons to the Giaour, while the negresses and mutes 
supplied thorough bass without articulating a word. 
The good Mussulmans fancied that they heard the sul- 
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len hum of those nocturnal insects which presage evil, 
and importuned Vathek to beware how he ventured his 
sacred person. 

On a given signal the great standard of the Califat 
was displayed ; twenty thousand lances shope around 
it, and the caliph, treading royally on the cloth of gold 
which had been spread for his feet, ascended his litter 
amidst the general acclamations of his subjects. 

The expedition commenced with the utmost order, and 
so entire a silence that even the locusts were heard 
from the thickets on the plain of Catoul. Gaiety and 
good humour prevailing, they made full six leagues be- 
fore the dawn, and the morning star was still glittering 
in the firmament when the whole of this numerous train 
had halted on the banks of the Tigris, where they en- 
camped to repose for the rest of the day. 

The three days that followed were spent in the same 
manner, but on the fourth the heavens looked angry. 
Lightnings broke forth in frequent flashes, re-echoing 
peals of thunder succeeded, and the trembling Circas- 
sians clung with all their might to their ugly guardians. 
The caliph himself was greatly inclined to take shelter 
in the large town of Ghulchissar, the governor of which 
came forth to meet him and tendered every kind of re- 
freshment the place could supply. But, having ex- 
amined his tablets, he suffered the rain to soak him al- 
most to the bone, notwithstanding the importunity of 
his first favourites. Though he began to regret the 
palace of the senses, yet he lost not sight of his enter- 
prise, and his sanguine expectation confirmed his resolu- 
tion. His geographers were ordered to attend him, but 
the weather proved so terrible that these poor people 
exhibited a lamentable appearance; and their maps of 
the different countries, spoiled by the rain, were in a 
still worse plight than themselves. As no long journey 
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had been nndertaken since the time of Haronn al Ras- 
chid, every onfe was ignorant which way to turn, and 
Vathek, though well versed in the course of the heavens, 
no longer knew his situation on earth. He thundered 
even louder than the elements, and muttered forth cer- 
tain hints of the bow-string which were not very sooth- 
ing to literary ears. Disgusted at the toilsome weari- 
ness of the way, he determined to cross over the craggy 
heights and follow the guidance of a peasant, who un- 
dertook to bring him in four days to Rocnabud. Remon- 
strances were all to no purpose; his resolution was 
fixed. 

The females and eunuchs uttered shrill wailings at 
the sight of the precipices below them, and the dreary 
prospects that opened in the vast gorges of the moun- 
tains. Before they could reach the ascent of the steep- 
est rock, night overtook them, and a boisterous tempest 
arose which, having rent the awnings of the palanquins 
and cages, exposed to the raw gusts the poor ladies 
within, who had never before felt so piercing a cold. 
The dark clouds that overcast the face of the sky deep- 
ened the horrors of this disastrous night, insomuch that 
nothing could be heard distinctly but the mewling of 
pages and lamentations of sultanas. 

To increase the general misfortune, the frightful up- 
roar of wild beasts resounded at a distance, and there 
was soon perceived m the forest they were skirting the 
glaring of eyes which could belong only to devils or 
tigers. The pioneers, who as well as they could had 
marked out a track, and a part of the advanced guard, 
were devoured before they had been in the least apprised 
of their danger. The confusion that prevailed was ex- 
treme. Wolves, tigers and other carnivorous animals, 
invited by the howling of their companions, flocked to- 
gether from every quarter. The crashing of bones was 
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heard on all sides, and a fearful rush of wmgs over- 
head, for now vultures also began to be of the party. 

The terror at length reached the main body of the 
troops which surrounded the monarch and his harem at 
the distance of two leagues from the scene. Vathek 
(voluptuously reposed m his capacious litter upon 
cushions of silk, with two little pages beside him of 
complexions more fair than the enamel of Franguistan, 
who were occupied m keeping off flies), was soundly 
asleep, and contemplating in his dreams the treasures 
of Soliman. The sh r »ekx, however, of Ins wives awoke 
him with a start, and, instead of the Giaour with his 
key of gold, he beheld Bahabalouk full of consternation 
“Sire,” exclaimed this good servant of the most potent 
of tnouarchs, “misfortune is arrived at its height, wild 
beasts, who entertain no more reverence for your sacred 
person than for a dead ass, have beset your camels and 
their drivers. Thirty of the most richly laden are al- 
ready become their prey, as well as your confectioners, 
your cooks, and purveyors, and unless our holy Prophet 
should protect \js, we shall have all eaten our last 
meal.” 

At the mention of eating, the caliph lost all patience. 
He began to bellow, and even beat himself (for there 
was no seeing in the dark). The rumour every instant 
increased, and Bababalouk, finding no good could be 
done with bis master, stopped both his ears against the 
hurlyburly of the harem, and called out aloud, — “Come, 
ladies and brothers ' all hands to work. Strike light m 
a moment' Never shall it be said that the commander 
of the faithful served to regale these infidel brutes.” 
Though there wanted not in this bevy of beauties a 
sufficient number of capricious and wav ward, yet on 
the present occasion they were all compliance. Fires 
were visible in a twinkling in all their cages. Ten thou- 
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sand torches were lighted at once. The caliph himself 
seised a large one of wax; every person followed his 
example; and by kindling ropes’ ends dipped in oil and 
fastened on poles, an amaeing blase was spread. The 
rocks were covered with the splendour of sunshine. The 
trails of sparks, wafted by the wind, communicated to 
the dry fern, of which there was plenty. Serpents were 
observed to crawl forth from their Tetreats with amaze- 
ment and hissings, whilst the horses snorted, stamped 
the ground, tossed their noses in the air, and plunged 
about without mercy. 

One of the forests of cedar that bordered their way 
took fire; and the branches that overhung the path, ex- 
tending their flames to the muslins and chintzes which 
covered the cages of the ladies, obliged them to jump 
out, at the peril of their necks. Vathek, who vented on 
the occasion a thousand blasphemies, was himself com- 
pelled to touch “with his sacred feet the naked earth. 

Never had such an incident happened before. Full 
of mortification, shame and despondence, and not know- 
ing how to walk, the ladies fell into tl*e dirt. “Must I 
go on foot'*” said one. “Must I wet my feet ? ” cried 
another. “Must I soil my dress’ 1 ” asked a third “Exe- 
crable Bababalouk *” exclaimed all. "Outcast of hell 1 
what hast thou to do with torches? Better were it to be 
eaten by tigers than to fall into our present condition 1 
we are *for ever undone 1 Not a porter is there m the 
army, nor a currier of camels, but hath seen some part 
of our bodies, and, what is worse, our very faces *” On 
saying this the most bashful amongst them hid their 
foreheads on the ground, while such as had more bold- 
ness flew at Bababalouk , but he, well apprised of theiT 
humour, and not wanting in shrewdness, betook bim- 
Sfelf to his heels along with his comrades, all dropping 
their torches and striking their tymbals. 
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It was not less light than m the brightest of the dog- 
days, and the weather was hot in proportion; but how 
degrading was the spectacle to behold the caliph bespat- 
tered like an ordinary mortal 1 As the exercise of his 
faculties seemed to be suspended, one of Ins Ethiopian 
wives (for he delighted in variety) clasped him in her 
arms, threw him upon her shoulder like a sack of dates, 
and, finding that the fire was hemming them in, set off 
with no small expedition, considering the weight of her 
burden. The other ladies, who had just learned the 
use of their feet, followed her their guards galloped 
after , and the camel-drivers brought up the rear as fast 
as their charge would permit. 

They soon reached the spot where the wild beasts had 
commenced the carnage, but which they had too much 
good sense not to leave at the approaching of the 
tumult, having made besides a most luxurious supper. 
Bababalouk nevertheless seised on a few of the plump- 
est, which were unable to budge from the place, and 
began to flay them with admirable adroitness. The 
cavalcade having proceeded so far from the conflagra- 
tion that the heat felt rather grateful than violent, it 
was immediately resolved on to halt. The tattered 
chintzes were picked up, the scraps left by the wolves 
and tigers interred, and vengeance was taken on some 
dozens of vultures that were too much glutted to rise 
on the wing. The camels, which had been left un- 
molested to make sal ammoniac, being numbered, and 
the ladies once more enclosed in their cages, the im- 
perial tent was pitched on the levellest ground they 
could find. 

Vathek, reposing upon a mattress of down, and toler- 
ably recovered from the jolting of the Ethiopian, who 
to his feelings seemed the roughest trotting jade he 
had hitherto mounted, called out for something to eat. 



174 WILLIAM BECKFORD 

Bat, alas ' those delicate cakes which had been baked 
m silver ovens for his royal mouth, those rich manchets, 
amber comfits, flagons of Schiraz wine, porcelain vase* 
of snow, and grapes from the banks of the Tigris, were 
all irremediably lost 1 And nothing had Bababalook to 
present in their stead but a roasted wolf, vultures a la 
daube, aromatic herbs of the most acrid poignancy, 
rotten truffles, boiled thistles, and such other wild plants 
as must ulcerate the throat and parch up the tongue. 
Nor was he better provided in the article of drink, for 
he could procure nothing to accompany these irritating 
viands but a few phials of abominable brandy which 
had been secreted by the scullions in their slippers. 
Vathek made wry faces at so savage a repast, and 
Bababalouk answered them with shrugs and contor- 
tions. The caliph, however, eat with tolerable appe- 
tite, and fell into a nap that lasted six hours. 

The splendour of the sun. reflected from the white 
cliffs of the mountains, in spite of the curtains that 
enclosed Vathek, at length disturbed his repose. He 
awoke terrified, and stung to the quick by wormwood- 
colour flies, which emitted from their wings a suffocat- 
ing stench. The miserable monarch was perplexed how 
to act, though his wits were not idle in seeking ex- 
pedients; whilst Bababalouk lay snoring amidst a 
swarm of those insects that busily thronged to pay court 
to his nose The little pages, famished with hunger, 
had dropped their fans on the ground, and exerted their 
dying voices in bitter reproaches on the caliph, who 
now for the first time heard the language of truth. 

Thus stimulated, he renewed his imprecations against 
the Giaour, and bestowed upon Mahomet some soothing 
expressions. ‘‘Where am I?” cried he; “what are 
these dreadful rocks — these valleys of darkness? Are 
we arrived at the horrible Kaf ? Is the Simurgh com- 
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ing to pluck out my eyes, as a punishment for under- 
taking this impious enterprise Having said this he 
turned himself towards an outlet m the side of hi3 
pavilion; but, alas’ what objects occurred to his view? 
On one side a plain of blank sand that appeared to be 
unbounded, and on the other perpendicular crags, bris- 
tled over with those abominable thistles which had so 
severely lacerated his tongue He fancied, however, 
that he perceived amongst the brambles and briars some 
gigantic flowers, but was mistaken, for these were only 
the dungliug palampores and variegated tatters of his 
gay retinue. As there were several clefts in the rock 
from whence water seemed to have flowed, Vathek ap- 
plied his ear with the hope of catching the sound of 
some latent torrent, but could only distinguish ths. low 
murmurs of his people, who were repining at their jour 
ney and complaining tor the want of watei, “To what 
purpose,” asked they, "have we been brought hither' 1 
Hath our caliph another tower to build ? or have the 
relentless afrits whom Carathis so much loves fixed 
their abode in this pi ice 3 " 

At the name of Carotins, Vathek recollected the tab- 
lets he had received from Ins mother, who assured him 
they were fraught with preternatural qualities, and ad- 
vised loin to consult them as emergencies might require. 
Whilst he was engaged m turning them over, he heard 
a shout of joy and a loud clapping of hands. The 
curtains of Ins pavilion were soon drawn back, and be 
beheld Bababalouk f illowed by a troop of his favourites, 
conducting two dwarfs, each a cubit high, who brought 
between them a large basket of melons, oranges, and 
pomegranates They were singing in the sweetest tones 
the words that follow — We dwell on the top of these 
rocks, in a cabin of rushes and canes The eagles envy 
us our nests. A small spring supplies us with water 
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for the Abdest,* and we daily repeat prayers, which 
the Prophet approves. We love you, O commander of 
the faithful! Our master, the good Emir Fakreddin, 
loves you also; he reveres, in your person, the vicegerent 
of Mahomet. Little as we are, m us he confides he 
knows our hearts to be as good as our bodies are con- 
temptible, and hath placed us here to aid those who 
are bewildered on these dreary mountains. Last night, 
whilst we were occupied within our cell in reading the 
holy Koran, a sudden hurricane blew out our lights, 
and rocked our habitation. For two whole hours a pal- 
pable darkness prevailed, but we heard sounds at a dis- 
tance which we conjectured to proceed from the bells 
of a cafila,f passing over the rocks Our ears were 
soon filled with deplorable shrieks, frightful roarings, 
and the sound of tymbals. Chilled with terror, we con- 
cluded that the Deggial, with his exterminating angels, 
had sent forth his plagues on the earth. In the midst 
of these melancholy reflections we perceived flames of 
the deepest red glow in the horizon, and found ourselves 
iii a few moments covered with flakes of fire. Amazed 
at so strange an appearance, we took up the volume 
dictated by the blessed Intelligence, and kneeling, by 
the light of the fire that surrounded us, we recited the 
verse which says, ‘Put no trust in anything but the 
mercy of Heaven, there is no help save in the holy 
Prophet - the mountain of Kaf, itself, may tremble, it 
is the power of Allah only that cannot be moved ' After 
having pronounced these words, we felt consolation, 
and our minds were hushed into a sacred repose. 
Silence ensued, and our ears clearly distinguished a 
voice in the air saying, — ‘Servants of my faithful serv- 
ant* go down to the happy valley of Fakreddin; tell 

• The Mahometan ablutions before prayers. 

t Caravan 
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him that an illustrious opportunity now offers to satiate 
the thirst of his hospitable heart. The commander of 
true believers is this day bewildered amongst these 
mountains, and stands in need of thy aid.’ — We obeyed, 
with joy, the angelic mission, and our master, filled 
with pious zeal, hath culled with his own hands these 
melons, oranges, and pomegranates. He is following 
us with a hundred dromedaries, laden with the purest 
waters of his fountains, and is coming to kiss the frmge 
of your consecrated robe, and implore you to enter his 
humble habitation, which, placed amidst these barren 
wilds, resembles an emerald set in lead ” The dwarfs, 
having ended their address, remained still standing, and 
with hands crossed upon their bosoms, preserved a re- 
spectful silence. 

Vathek, in the midst of this curious harangue, seized 
the basket, and long before it was finished, the fruits 
had dissolved in his mouth. As he continued to eat, his 
piety increased, and in the same breath he recited his 
prayers and called for the Koran and sugar. 

Such was the state of his mind when the tablets, 
winch were thrown by at the approach of the dwarfs, 
again attracted his eve He took them up, but was 
ready to drop on the ground when he beheld, in large 
red characters, inscribed by Carathis, these words, 
which were, indeed, enough to make him tremble "Be- 
ware of old doctors and tbeir puny messengers of but 
one cubit high Distrust their pious frauds, and in- 
stead of eating their melons empale on a spit the 
bearers of them. Shouldest thou be such a fool as to 
visit them, the portal of the subterranean palace will 
shut m thy face with such force as shall shake thee 
asunder, thy body shall be spit upon, and bats will 
nestle in thy belly ” 

"To what tends this ominous rhapsody' 1 " cries the 



178 WILLIAM BECKFORD 

caliph; “and must I, then, perish in these deserts with 
thirst, whilst I may refresh myself in the delicious val- 
ley of melons and cucumbers ? Accursed be the Giaour 
with his portal of ebony 1 he hath made me dance at- 
tendance too long already. Besides, who shall prescribe 
laws to me? I, forsooth, must not enter any one’s 
habitation! Be it so, but what one can I enter that is 
not my own f ” Bababalouk, who lost not a syllable of 
this soliloquy, applauded it with all his heart, and the 
ladies for the first time agreed with him in opinion. 

The dwarfs were entertained, caressed, and seated 
with great ceremony on little cushions of satin The 
symmetry of their persons was a subject of admira- 
tion; not an Inch of them was suffered to pass 
unexamined. Knick-knacks and dainties were offered 
in profusion; but all Were declined with respectful 
gravity. They climbed up the sides of the caliph’s seat, 
and placing themselves each on one of his shoulders, 
began to whisper prayers m his ears. Their tongues 
quivered like aspen leaves; and the patience of Vathek 
was almost exhausted, when the acclamations of the 
troops announced the approach of Fakreddin, who waa 
come with a hundred old grey-beards and as many 
Korans and dromedaries. They instantly set about their 
ablutions, and began to repeat the Bismillah. Vathek, 
to get rid of these officious monitors, followed their 
example, for his hands were burning. 

The good emir, who was punctiliously religious, and 
likewise a great dealer in compliments, made an ha- 
rangue five times more prolix and insipid than his little 
harbingers had already delivered. The caliph, unable 
any longer to refrain, exclaimed, — “For the love of 
Mahomet, my dear Fakreddin, have done' Let us pro- 
ceed to your valley, and enjoy the fruits that Heaven 
hath vouchsafed you.” The hint of proceeding put all 
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into motion. The venerable attendants of the emir set 
forward somewhat slowly, but Vathek having ordered 
his little pages in private to goad on the dromedaries, 
loud fits of laughter broke forth from the cages; for the 
unwieldy curvetting of these poor beasts, and the ri- 
diculous distress of their superannuated nders, afforded 
the ladies no small entertainment 

They descended, however, unhurt into the valley, by 
the easy slopes which the emir had ordered to be cut in 
the rock, and already the murmuring of streams and 
the rustling of leaves began to catch their attention 
The cavalcade soon entered a path which was skirted 
by flowering shrubs, and extended to a vast wood of 
palm trees, whose branches overspread a vast building 
of freestone. This edifice was crowned with nine domes, 
and adorned with as many portals of bronze, on which 
was engraven the following inscription — “This is the 
asylum of pilgrims, the refuge of travellers, and the 
depositary of secrets from all parts of the world.” 

Nine pages, beautiful as the day, and decently clothed 
in robes of Egyptian linen, were standing at each door. 
They received the whole retinue with an easy and invit- 
ing air. Four of the most amiable placed the caliph on 
a magnificent tecthtrevan,* four others, somewhat less 
graceful, took charge of Bababalouk, who capered for 
joy at the snug little cabin that fell to his share. The 
pages that remained waited on the rest of the train. 

Every man being gone out of sight, the gate of a large 
enclosure on the right turned on its harmonious hinges; 
and a young female of a slender form came forth. Her 
light brown hair floated in the hazy breeze of the twi- 
light A troop of j oung maidens, like the Pleiades, 
attended her on tiptoe. They "hastened to the pavilions 
that contained the sultanas, and the young lady, grace- 

* Throne. 
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fully bending, said to them, — “Charming princesses! 
every thing is ready; we have prepared beds for your 
repose, and strewed your apartments with jasmine. 
No insects will keep off slumber from visiting your eye- 
lids ; we will dispel them with a thousand plumes. Come, 
then, amiable ladies ’ refresh your delicate feet and your 
ivory limbs in baths of rose-water, and, by the light 
of perfumed lamps your servants will amuse you with 
tales. The sultanas accepted with pleasure these oblig- 
ing offers, and followed the young lady to the emir’s 
harem, where we must, for a moment, leave them, and 
return to the caliph. 

Vathek found himself beneath a vast dome, illu- 
minated by a thousand lamps of rock crystal As many 
vases of the same material, filled with excellent sherbet, 
sparkled on a large table, where a profusion of viands 
were spread. Amongst others were rice boiled in milk 
of almonds, saffron soups, and lamb a la creme, of all 
which the caliph was amazingly fond. He took of each 
as much as he was able, testified his sense of the emir’s 
friendship by the gaiety of his heart, and made the 
dwarfs dance against their will, — for these little dev- 
otees durst not refuse the commander of the faithful. 
At last he spread himself on the sofa and slept sounder 
than he ever had before. 

Beneath this dome a general silence prevailed; for 
there was nothing to disturb it but the jaws of Bababa- 
look, who had untrussed himself to eat with greater ad- 
vantage, being anxious to make amends for his fast in 
the mountains. As his spirits were too high to admit 
of his sleeping, and hating to be idle, he proposed with 
himself to visit the harem, and repair to his charge of 
the ladies, to examine if they had been properly lubri- 
cated with the balm of Mecca, if their eyebrows and 
tresses were in order , and, in a word, to perform all 
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the little offices they might need. He sought for a long 
time together, but without being able to find out the 
door. He durst not speak aloud, for fear of disturbing 
the caliph , and not a soul was stirring in the precincts 
of the palace. He almost despaired of effecting his 
purpose, when a low whispering just reached his ear. 
It came from the dwarfs, who were returned to their 
old occupation, and, for the nine hundred and ninety- 
ninth tune in their lives, were reading over the Koran. 
They very politely invited Bababalouk to be of their 
party, but his head was full of other concerns The 
dwarfs, though not a little scandalised at his dissolute 
morals, directed him to the apartments he wanted to 
find. 

His way thither led through a hundred dark corridors, 
along which he groped as be went, and at last began to 
catch from the extremity of a passage the charming 
gossiping of the women, which not a little delighted his 
heart. “Ah, ha' what, not yet asleep cried he; and, 
taking long strides as he spoke, “did you not suspect 
me of abjuring my charge Two of the black 
eunuchs, on hearing a voice so loud, left their party 
m haste, sabre in hand, to discover the cause, but pres- 
ently was repeated on all sides, — “ ’Tis only Bababa- 
louk ' no one but Bababalouk This circumspect guar- 
dian, having gone up to a thin veil of carnation-colour 
silk that hung before the doorway, distinguished by 
means of the softened splendour that shone through it 
an oval bath of dark porphyry, surrounded by curtains 
festooned in large folds. Through the apertures be- 
tween them, as they were not drawn close, groups of 
young slaves were visible) among whom Bababalouk 
perceived his pupds, indulgingly expanding their arms, 
as if to embrace the perfumed water and refresh them- 
selves after their fatigues. The looks of tendc- ’anguor. 
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their confidential whispers, and the enchanting smiles 
with which they were imparted, the exquisite fragrance 
of the roses all combined to inspire a voluptuousness 
which even Bababalouk himself was scarce able to 
withstand. 

He summoned up, however, his usual solemnity, and 
in the peremptory tone of authority commanded the la- 
dies instantly to leave the bath. Whilst he was issuing 
these mandates, the young Nouronihar, daughter of the 
emir, who was as sprightly as an antelope, and full of 
wanton gaiety, beckoned one of her slaves to let down 
the great swing which was suspended to the ceiling by 
cords of silk, and whilst this was doing, winked to her 
companions in the bath, who, chagrined to be forced 
from so soothing a state of indolence, began to twist 
and entangle their hair to plague and detain Bababa- 
louk, and teased him besides with a thousand vagaries. 

Nouronihar, perceiving that he was nearly out of pa- 
tience, accosted him with an arch air of respectful con- 
cern, and said, — -“My lord ' it is not by any means de- 
cent that the chief eunuch of the caliph, our sovereign, 
should thus continue standing , deign but to recline your 
graceful person upon this sofa, which will burst with 
vexation if it have not the honour to receive you” 
Caught by these flattering accents, Bababalouk gallantly 
replied, — "Delight of the apple of my eye 1 I accept 
the invitation of your honied lips; and, to say truth, 
my senses are dazzled with the radiance that beams 
from your charms.” — “Repose, then, at your ease,” re- 
plied the beauty, as she placed him on the pretended 
sofa, which, quicker than lightning, flew up all at once. 
The rest of the women, having aptly conceived her de- 
sign, sprang naked from the bath, and plied the swing 
with such unmerciful jerks that it swept through the 
whole compass of a very lofty dome, and took from the 
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poor victim all power of respiration. Sometimes his 
feet rased the surface of the water, and, at others, the 
skylight almost flattened his nose. In vain did he fill 
the air with the cries of a voice that resembled the ring- 
ing of a cracked jar, their peals of laughter were still 
predominant. 

Nouronihar, m the inebriety of youthful spirits, being 
used only to eunuchs of ordinary harems, and having 
never seen any thing so eminently disgusting, was far 
more diverted than all of the rest. She began to parody 
some Persian verses, and sang, with an accent most 
demurely piquant, — “Oh, gentle white dove 1 as thou 
soar’st through the air, vouchsafe one kind glance on 
the mate of thy love Melodious Philomel, I am thy 
rose, warble some couplet to ravish my heart'” 

The sultanas and their slaves, stimulated by these 
pleasantries, persevered at the swing with such unre- 
mitted assiduity that at length the cord which had se- 
cured it snapped suddenly asunder, and Bababalouk 
fell, floundering like a turtle, to the bottom of the bath. 
Tins accident occasioned an universal shout Twelve 
little doors, till now unobserved, flew open at once, and 
the ladies in an instant made their escape, but not be- 
fore having heaped all the towels on his head and put 
out the lights that remained 

The deplorable animal, in water to the chin, over- 
whelmed with darkness, and unable to extricate him- 
self from the wrappers that embarrassed him, was still 
doomed to hear for his further consolation the fresh 
bursts of merriment lus disaster occasioned. He bustled, 
but in vain, to get from the bath, for the margin was 
become so slippery with the oil spilt in breaking the 
lamps, that at every effort he slid back with a plunge 
which resounded aloud through the hollow of the dome. 
These cursed peals of laughter were redoubled at every 
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relapse, and he, who thought the place infested rather 
by devils than women, resolved to cease groping and 
abide in the bath, where he' amused himself with solilo- 
quies interspersed with imprecations, of which his ma- 
licious neighbours, reclining on down, suffered not an 
accent to escape. In this delectable plight the morning 
surprised him. The caliph, wondering at his absence, 
had caused him to be sought for everywhere. At last, 
he was drawn forth almost smothered from under the 
wisp of linen, and wet even to the marrow. Limping, 
and his teeth chattering with cold, he approached his 
master, who enquired what was the matter, and how 
he came soused in so strange a pickle? — “And why did 
you enter this cursed lodged” answered Bababalouk, 
gruffly. “Ought a monarch like you to visit with his 
harem the abode of a grey-bearded emir, who knows 
nothing of life* — And with what gracious damsels doth 
the place too abound' Fancy to yourself how they have 
soaked me like a burnt crust, and made me dance like a 
jack-pudding, the bvelong night through, on their 
damnable swing. What an excellent lesson for your sul- 
tanas, into whom I had instilled such reserve and 
decorum'” Vathek, comprehending not a syllable of 
all this invective, obliged him to relate minutely the 
transaction; but, instead of sympathising with the miser- 
able sufferer, he laughed immoderately at the device of 
the swing and the figure of Bababalouk mounted upon 
it. The stung eunuch could scarcely preserve the sem- 
blance of respect. “Ay, laugh, my lord ! laugh,” said 
he; “but I wish this Nouromhar would play some trick 
on you; she is too wicked to spare even majesty itself.” 
These words made for the present but a slight impres- 
sion on the caliph; but they not long after recurred to 
his mind. 

This conversation was cut short by Fakreddin, who 
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came to request that Vathek would join in the prayers 
and ablutions to be solemnised on a spacious meadow 
watered by innumerable streams. The caliph found 
the waters refreshing, but the prayers abominably irk- 
some. He diverted himself, however, with the multi- 
tude of calenders, santons, and derviches,* who were 
continually coming and going; but especially with the 
bramins, faquirs, and other enthusiasts, who had trav- 
elled from the heart of India and halted on their way 
with the emir. These latter had each of them some 
mummery peculiar to himself. One dragged a huge 
chain wherever he went, another an ouran-outang, whilst 
a third was furnished with scourges, and all performed 
to a charm. Some would climb up trees, holding one 
foot in the air; others poise themselves over a fire, and 
without mercy fillip their noses. There were some 
amongst them that cherished vermin, which were not un- 
grateful in requitting their caresses. These rambling 
fanatics revolted the hearts of the derviches, the calen- 
ders, and santons However, the vehemence of their 
aversion soon subsided, under the hope that the pres- 
ence of the caliph would cure their folly and convert 
them to the Mussulman faith. But alas 1 how great 
was their disappointment ' for Vathek, instead of preach- 
ing to them, treated them as buffoons, bade them pre- 
sent his compliments to Visnow and Ixhora, and dis- 
covered a predilection for a squat old man from the 
Isle of Serendib who was more ridiculous than any of 
the rest. "Come said he, ‘ for the love of your gods, 
bestow a few slaps on your chops to amuse me.” The 
old fellow, offended at such an address, began loudly 
to weep; but as he betrayed a villanous drivelling in 
shedding tears, the caliph turned his back and listened 

* Calenders, sautons and dervishes were all Mahometan 
ascetics, differing in tbeir devoutness and their observances. 
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to Bababalouk, who whispered whilst he held the um- 
brella over him, “Your majesty should be cautious of 
this odd assembly, which hath been collected I know 
not for what. Is it necessary to exhibit such spectacles 
to a mighty potentate, with interludes of talapoins* 
more mangy than dogs ? Were I you, I would com- 
mand a fire to be kindled, and at once rid the estates 
of the emir, of his harem, and all his menagerie.” — 
"Tush, dolt,” answered Vathek, “and know that all this 
infinitely charms me. Nor shall I leave the meadow till 
I have visited every hive of these pious mendicants." 

Wherever the caliph directed his course, objects of 
pity were sure to swarm round him - the blind, the pur- 
blind, smarts without noses, damsels without ears, each 
to extol the munificence of Fakreddin, who, as well as 
his attendant greybeards, dealt about gratis plasters 
and cataplasms to all that applied. At noon a superb 
corps of cripples made its appearance, and soon after 
advanced by platoons on the plain the completest asso- 
ciation of invalids that had ever been embodied till 
then. The blind went groping with the blind, the lame 
limped on together, and the maimed made gestures to 
each other with the only arm that remained. The sides 
of a considerable waterfall were crowded by the deaf, 
amongst whom were some from Pegu, with ears uncom- 
monly handsome and large, but who were still less able 
to hear than the rest Nor were there wanting others 
in abundance with hump-backs, wenny necks, and even 
horns of an exquisite polish. 

The emir, to aggrandise the solemnity of the festival, 
in honour of lus illustrious visitant, ordered the turf to 
be spread on all sides with skins and table-cloths, upon 
which were served up for the good Mussulmans pilaus 
of every hue with other orthodox dishes, and, by the ex- 

* Another Mahometan religious order 
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press order of Vathek, who was shamefully tolerant, 
small plates of abominations were prepared, to the great 
scandal of the faithful The holy assembly began, to 
fall to. The caliph, in spite of every remonstrance 
from the chief of his eunuchs, resolved to have a dinner 
dressed on the spot The complaisant emir immediately 
gave orders for a table to be placed in the shade of 
the willows. The first service consisted of fish, which 
they drew from a river flowing over sands of gold at 
the foot of a lofty hill These were broiled as fast as 
taken, and served up with a sauce of vinegar and small 
herbs that grew on Mount Sinai ; for everything with 
the emir was excellent and pious. 

The dessert was not quite set on when the sound of 
lutes from the hill was repeated by the echoes of the 
neighbouring mountains The caliph, with an emotion 
of pleasure and surprise, had no sooner raised up bis 
head, than a handful of jasmine dropped on his face. 
An abundance of tittering succeeded the frolic, and 
instantly appeared through the bushes the elegant forms 
of several young females, skipping and bounding like 
roes. The fragrance diffused from their hair struck the 
sense of Vathek, who in an ecstasy, suspending his re- 
past, said to Bababalouk, — "Are the peries come down 
from their spheres ? Note her in particular whose form 
is so perfect, venturously running on the brink of the 
precipice, and turning back her head as regardless of 
nothing but the graceful flow of her robe. With what 
captivating impatience doth she contend with the bnsbes 
far her veil? Could it be she who threw the jasmine 
at me?” — “Av 1 she it was, and \ou too would she 
thsow, from the top of the rock,” answered Bababa- 
louk, "for that is my good friend Nouromhar, who so 
kindly lent me her swing. My dear lord and master,” 
added he, wresting a twig from a willow, “let me cor- 
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rect her for her want of respect: the emir will have no 
reason to complain, since (bating what I owe to hit 
piety) he is much to be blamed for keeping a troop of 
girls on the mountains, where the sharpness of the air 
gives their blood too brisk a circulation.” 

“Peace ! blasphemer,” said the caliph ; “speak not thus 
of her who over these mountains leads my heart a will- 
ing captive. Contrive, rather, that my eyes may be 
fixed upon hers, that I may respire her sweet breath aa 
she bounds panting along these delightful wilds ■” On 
saying these words, Vathek extended his arms towards 
the hill, and directing his eyes with an anxiety unknown 
to him before, endeavoured to keep within view the ob* 
ject that enthralled his soul, but her course was as 
difficult to follow as the flight of one of those beautiful 
blue butterflies of Cachemire, which are at once so 
volatile and rare. 

The caliph, not satisfied with seeing, wished also to 
hear Nouronihar, and eagerly turned to catch the sound 
of her voice. At last he distinguished her whispering 
to one of her companions behind the thicket from 
whence she had thrown the jasmine, — “A caliph, it 
must be owned, is a fine thing to see, but my little 
Gulchenrouz is much more amiable, one lock of bis 
hair is of more value to me than the richest embroidery 
of the Indies. I had rather that his teeth should mis- 
chievously press my finger, than the richest ring of the 
imperial treasure. Where have you left him, Sutle- 
meme? and why is he not here?” 

The agitated caliph still wished to hear more, but she 
immediately retired with all her attendants. The fond 
monarch pursued her with his eyes till she was gone 
out of sight, and then continued like a bewildered and 
c ienighted traveller from whom the clouds had obscured 
the constellation that guided his way. The curtain of 
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night seemed dropped before him; everything appeared 
discoloured. The falling waters filled his son] with 
dejection, and his tears trickled down the jasmines he 
had caught from Nonronihar and placed m his inflamed 
bosom. He snatched up a few shining pebbles, to re- 
mind him of the scene where he felt the first tumults 
of love. Two hours were elapsed and evening drew on 
before he could resolve to depart from the place. He 
often, but in vain, attempted to go; a soft languor en- 
ervated the powers of his mind. Extending himself on 
the brink of the stream, he turned his eyes towards the 
blue summits of the mountain and exclaimed, — “What 
concealest thon behind thee, pitiless rock'* What is 
passing in thy solitudes ? Whither is she gone ? O 
heaven 1 perhaps she is now wandering in thy grottoes 
with her happy Gulchenrouz'” 

In the mean time the damps began to descend, and 
the emir, solicitous for the health of the caliph, ordered 
the imperial Jitter to be brought. Vathek, absorbed in 
his reveries, was imperceptibly removed and conveyed 
back to the saloon that received him the evening before. 
But let us leave the caliph immersed in his new passion, 
and attend Nouromhar beyond the rocks, where she had 
again joined her beloved Gulchenrouz. 

This Gulchenrouz was the son of Ah Hassan, brother 
to the emir, and the most delicate and lovely creature 
in the world. Ah Hassan, who had been absent ten 
years on a voyage to the unknown seas, committed at 
his departure this child, the only survivor of many, to 
the care and protection of his brother. Gulchenrouz 
■ould write in various characters with precision, and 
paint upon vellum the most elegant arabesques that 
fancy could devise His sweet toiee accompanied the 
lute m the most enchanting manner, and when he sang 
the loves of Megnoun and Leilah, or some unfortunate 
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lovers of ancient days, tears insensibly overflowed the 
cheeks of his auditors. The verses he composed (for, 
like Megnoun, he too was a poet,) inspired that un- 
resisting languor so frequently fatal to the female heart. 
The women all doted upon him and, though he had 
passed his thirteenth year, they still detained him in the 
harem. His dancing was light as the gossamer waved 
by the zephyrs of spring, but his arms, which twined 
30 gracefully with those of the young girls m the dance, 
could neither dart the lance m the chase nor curb the 
steeds that pastured in his uncle’s domains. The bow, 
however, he drew with a certain aim, and would have 
excelled his competitors in the race, could he have 
broken the ties that bound him to Nouronihar. 

The two brothers had mutually engaged their chil- 
dren to each other, and Nouronihar loved her cousin 
more than her own beautiful eyes. Both had the same 
tastes and amusements, the same long, languishing looks, 
the same tresses, the same fair complexions ; and when 
Gulchenrouz appeared in the dress of his cousin, he 
seemed to be more feminine than even herself. If at 
any time he left the harem to visit Fakreddin, it was 
with all the bashfulness of a fawn that consciously ven- 
tures from the lair of its dam. He was, however, 
wanton enough to mock the solemn old greybeards, 
though sure to be rated without mercy in return. When- 
ever this happened, he would hastily plunge into the 
recesses of the harem, and sobbing, take refuge in the 
fowd arms of ^outomhar, who VoveA even his faults 
beyond the virtues of others. 

It fell out this evening that after leaving the caliph 
in the meadow, she ran with Gulcheurouz over the 
green sward of the mountain that sheltered the vale 
where Fakreddin had chosen to reside. The sun was 
dilated on the edge of the horizon, and the young peo- 



VATHEK 


191 


pie, whose fancies were lively and inventive, imagined 
they beheld in the gorgeous clouds of the west the 
domes of Shaddukian and Ambreabad, where the peries 
have fixed their abode Nouronihar, sitting on the 
slope of the hill, supported on her knees the perfumed 
head of Gulchenrouz The unexpected arrival of the 
caliph, and the splendour that marked his appearance, 
had already filled with emotion the ardent soul of 
Nouronihar. Her vanity irresistibly prompted her to 
pique the prince’s attention; and this she before took 
good care to effect, whilst he picked up the jasmine she 
had thrown upon him. But when Gulchenrouz asked 
after the flowers he had culled for her bosom, Nouroni- 
har was all m confusion. She hastily kissed his fore- 
head, arose in a flutter, and walked with unequal steps 
on the border of the precipice. Night advanced and the 
pure gold of the setting sun had yielded to a sanguine 
red, the glow of which, like the reflection of a burning 
furnace, flushed Nouromhar’s animated countenance. 
Gulchenrouz, alarmed at the agitation of his cousin, 
said to her with a supplicating accent, — “Let us be- 
gone, the sky looks portentous, the tamarisks tremble 
more than common, and the raw wind chills my veTy 
heart Come' let us begone; ’tis a melancholy night'” 
Then taking hold of her hand, he drew it towards the 
path he besought her to go. Nouronihar unconsciously 
followed the attraction, for a thousand strange imagina- 
tions occupied her spirits. She passed the laTge round 
of honeysuckles, her favourite resort, without e^er 
vouchsafing it a glance; yet Gulchenrouz could not help 
snatching off a few shoots in his way, though he ran 
as if a wild beast were behind. 

The young females seeing them approach in such 
haste, and, according to custom, expecting a dance, in- 
stantly assembled in a circle and took each other by 
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the hand; but Gulchenrouz, coming up out of breath* 
fell down at once on the grass. This accident struck 
with consternation the whole of this frolicsome party, 
whilst Nouromhar, half distracted and overcome both 
by the violence of her exercise and the tumult of her 
thoughts, sunk feebly down at his side, cherished his 
cold hands in her bosom, and chafed his temples with 
a fragrant perfume. At length he came to himself, 
and wrapping up his head in the robe of his cousin, 
entreated that she would not return to the harem. He 
was afraid of being snapped at by Sliaban his tutor, 
a wrinkled old eunuch of a surly disposition, for, having 
interrupted the wonted walk of Nouromhar, he dreaded 
lest the churl should take it amiss. The whole of this 
sprightly group, sitting round upon a mossy knoll, 
began to entertain themselves with vnrious pastimes, 
whilst their superintendents, the eunuchs, were gravely 
conversing at a distance. The nurse of the emir’s 
daughter, observing her pupil sit ruminating with her 
eyes on the ground, endeavoured to amuse her with di- 
verting tales , to which Gulchenrouz, who had already 
forgotten his inquietudes, listened with a breathless 
attention. He laughed, he clapped his hands, and 
passed a hundred little tricks on the whole of the 
company, without omitting the eunuchs, whom he pro- 
voked to run after him in spite of their age and 
decrepitude. 

During these occurrences the moon arose, the wind 
subsided, and the evening became so serene and inviting 
that a resolution was taken to sup on the spot. One of 
the eunuchs ran to fetch melons, whilst others were em- 
ployed in showering down almonds from the branches 
that overhung this amiable party. Sntlememe, who ex- 
celled in dressing a salad, having filled large bowls of 
porcelain with eggs of small birds, curds turned with 
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citTon juice, slices of cucumber, and the inmost leaves 
of delicate herbs, handed it round from one to another 
and gave each their shares with a large spoon of cock- 
nos. Gulchenrouz, nestling as usual in the bosom of 
Nouronihar, pouted out his vermilion little lips against 
the offer of Sutlememe, and would take it only from 
the hand of his cousin, on whose mouth he hunfe like a 
bee inebriated with the nectar of flowers. 

In the midst of this festive scene there appeared a 
light on the top of the highest mountain which attracted 
the notice of every eye This light was not less bright 
than the moon when at full, and might have been taken 
for her, had not the moon already risen. The phe- 
nomenon occasioned a general surprise, and no one 
could conjecture the cause It could not be a fire, for 
the light was clear and bluish ; nor had meteors ever 
been seen of that magnitude or splendour This strange 
light faded for a moment, and immediately renewed its 
brightness. It first appeared motionless at the foot of 
the rock, whence it darted in an instant to sparkle in a 
thicket of palm-trees; from thence it glided along the 
torrent, and at last fixed in a glen that was narrow and 
dark. The moment it had taken its direction, Gulchen- 
rouz, whose heart always trembled at anj thing sud- 
den or ra.e, drew Nouronihar by the robe, and anxiously 
requested her to return to the harem. The women were 
importunate in seconding the entreaty, but the curi- 
osity of the emir’s daughter prevailed. She not only 
refused to go back, but resolved at all hazards to pur- 
sue the appearance. 

Whilst they were debating what was best to be done, 
the light shot forth so dazzling a blaze that they all fled 
away shrieking. Nouronihar followed them a few steps, 
but coming to the turn of a little by-path, stopped and 
went back alone. As she ran with an alertness peculiar 
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herself, it was not long before she came to the place 
ffhcre they had just been supping. The globe of fire 
row appeared stationary in the glen, and burned in ma- 
jestic stillness. Nouromhar, pressing her hands upon 
ler bosom, hesitated for some moments to advance. The 
iolitude of her situation was new, the silence of the 
light awful, and every object inspired sensations which 
.til then she never had felt. The affright of Gulchen- 
•oua recurred to her mind, and she a thousand times 
urned to go back, but this luminous appearance was 
ilways before her. Urged on by an irresistible im- 
pulse, she continued to approach it, in defiance of every 
ibstacle that opposed her progress 
At length she arrived at the opening of the glen, but 
nstead of coming up to the light, she found herself 
iurrounded by darkness, excepting that at a eonsider- 
ible distance a faint spark glimmered by fits. She 
itopped a second time, the sound of waterfalls ming- 
ing their murmurs, the hollow rustlings among the 
>alm branches, and the funereal screams of the birds 
‘rom their rifted trunks, all conspired to fill her soul 
vith terror. She imagined every moment that she trod 
>n some venomous reptile. All the stories of malignant 
lives and dismal ghouls thronged into her memory, but 
ler curiosity was, notwithstanding, more predominant 
,han her fears. She therefore firmly entered a winding 
■rack that led towards the spark, but being a stranger 
o the path, she had not gone far till she began to 
•epent of her rashness “Alas said she, “that I were 
jut in those secure and illuminated apartments where 
ny evenings glided on with Gulchenrouz 1 Dear child 1 
lOw would thy heart flutter with terror wert thou wan- 
lering in these wild solitudes like me Thus speaking, 
ike advanced, £nd coming up to steps hewn in the rock, 
iscended them undismayed. The light, which was now 
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gradually enlarging, appeared above her on the sum- 
mit of the mountain, and as if proceeding from a cavern. 
At length she distinguished a plaintive and melodious 
union of voices that resembled the dirges which are 
sung over tombs. A sound like that which arises from 
the filling of baths struck her ear at the same time. 
She continued ascending, and discovered large wax 
torches m full blaze, planted here and there in the 
fissures of the rock. This appearance filled her with 
fear, whilst the subtle and potent odour which the 
torches exhaled caused her to sink almost lifeless at v 
the entrance of the grot 

Casting her eyes within, in this kind of trance, she 
beheld a large cistern of gold filled with a water the 
vapour of which distilled on her face a dew of the es- 
sence of roses. A soft symphony resounded through the 
grot. On the sides of the cistern she noticed ap- 
pendages of royalty, diadems and feathers of the heron, 
all sparkling with carbuncles. Whilst her attention Was 
fixed on this display of magnificence, the music ceased, 
and a voice instantly demanded. — “For what monarch 
are these torches kindled, this bath prepared, and these 
habiliments which belong not only to the sovereigns of 
the earth, but even to the talismanic powers?” To» 
which a second voice answered, “They are for the 
charming daughter of the Emir Fakreddin.” — "What,” 
replied the first, "for that trifler, who consumes her 
time with a giddy child, immersed in softness, and who* 
at best can make but a pitiful husband' 1 ’’ — “And can 
she,” rejoined the other voice, “be amused with such 
empty toys, whilst the caliph, the sovereign of the 
world, he who is destined to enjoy the treasures of the 
pre-adamite sultans, a prince six feet high, and whose 
eyes pervade the inmost soul of a female, is inflamed 
with love for her ? No’ she will be wise enough to 
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answer that passion alone that can aggrandise her glory. 
No doubt she will, and despise the puppet of her fancy. 
Then all the riches this place contains, as well as the 
carbuncle of Giamschid, shall be hers.” — “You judge 
right,” returned the first voice; “and I haste to Istakar 
to prepare the palace of subterranean fire for the re- 
ception of the bridal pair.” 

The voices ceased , the torches were extinguished ; the 
most entire darkness succeeded; and Nouronihar, re- 
covering with a start, found herself reclined on a sofa 
in the harem of her father. She clapped her hands, and 
immediately came together Gulchenrouz and her women, 
who, in despair at having lost her, had despatched 
eunuchs to seek her in every direction Shaban ap- 
peared with the rest, and began to reprimand her with 
an air of consequence. — "Little impertinent,” said he, 
“have you false keys, or are you beloved of some genius 
that hath given you a picklock? I will try the extent 
of your power, come to the dark chamber, and expect 
not the company of Gulchenrouz. Be expeditious 1 I 
will shut you up, and turn the key twice upon you 
At these menaces, Nouronihar indignantly raised her 
head, opened on Shaban her black eyes, which since 
the important dialogue of the enchanted grot were con- 
siderably enlarged, and said, — "Go, speak thus to 
slaves, but learn to reverence her who is born to give 
laws, and subject all to her power.” • 

Proceeding in the same style, she was interrupted by 
a sudden exclamation of “The caliph ' the caliph !” All 
the curtains were thrown open, the slaves prostrated 
themselves in double rows, and poor little Gulchenrouz 
went to hide beneath the couch of a sofa. At first ap- 
peared a file of black eunuchs trailing after them long 
trains of muslin embroidered with gold, and holding in 
their hands censers, which dispensed, as they passed, 
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the grateful perfume of the wood of aloes. Next 
marched Bababalouk with a solemn strut, and tossing 
his head, as not overpleased at the visit. Vathek came 
close after, superbly robed. His gait was unembar- 
rassed and noble, and his presence would have engaged 
admiration, though he had not been the sovereign of 
the world He approached Nouronihar with a throb- 
bing heart, and seemed enraptured at the full effulgence 
of her radiant eyes, of which he had before caught but 
a few glimpses; but she instantly depressed them, and 
her confusion augmented her beauty. 

Bababalouk, who was a thorough adept in coinci- 
dences of this nature, and knew that the worst game 
should be played with the best face, immediately made 
a signal for all to retire , and no sooner did he perceive 
beneath the sofa the little one’s feet, than he drew him 
forth without ceremony, set him upon his shoulders, 
and lavished on him. as he went off, a thousand un- 
welcome caresses Gulehenrouz cried out, and resisted 
till his cheeks became the colour of the blossom of 
pomegranates, and his tearful eyes sparkled with in- 
dignation. He cast a significant glance at Nouronihar, 
which the caliph noticing, asked, "Is that, then, your 
Gulehenrouz''” — "Sovereign of the world 1 ” answered'’ 
she, “spare my cousin, whose innocence and gentleness 
deserve not vour anger’” — “Take comfort,” said 
Vathek, with a smile “he is in good hands. Bababa- 
louk is fond of children, and never goes without sweet- 
meats and comfits ” The daughter of Fakreddin was 
abashed, and suffered Gulehenrouz to be borne away 
without adding a word The tumult of her bosom be- 
trayed her confusion, and Vathek becoming still more 
impassioned, gave a loose to his frenzy, which had only 
not subdued the last faint struggling® of reluctance, 
when the emir suddenly bursting in, threw his face upon 
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the ground at the feet of the caliph and said, — “Com- 
mander of the faithful ! abase not yourself to the mean- 
ness of your slave.”— “No, emir,” replied Vathek, “I 
raise her to an equality with myself. I declare her my 
wife; and the glory of your race shall extend from one 
generation to another ” — ‘ Alas! my lord,” said Fakred- 
din, as he plucked off a few grey hairs of his beard, 
“cut short the days of your faithful servant, rather than 
force him to depart from his word. Nouromhar is 
solemnly promised to Gulchenrouz, the son of my 
brother All Hassan. They are united also in heart; 
their faith is mutually plighted , and affiances so 
sacred cannot be broken.” — “What then *” replied the 
caliph bluntly ; “would you surrender this divine beauty 
to a husband more womanish than herself, and can you 
imagine that I will suffer her charms to decay in hands 
so inefficient and nerveless ? No 1 she is destined to live 
out her life within my embraces. Such is my will. Re- 
tire, and disturb not the night I devote to the worship 
of her charms.” 

The irritated emir drew forth his sabre, presented it 
to Vathek, and stretching out his neck, said in a firm 
tone of voice, "Strike your unhappy host, my lord he 
has lived long enough, since be hath seen the Prophet’s 
vicegerent violate the rights of hospitality.” At his 
uttering these words, Nouromhar, unable to support any 
longer the conflict of her passions, sunk down m a 
swoon. Vathek, both terrified for her life and furious at 
an opposition to his will, bade Fakreddm assist Ins 
daughter, and withdrew; darting his terrible look at the 
unfortunate emir, who suddenly fell backward, bathed 
in a sweat as cold as the damp of death. , 

Gulchenrouz, who had escaped from the hands of 
Bababalouk, and was at that instant returned, called out 
for help as loudly as he could, not having strength to 
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afford it himself. Pale and panting, the poor child at- 
tempted to revive Nouromhar by caresses; and it hap- 
pened that the thrilling warmth of his lips restored her 
to life. Fakreddin beginning also to recover from the 
look of the caliph, with difficulty tottered to a seat and 
after warily casting round his eye to see if this danger- 
ous prince were gone, sent for Shaban and Sutlememe 
and said to them apart, — “My friends 1 violent evils 
require violent remedies. The caliph has brought deso- 
lation and horror into my family, and how shall we re- 
sist his power ? Another of his looks will send me to 
the grave. Fetch, then, that narcotic powder which a 
dervich brought me from Aracan. A dose of it, the 
effect of which will continue three days, must be admin- 
istered to each of these children. The caliph will be- 
lieve them to be dead for they will have all the 
appearance of death. We shall go as if to inter them 
m the cave of Meimoune, at the entrance of the great 
desert of sand, and near the bower of my dwarfs. 
When all the spectators shall be withdrawn, you, Sha- 
ban, and four select eunuchs shall convey them to the 
lake, where provision shall be ready to support them 
a month , for one day allotted to the surprise this event 
will occasion, five to the tears, a fortnight to reflection, 
and the rest to prepare for renewing his progress, will, 
according to ray calculation, fill up the whole time that 
Vathek will tarry; and I shall then be freed from his 
intrusion ” 

“Your plan is good,” said Sutlememe, “if it can but 
be effected I ha\e remarked that Nouronihar is well 
able to support the glances of the caliph, and that he is 
far from being sparing of them to her Be assured, 
therefore, that, notwithstanding her fondness for Gul- 
chenrouz, she will never remain quiet while she knows 
him to be here Let us persuade her that both herself 
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and Gulchenrouz are really dead, and that they were 
conveyed to those rocks for a limited season to expiate 
the little faults of which their love was the cause. We 
will add that we killed ourselves m despair and that 
your dwarfs, whom they never yet saw, will preach to 
them delectable sermons. I will engage that everything 
shall succeed to the bent of your wishes ” — “Be it so 1 ” 
said Fakreddin "I approve your proposal, let us lose 
not a moment to give it effect.’' 

They hastened to seek for the powder, which, being 
mixed in a sherbet, was immediately administered to 
Gulchenrouz and Nouronihar. Within the space of an 
hour, both were seized with violent palpitations and a 
general numbness gradually ensued They arose from 
the floor where they had remained ever since the caliph’s 
departure and ascending to the sofa, reclined themselves 
upon it, clasped in each other’s embraces. “Cherish 
me, my dear Nouronihar'” said Gulchenrouz: “put thy 
hand upon my heart, it feels as if it were frozen Alas' 
thou art as cold as myself' Hath the caliph murdered 
us both with his terrible look?” — “I am dying!” cried 
she, in a faltering voice, “press me closer; I am ready 
to expire'” — “Let us die, then, together,” answered the 
little Gulchenrouz, whilst his breast laboured with a 
convulsive sigh “Let me at least breathe forth my 
soul on thy lips '” They spoke no more and became 
as dead. 

Immediately the most piercing cries were heard 
through the harem whilst Shaban and Sutiememe per- 
sonated with great adroitness the parts of persons in 
despair. The emir, who was sufficiently mortified to be 
forced into such untoward expedients, and had now 
for the first time made a trial of his powder, was under 
no necessity of counterfeiting grief. The slaves, who 
had flocked together from all quarters, stood motionless 
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it the spectacle before them. Ail lights were extin- 
guished save two lamps, which Bhed a wan glimmering 
over the faces of these lovely flowers, that seemed to 
be faded in the spring-time of life. Funeral vestments 
were prepared, their bodies were washed with rose- 
water, their beautiful tresses were braided and in- 
censed. and they were wrapped in symars whiter than 
alabaster. 

At the moment that their attendants were placing two 
wreathb of their favourite jasmines on their brows, the 
caliph, who had just heard the tragical catastrophe, ar- 
rived. He looked not less pale and haggard than the 
ghouls that wander at night among the graves For- 
getful of himself and every one else, he broke through 
the midst of the slaies, fell prostrate at the foot of the 
sofa, beat his bosom, called himself “atrocious mur- 
derer ’ and invoked upon Ins head a thousand 
imprecations. With a trembling hand he raised the veil 
that covered the countenance of Nouromhar, and utter- 
ing a loud shriek, fell lifeless on the floor. The chief of 
the eunuchs dragged him off with horrible grimaces, and 
repeated as he went, “Ay, I foresaw she would play 
you some ungracious turn 

No sooner was the caliph gone than the emir com- 
manded biers to be brought, and forbade that any one 
should enter the harem Every window was fastened, 
all instruments of music were broken, and the imans 
began to recite their prayers. Towards the close of this 
melancholy day, Vathek sobbed ir silence, for they had 
been forced to compose with anodynes his convulsions 
of rage and desperation. 

At the dawn of the succeeding morning the wide fold- 
ing doors of the palace were set open, and the funeral 
procession moved forward for the mountain. The wail- 
ful cries of “La Illah ilia Allah !” reached the caliph. 
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who was eager to cicatrise himself and attend the cere* 
monial; nor cqpld he have been dissuaded, had not his 
excessive weakness disabled him from walking At the 
few first steps he fell on the ground, and his people 
were obliged to lay him on a bed, where he remained 
many days in such a state of insensibility as excited 
compassion in the emir himself. 

When the procession was arrived at the grot of Mei- 
monne, Shaban and Sutlememe dismissed the whole 
of the train, excepting the four confidential eunuchs who 
were appointed to remain. After resting some moments 
near the biers, which had been left in the open air, they 
caused them to be carried to the brink of a small lake, 
whose banks were overgrown with a hoary moss This 
was the great resort of herons and storks, which preyed 
continually on little blue fishes. The dwarfs, instructed 
by the emir, soon repaired thither and with the help 
of the eunuchs began to construct cabins of rushes and 
reeds, a work m which they had admirable skill. A 
magazine also was contrived for provisions, with a small 
oratory for themselves and a pyramid of wood, neatly 
piled, to furnish the necessary fuel , for the air was 
bleak m the hollows of the mountains. 

At evening two fires were kindled on the brink of 
the lake, and the two lovely bodies, taken from their 
biers, were carefully deposited upon a bed of dried 
leaves within the same cabin. The dwarfs began to 
recite the Koran with their clear shrill voices, and 
Shaban and Sutlememe stood at some distance, anx- 
iously waiting the effects of the powder At length 
Nouromhar and Gulchenrouz faintly stretched out their 
arms and gradually opening their eyes, began to survey 
with looks of increasing amazement every object around 
them. They even attempted to rise, but for want of 
strength fell back again. Sntlememe, on this, admin- 
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istered a cordial which the emir had taken care to 
provide. 

Gulchenrouz, thoroughly aroused, sneezed out aloud, 
and raising himself with an effort that expressed his 
surprise, left the cabin and inhaled the fresh air with 
the greatest avidity. “Yes,” said he, “I breathe again’ 
Again do I exist ' I hear sounds 1 I behold a firma- 
ment spangled over with stars Nouromhar, catching 
these beloied accents, extricated herself from the leaves 
and ran to clasp Gulchenrouz to her bosom. The first 
objects she remarked were their long simars, their 
garlands of flowers, and their naked feet. She hid her 
face in her hands to reflect The vision of the en- 
chanted bath, the despair of her father, and, more 
vividly than both, the majestic figure of Vathek, re- 
curred to her memory. She recollected also that herself 
und Gulchenrouz had been sick and dying, but all these 
images bewildered her mind. Not knowing where she 
was, she turned her eyes on all sides as if to recognise 
the surrounding scene. This singular lake, those flames 
reflected from its glassy surface, the pale hues of its 
banks, the romantic cabins, the bulrushes that sadl) 
waved their drooping heads, the storks whose melan- 
choly cries blended with the shrill voices of the dwarfs, 
— everything conspired to persuade her that the angel 
of death had opened the portal of some other world. 

Gulchenrouz on his part, lost in wonder, clung to the 
neck of his cousin. He believed himself in the region 
of phantoms and was terrified at the silence she pre- 
served. At length addressing her. “Speak,” said he; 
"where are we ? Do you not see those spectres that are 
stirring the burning coals' 1 Are they Monker and 
Nekir* who are come to throw us into them? Does the 

* “Two black angels who examined the departed upon the 
■subject of his faith ” 
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fatal bridge cross this lake, whose solemn stillness, per- 
haps, conceals from us an abyss in which for whole 
ages we shall be doomed incessantly to sink 7 ” 

“No, my children,” said Sutlememe, going towards 
them; “take comfort* the exterminating angel, who con- 
ducted our souls hither after yours, hath assured us that 
the chastisement of your indolent and voluptuous life 
shall be restricted to a certain series of years which you 
must pass m this dreary abode where the sun is scarcely 
visible and where the soil yields neither fruits nor flow- 
ers. These,” continued she, pointing to the dwarfs, 
"will provide for our wants, for souls so mundane as 
ours retain too strong a tincture of their earthly extrac- 
tion. Instead of meats, your food will be nothing but 
rice and your bread shall be moistened in the fogs that 
brood over the surface of the lake.” 

At this desolating prospect, the poor children burst 
into tears and prostrated themselves before the dwarfs, 
who perfectly supported their characters and delivered 
an excellent discourse of a customary length upon the 
sacred camel, which after a thousand years was to con- 
vey them to the paradise of the faithful 

The sermon being ended and ablutions performed, 
they praised Allah and the Prophet, supped very indif- 
ferently, and retired to their withered leaves Nouro- 
mhar and her little cousin consoled themselves on find- 
ing that the dead might lie m one cabin. Having slept 
well before, the remainder of the night was spent in 
conversation on what had befallen them, and both, from 
a dread of apparitions, betook themselves for protection 
to one another's arms. 

In the morning, which was lowering and rainy, the 
dwarfs mounted high poles like minarets and called 
them to prayers. The whole congregation, winch con- 
sisted of Sutlememe, Shaban, the four eunuchs, and a 
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few storks that were tired of fishing, was already assem- 
bled. The two children came forth from their cabin 
with a slow and dejected pace. As their minds were 
m a tender and melancholy mood, their devotions were 
performed with fervour. No sooner were they finished 
than Gulchenrouz demanded of Sutlememe and the 
rest, how they happened to die so opportunely for his 
cousin and himself — “We killed ourselves,” returned 
Sutlememe, “in despair at your death.” On this, Nou- 
ronihar, who, notwithstanding what had passed, had 
not yet forgotten her vision, said, — “And the caliph, is 
he also dead of his grief, and will he likewise come 
hither' 1 ” The dwarfs, who were prepared with an an- 
swer, most demurely replied. “Vathek is damned beyond 
all redemption 1 ” — “I readily believe so,” said Gulchen- 
rouz, “and am glad from my heart to hear it, for I am 
convinced it was his horrible look that sent us hither 
to listen to sermons and mess upon rice ” One week 
passed away on the side of the lake, unmarked by any 
variety, Nouromhar ruminating on the grandeur of 
which death had deprned her, and Gulchenrouz apply- 
ing to prayers and basket-making with the dwarfs, who 
infinitely pleased him 

Whilst this scene of innocence was exhibiting m the 
mountains, the caliph presented himself to the emir m 
a new light. The instant he recovered the use of his 
senses, with a voice that made Bababalouk quake he 
thundered out, — "Perfidious Giaour ’ I renounce thee 
for ever! It is thou who hast slain my beloved Nouro- 
nihar 1 and I supplicate the pardon of Mahomet, who 
would have preserved her to me had I been more wise. 
Let water be brought to perform my ablutions, and let 
the pious Fakreddin be called to offer up his prayers 
with mine, and reconcile me to him. Afterwards we 
will go together and visit the sepulchre of the unfortu-* 
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nate Nouronihar. I am resolved to become a hermit 
and consume the residue of my days on this mountain, 
in hope of expiating my crimes.” — “And what do you 
intend to live upon there?” enquired Bababalouk. — “I 
hardly know,” replied Vathek, “but I will tell you when 
I feel hungry — which, I believe, will not soon be the 
case.” 

The arrival of Fakreddin put a stop to this conversa- 
tion. As soon as Vathek saw him, he threw his arms 
around his neck, bedewed his face with a torrent of 
tears, and ottered things so affecting, so pious, that the 
emir, crying for joy, congratulated himself in his heart 
upon having performed so admirable and unexpected a 
conversion. As for the pilgrimage to the mountain, 
Fakreddin had his reasons not to oppose it, therefore, 
each ascending his own litter, they started. 

Notwithstanding the vigilance with which his attend- 
ants watched the caliph, they could not prevent Ins 
harrowing his cheeks with a few scratches when on the 
place where he was told Nouronihar had been buried; 
they were even obliged to drag him away bj force of 
hands from the melancholy spot. However, he swore 
with a solemn oath that he would return thither every 
day. This resolution did not exactly please the emir — 
yet he flattered himself that the caliph might not pro- 
ceed farther, and would merely perform his devotions in 
the cavern of Meimoune. Besides, the lake was so 
completely concealed within the solitary bosom of those 
tremendous rocks that he thought it utterly impossible 
any one could ever find it This security of Fakreddin 
was also considerably strengthened by the conduct of 
Vathek, who performed his vow most scrupulously, and 
returned daily from the hill so devout and so contrite 
that all the grey beards were in a state of ecstasy on 
account of it. 
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Nouromhar was not altogether so content, for though 
she felt a fondness for Gulchenrouz, who, to augment 
the attachment, had been left at full liberty with her, 
yet she still regarded him as but a bauble that bore no 
competition with the carbunele of Giamschid. At times 
she indulged doubts on the mode of her being, and 
scarcely could believe that the dead had all the wants 
and the whims of the living To gain satisfaction, 
however, on so perplexing a topic, one morning whilst 
all were asleep she arose with a breathless caution from 
the side of Gulchenrouz, and, after having given him a 
soft kiss, began to follow the windings of the lake till 
it terminated with -a rock, the top of which was accessi- 
ble, though lofty This she climbed with considerable 
toil, and having reached the summit, set forward in a 
run, like a doe before the hunter Though she skipped 
with the alertness of an antelope, yet at intervals she 
was forced to desist, and rest beneath the tamarisks to 
recover her breath Whilst she, thus reclined, was oc- 
cupied with her little reflections on the apprehension 
that she had some knowledge of the place, Vathek, who, 
finding himself that morning but ill at ease, had gone 
forth before the dawn, presented himself on a sudden 
to her view Motionless with surprise, he durst not 
approach the figure before him trembling and pale, but 
yet lovely to behold At length. Nouromhar, with a 
mixture of pleasure and affliction raising her fine eyes 
to him, said, “My lord 1 are you then come hither to eat 
rice and hear sermons with mc ? ” — “Beloved phantom 1 ’’ 
cried Vathek; “thou dost speak; thou hast the same 
graceful form, the same radiant features, art thou pal- 
pable likewise 5 ” and eagerly embracing her, added, 
"Here are limbs and a bosom animated with a gentle 
warmth' — What can such a prodigy mean 5 ” 

Nouromhar with indifference answered, — “You know. 
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my lord, that I died on the very night you honoured me 
with your visit. My cousin maintains it was from one 
of your glances, but I cannot believe him, for to me 
they seem not so dreadful. Gulchenrouz died with me, 
and we were both brought into a region of desolation, 
where we are fed with a wretched diet. If you be dead 
also and are come hither to join us, I pity your lot, for 
you will be stunned with the clang of the dwarfs and 
the storks. Besides it is mortifying m the extreme that 
you as well as myself should have lost the treasures of 
the subterranean palace ” 

At the mention of the subterranean palace the caliph 
suspended his caresses, (which, indeed, had proceeded 
pretty far) to seek from Nouromhar an explanation of 
her meaning. She then recapitulated her vision, what 
immediately followed, and the history of her pretended 
death, adding also a description of the place of expia- 
tion from whence she had fled, and all in a manner that 
would have extorted his laughter had not the thoughts 
of Vathek been too deeply engaged. No sooner, how- 
ever, had she ended, than he again clasped her to his 
bosom and said, “Light of my eyes, the mystery is un- 
ravelled, we both are alive 1 Your father is a cheat, 
who for the sake of dividing us hath deluded us both, 
and the Giaour, whose design, as far as I can discover, 
is that we shall proceed together, seems scarce a whit 
better. It shall be some time at least before he finds 
us in his palace of fire. Your lovely little person, in my 
estimation, is far more precious than all the treasures 
of the pre-adamite sultans, and I wish to possess it at 
pleasure, and in open day, for many a moon, before 
I go to burrow under ground like a mole Forget this 

little tnfler, Gulchenrouz, and " “Ah, my lord 

interposed Nouromhar, “let me entreat that v ou do 
him no evil.” — “No, no 1 ” replied Vathek, “I have al- 
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ready bid you forbear to alarm yourself for him. He 
has been brought up too much on milk and sugar to 
stimulate my jealousy. We will leave him with the 
dwarfs, who, by the by, are my old acquaintances. 
Their company will suit him far better than yours. As 
to other matters, I will return no more to your father’s 
I want not to have mv ears dinned by him and his 
dotards with the violation of the rights of hospitality, 
as if it were less an honour for you to espouse the sov- 
ereign of the world than a girl dressed up like a boy.” 

Nouromhar could find nothing to oppose in a dis- 
course so eloquent. She onh wished the amorous mon- 
arch had discovered more ardour for the carbuncle of 
Giamschid, but flattered herself it would gradually in- 
crease, and therefore yielded to his will with the most 
bewitching submission 

When the caliph judged it proper, he called for Baba- 
balouk, who was asleep in the cave of Meimoune and 
dreaming that the phantom of Nouromhar, having 
mounted linn once more on her swing, had just given 
him such a jerk that he one moment soared above the 
mountains, and the next sunk into the abyss Starting 
from his sleep at the sound of his master, he ran, gasp- 
ing for breath, and had nearly fallen backward at the 
sight, as he believed, of the spectre by whom he had 
so lately been haunted in his dream. “Ah, my lord’” 
cried he, recoiling ten steps and covering his eyes with 
both hands, “do you then perform the office of a ghoul' 1 
Have you dug up the dead 5 Yet hope not to make her 
your prev, for after all she hath caused me to suffer 
she is wicked enougli to prey even upon you.” 

“Cease to play the fool,” said Vathek, “and thou 
shalt soon be convinced that it is Nouromhar herself, 
alive and well, whom I clasp to my breast. Go and 
pitch my tents in the neighbouring valley. There will 
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I fix my abode with this beautiful tulip, whose colours 
I soon shall restore. There exert thy best endeavours 
to procure whatever can augment the enjoyments of 
life till I shall disclose to thee more of my will.” 

The news of so unlucky an event soon reached the 
ears of the emir, who abandoned himself to grief and 
despair, and began, as did his old greybeards, to be- 
grime his visage with ashes. A total supineness ensued, 
travellers were no longer entertained , no more plasters 
were spread; and instead of the charitable activity that 
had distinguished this asylum, the whole of its inhabi- 
tants exhibited onlj’ faces of half a cubit long, and 
uttered groans that accorded with their forlorn situation. 

Though Fakreddm bewailed his daughter as lost to 
him for ever, yet Gulchenrouz was not forgotten. He 
despatched immediate instructions to Sutlememe, Sha- 
ban, and the dwarfs, enjoining them not to undeceive 
the child in respect to his state, but under some pre- 
tence to convey him far from the lofty rock at the ex- 
tremity of the lake, to a place which he should appoint 
as safer from danger, for he suspected that Vathek 
intended him evil. 

Gulchenrouz in the mean while was filled with amaze- 
ment at not finding his cousin, nor were the dwarfs less 
surprised. But Sutlememe, who had more penetration, 
immediately guessed what had happened. Gulchenrouz 
was amused with the delusive hope of once more em- 
bracing Nouronihar m the interior recesses of the 
mountains, where the ground, strewed over with orange 
blossoms and jasmines, offered beds much more inviting 
than the withered leaves in their cabin, where they 
might accompany with their voices the sounds of their 
lutes and chase butterflies. Sutlememe was far gone m 
this sort of description when one of the four eunuchs 
beckoned her aside to apprise her of the arrival of a 
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messenger from their fraternity who had explained the 
secret of the flight of Nouromhar and brought the com- 
mands of the emir. A council with Shaban and the 
dwarfs was immediately held. Their baggage being 
Stowed m consequence of it, they embarked in a shallop 
and quietly sailed with the little one, who acquiesced 
m all their proposals Their v oyage proceeded in the 
same manner till they came to the place where the lake 
sinks beneath the hollow of a rock, but as soon as the 
bark had entered it, and Gulehenrouz found himself sur- 
rounded with darkness, he was seized with a dreadful 
consternation and incessantly uttered the most piercing 
outcries, for he now was persuaded he should actually 
be damned for hav ing taken too many little freedoms in 
las lifetime with his cousin. 

But let us return to the caliph, and her who ruled 
over his heart. Bababalouk had pitched the tents, and 
closed up the extremities of the valley with magnificent 
screens of India cloth, which were guarded by Ethiopian 
slaves with their drawn sabres To preserve the ver- 
dure of this beautiful enclosure in its natural freshness, 
white eunuchs went continually round it with gilt water 
vessels. The waving of fans was heard near the im- 
perial pav ilion, where, by the voluptuous light that 
glowed through the muslins, the caliph enjoyed at full 
view all the attractions of Nouromhar. Inebriated with 
delight, he was all ear to her charming voice, which ac- 
companied the lute , while she was not less captivated 
with his descriptions of Samarah and the tower full of 
wonders, but especially with his relation of the adven- 
ture of the ball, and the chasm of the Giaour with its 
ebony portal 

In this manner they conversed the whole day, and at 
night they bathed together in a basin of black marble, 
which admirably set off the fairness of Nouronihar. 
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Bababalouk, whose good graces this beauty had re- 
gained, spared no attention that their repasts might be 
served up with the minutest exactness. Some exquisite 
rarity was ever placed before them; and he sent even to 
Schiraz for that fragrant and delicious wine which had 
been hoarded up m bottles prior to the birth of Ma- 
homet. He had excavated little ovens m the rock, to 
bake the nice manchets which were prepared by the 
hands of Nouromhar, from whence they had derived a 
flavour so grateful to Vathek that he regarded the rag- 
outs of his other wives as entirely mawkish ; whilst they 
would have died of chagrin at the emir's, at finding 
themselves so neglected, if Fakreddm, notwithstanding 
his resentment, had not taken pity upon them. 

The Sultana Dilara, who till then had been the 
favourite, took this dereliction of the caliph to heart 
with a vehemence natural to her character; for during 
her continuance in favour she had imbibed from Vathek 
many of his extravagant fancies, and was fired with 
impatience to behold the superb tombs of Istakar and 
the palace of forty columns. Besides, having been 
brought up amongst the magi, she had fondly cherished 
the idea of the caliph’s devoting himself to the worship 
of fire; thus his voluptuous and desultory life with her 
rival was to her a double source of affliction The 
transient piety of Vathek had occasioned her some seri- 
ous alarms, but the present was an evil of far greater 
magnitude. She resolved, therefore, without hesitation 
to write to Carathis and acquaint her that all things 
went ill; that they had eaten, slept, and revelled at an 
old emir’s, whose sanctity was very formidable, and 
that after all the prospect of possessing the treasures of 
the pre-adamite sultans was no less remote than before. 
This letter was intrusted to the care of two woodmen, 
who were at work in one of the great forests of the 



VATHEK 


213 


mountains and 1 who, being acquainted with the shortest 
cuts, arrived m ten days at Samarah. 

The Princess Carathis was engaged at chess with Mo- 
rakanabad when the arrival of these woodfellers was 
announced She, after some weeks of Vathek’s absence, 
had forsaken the upper regions of her tower, because 
everything appeared in confusion among the stars, 
which she consulted relative to the fate of her son. In 
vain did she renew her fumigations, and extend herself 
on the roof to obtain mystic visions , nothing more could 
she see in her dreams than pieces of brocade, nosegays 
of flowers, and other unmeaning gewgaws These dis- 
appointments had thrown her into a state of dejection 
which no drug in her power was sufficient to remove 
Her only resource was in Morakanabad, who was a 
good man and endowed with a decent share of confi- 
dence , yet whilst in her company he never thought him- 
self on roses 

No person knew aught of Vathek, and of course a 
thousand ridiculous stories were propagated at his ex- 
pense The eagerness of Carathis may be easily 
guessed at receiving the letter, as well as her rage at 
reading the dissolute conduct of her son "Is it so'*” 
said she “either I will perish, or Vathek shall enter 
the palace of fire Let me expire in flames, provided 
he may reign on the throne of Soliman Having said 
this, and whirled herself round in a magical manner, 
which struck Morakanabad with such terror as caused 
hurt to recoil, she ordered her great camel Alboufaki to 
be brought, and the hideous Nerkes, with the unrelent- 
ing Cafour, to attend "I require no other retinue,” 
said she to Morakanabad, "I am going on affairs of 
emergency, a truce, therefore, to parade' Take you 
care of the people • fleece them well m my absence ; for 
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we shall expend large sums, and one knows not what 
may betide." 

The night was uncommonly dark, and a pestilential 
blast blew from the plain of Catoul that would have 
deterred any other traveller, however urgent the call: 
but Carathis enjoyed most whatever filled others with 
dread. Nerkes concurred m opinion with heT, and 
Cafour had a particular ‘predilection for a pestilence. 
In the morning this accomplished caravan, with the 
woodfellers, who directed their route, baited on the 
edge of an extensive marsh from whence so noxious a 
vapour arose as would have destroyed any animal but 
Alboufaki, who naturally inhaled these malignant fogs 
with delight. The peasants entreated their convoy not 
to sleep in this place. “To sleep,” cried Carathis, 
“what an excellent thought 1 I never sleep, but for 
visions; and as to my attendants, their occupations are 
too many to close the only eye they have ” The pooT 
peasants, who were not overpleased with their party, 
remained open-mouthed with surprise 

Carathis alighted, as well as her negresses; and sever- 
ally stripping off their outer garments, they all ran to 
cull from those spots where the sun shone fiercest the 
venomous plants that grew on the marsh. This pro- 
vision was made for the family of the emir; and who- 
ever might retard the expedition to Istakar. The 
woodmen were overcome with fear when they beheld 
these three horrible phantoms run, and, not much rel- 
ishing the company of Alboufaki, stood aghast at the 
command of Carathis to set forward, notwithstanding 
it was noon and the heat fierce enough to calcine even 
rocks. In spite, however, of every remonstrance, they 
were forced implicitly to submit. 

Alboufaki, who delighted in solitude, constantly 
snorted whenever he perceived himself near a habita- 
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tion ; and Carathis, who was apt to spoil him with in- 
dulgence, as constantly turned him aside, so that the 
peasants were precluded from procuring subsistence; 
for the milch goats and ewes, which Providence had 
sent towards the district they traversed to refresh 
travellers with their milk, all fled at the sight of the 
hideous animal and his strange riders As to Carathis, 
she needed no common aliment, for her invention had 
previously furnished her with an opiate to stay her 
stomach, some of winch she imparted to her mutes. 

At dusk Alboufaki, making a sadden stop, stamped 
with his foot, which to Carathis, who knew his ways, 
was a certain indication that she was near the confines 
of some cemetery The moon shed a bright light on the 
spot, which served to discover a long wall with a large 
door in it, standing ajar, and so high that Alboufaki 
might easily enter The miserable guides, who per- 
ceived their end approaching, humbly implored Cara- 
this, as she had now so good an opportunity, to inter 
them, and immediately gave up the ghost. Nerkes and 
Cafour, whose wit was of a style peculiar to themselves, 
were by no means parsimonious of it on the folly of 
these poor people, nor could anything have been found 
more suited to their taste than the site of the burymg- 
ground and the sepulchres which its precincts contained. 
There were at least two thousand of them on the de- 
clivity of a hill Carathis was too eager to execute her 
plan to stop at the view, charming as it appeared in 
her eyes. Pondering the advantages that might accrue 
from her present situation, she said to herself, “So 
beautiful a cemetery must be haunted by ghouls ! They 
never want for intelligence Having heedlessly suffered 
my stupid guides to expire, I will apply for directions 
to them, and, as an inducement, will invite them to re- 
gale on these fresh corpses ” After this wise soliloquy, 
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she beckoned to Nerkes and Cafonr, and made signs 
with her fingers, as much as to say, "Go; knock against 
the sides of the tombs, and strike up your delightful 
warblings.” 

The negresses, full of joy at the behests of their mis- 
tress, and promising themselves much pleasure from the 
society of the ghouls, went with an air of conquest and 
began their knockings at the tombs As their strokes 
were repeated, a hollow noise was made m the earth, the 
surface hove up into heaps, and the ghouls, on all sides, 
protruded their noses to inhale the effluvia which the 
carcasses of the woodmen began to emit. They assem- 
bled before a sarcophagus of white marble, where Cara- 
this was seated between the bodies of her miserable 
guides. The princess received her visitants with dis- 
tinguished politeness, and supper being ended, they 
talked of business. Carathis soon learned from them 
everything she wanted to discover, and without loss of 
tune prepared to set forward on her journey. Her 
negresses, who were forming tender connections with 
the ghouls, importuned her with all their fingers to 
wait at least till the dawn. But Carathis, being chastity 
in the abstract, and an implacable enemy to love in- 
trigues and sloth, at once rejected their praver, mounted 
Alboufaki, and commanded them to take their seats in- 
stantly. Four days and four nights she continued her 
route without interruption. On the fifth she traversed 
craggy mountains and half -burnt forests, and arrived on 
the sixth before the beautiful screens which concealed 
from all eyes the voluptuous wanderings of her son. 

It was daybreak and the guards were snoring on their 
posts in careless security, when the rough trot of Al- 
boufaki awoke them m consternation. Imagining that 
a group of spectres, ascended from the abyss, was ap- 
proaching, they all without ceremony took to their heels. 
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Vathek was at that instant with Nonronihar in the bath, 
hearing tales and laughing at Bababalouk, who related 
them; but no sooner did the outcry of his guards reach 
him, than he flounced from the water like a carp, and 
as soon threw himself back at the sight of Carathis, 
who, advancing with her negresses upon Alboufaki, 
broke through the muslin awnings and veils of the 
pavilion. At this sudden apparition, Nouronihar (for 
she was not at all times free from remorse) fancied that 
the moment of celestial vengeance was come, and clung 
about the caliph in amorous despondence 

Carathis, still seated on her camel, foamed with in- 
dignation at the spectacle which obtruded itself on her 
chaste view. She thundered forth without cheek or 
mercy, “Thou double-headed and four-legged monster 1 
what means all this winding and writhing 1 Art thou 
not ashamed to be seen grasping this limber sapling in 
preference to the sceptre of the pre-adamite sultans' 1 
Is it then for this paltry doxy that thou hast violated 
the conditions in the parchment of our Giaour ? Is it on 
her thou hast lavished thy precious moments' 1 Is this 
the fruit of the knowledge I have taught thee ? Is this 
the end of thy journey ? Tear thyself from the arms 
of this little simpleton, drown her in the water before 
me, and instantly follow my guidance.” 

In the first ebullition of his fury, Vathek had resolved 
to rip open the body of Alboufaki, and to stuff it with 
those of the negresses and of Carathis herself ; but the 
remembrance of the Giaour, the palace of Istakar, the 
sabres, and the talismans, flashing before his imagina- 
tion with the simultaneousness of lightning, he became 
more moderate, and said to his mother in a civil but 
decisive tone, “Dread lady, you shall be obeyed; but 
I will not drown Nouronihar. She is sweeter to me 
than a Myrabolan comfit, and is enamoured of carbun- 
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cles, especially that of Giamschid, -which hath also been 
promised to be conferred upon her. She therefore shall 
go along with us, for I intend to repose with her upon 
the sofas of Sohman; I can sleep no more without her.” 
“Be it so,” replied Carathis, alighting and at the same 
time committing Alboufaki to the charge of her black 
women. 

Nouronihar, who had not yet quitted her hold, began 
to take courage, and said with an accent of fondness to 
the caliph, “Dear sovereign of my soul, I will follow 
thee, if it be thy will, beyond the Kaf, in the land of 
the afrits. I will not hesitate to climb for thee the nest 
of the Simurgh, who, this lady excepted, is the most 
awful of created beings ” “We have here, then,” sub- 
joined Carathis, “a girl both of courage and science 1 ” 
Nouronihar had certainly both, but notwithstanding 
all her firmness, she could not help casting back a 
thought of regret upon the graces of her little Gulclien- 
rouz, and the days of tender endearments she had par- 
ticipated with him. She even dropped a few tears, 
which the caliph observed, and inadvertently breathed 
out with a sigh, “Alas ! my gentle cousin, what will 
become of thee?" Vathek, at this apostrophe, knitted 
up his brows, and Carathis enquired what it could mean. 
“She is preposterously sighing after a stripling with 
languishing eyes and soft hair, who loves her,” said the 
caliph. “Where is he :> ” asked Carathis “I must be 
acquainted with this pretty child, for,” added she, low- 
ering her voice, “I design, before I depart, to regain 
the favour of the Giaour. There is nothing so deli- 
cious, in his estimation, as the heart of a delicate boy 
palpitating with the first tumults of love ” 

Vathek, as he came from the bath, commanded Baba- 
balouk to collect the women and other movables of his 
harem, embody his troops, and hold himself in readiness 
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to march within three days, whilst Carathis retired 
alone to a tent, where the Giaour solaced her with en- 
couraging visions. But at length waking, she found at 
her feet Nerkes and Cafour, who informed her by their 
signs that having led Alboufaki to the borders of a lake 
to browse on some grey moss that looked tolerably 
venomous, they bad discovered certain blue fishes, of 
the same kind with those m the reservoir on the top of 
the tower. “Ah > ha !” said she, “I will go thither to 
them. These fish are, past doubt, of a species that by 
a small operation I can render oracular. They may 
tell me where this little Gulchenrouz is, whom I am 
bent upon sacrificing.” Having thus spoken, she im- 
mediately set out with her swarthy retinue. 

It being but seldom that time is lost m the accom- 
plishment of a wicked enterprise, Carathis and her 
negresses soon arrived at the lake, where after burning 
the magical drugs with which they were always pro- 
vided, they stripped themselves naked and waded to 
their chins, Nerkes and Cafour waving torches around 
them, and Carathis pronouncing her barbarous incanta- 
tions The fishes with one accord thrust forth their 
heads from the water, which was violently rippled by 
the flutter of their fins , and at length finding themselves 
constrained by the potency of the charm, they opened 
their piteous mouths and said, “From gills to tail, we 
are yours, what seek ye to know 5 ” — “Fishes,” answered 
she, "I conjure you, by your glittering scales, tell me 
where now is Gulchenrouz — "Beyond the rock,” re- 
plied the shoal, in full chorus. “Will this content you? 
for we do not delight in expanding our mouths.” "It 
will,” returned the princess “I am not to learn that 
you are not used to long conversations. I will leave 
you therefore to repose, though I had other questions 
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to propound.” The instant she had spoken the water 
became smooth, and the fishes at once disappeared. 

Carathis, inflated with the venom of her projects, 
strode hastily over the rock, and found the amiable 
Gulchenrouz asleep in an arbour, whilst the two dwarfs 
were watching at his side and ruminating their accus- 
tomed prayers. These diminutive personages possessed 
the gift of divining whenever an enemy to good Mussul- 
mans approached. Thus they anticipated the arrival 
of Carathis, who, stopping short, said to herself, ‘‘How 
placidly doth he recline his lovely little head 1 how pale 
and languishing are his looks! it is j'ust the very child 
of my wishes The dwarfs interrupted this delectable 
soliloquy by leaping instantly upon her, and scratching 
her face with their utmost zeal. But Nerkes and Ca- 
four, betaking themselves to the succour of their mis- 
tress, pinched the dwarfs so severely m return that 
they both gave up the ghost, imploring Mahomet to in- 
flict his sorest vengeance upon this wicked woman and 
all her household. 

At the noise which this strange conflict occasioned 
in the valley, Gulchenrouz awoke, and, bewildered with 
terror, sprung impetuously and climbed an old fig-tree 
that rose against the acclivity of the rocks, from thence 
he gained their summits and ran for two hours without 
once looking back. At last, exhausted with fatigue, he 
fell senseless into the arms of a good old genius, whose 
fondness for the company of children had made it his 
sole occupation to protect them. Whilst performing his 
wonted rounds through the air, he had pounced on the 
cruel Giaour at the instant of his growling in the hor- 
rible chasm, and had rescued the fifty little victims 
which the impiety of Vathek had devoted to his voracity. 
These the genius brought up in nests still higher than 
the clouds, and himself fixed his abode in a nest more 
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capacious than the rest, from which he had expelled the 
Rocs that had built it. 

These inviolable asylums were defended against the 
dives and the afrits by waving streamers, on which 
were inscribed in characters of gold that flashed like 
lightning, the names of Allah and the Prophet. It was 
there that Gulchenrouz, who as yet remained unde- 
ceived with respect to his pretended death, thought 
himself m the mansions of eternal peace. He admitted 
without fear the congratulations of his little friends, 
who were all assembled m the nest of the venerable 
genius, and vied with each other in kissing his serene 
forehead and beautiful eyelids. Remote from the in- 
quietudes of the world, the impertinence of harems, the 
brutality of eunuchs, and the inconstancy of women, 
there he found a place truly congenial to the delights of 
his soul. In this peaceable society his days, months, 
and fears glided on, nor was he less happy than the 
rest of his companions. For the genius, instead of 
burdening his pupils with perishable riches and vam 
sciences, conferred upon them the boon of perpetual 
childhood. 

Carathis, unaccustomed to the loss of her prey, vented 
a thousand execrations on her negresses for not seising 
the child, instead of amusing themselves with pinching 
to death two insignificant dwarfs from which they 
gained no advantage She returned into thd valley 
murmuring, and finding that her son was not risen from 
the arms of Nouronihar, discharged her ill humour upon 
both. The idea, however, of departing next day for 
Istakar, and of cultivating through the good offices of 
the Giaour an intimacy with Bbhs himself, at length 
consoled her chagrin. But fate had ordained it 
otherwise. 

In the evening, as Carathis was conversing with 
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Dilara, who through her contrivance had become of the 
party, and whose taste resembled her own, Bababalouk 
came to acquaint her that the sky towards Samarah 
looked of a fiery red and seemed to portend some alarm- 
ing disaster. Immediately recurring to her astrolabes 
and instruments of magic, she took the altitude of the 
planets, and discovered by her calculations, to her 
great mortification, that a formidable revolt had taken 
place at Samarah, that Motavakel, availing himself of 
the disgust which was inveterate against his brother, 
had incited commotions amongst the populace, made 
himself master of the palace, and actually invested the 
great tower, to which Morakanabad had retired with a 
handful of the few that still remained faithful to 
Vathek. 

“What!” exclaimed she; “must I lose, then, my 
tower 1 my mutes 1 my negresses 1 my mummies 1 and, 
worse than all, the laboratory, the favourite resort of 
my nightly lucubrations, without knowing, at least, if 
my hair-brained son will complete his adventure ? No 1 
I will not be duped Immediately will I speed to sup- 
port Morakanabad By my formidable art, the clouds 
shall pour grapeshot in the faces of the assailants, and 
shafts of red-hot iron on their heads I will let loose 
my stores of hungry serpents and torpedoes from be- 
neath them, and we shall soon see the stand they will 
make against such an explosion 

Having thus spoken, Carathis hasted to her son, who 
Was tranquilly banqueting with Nouronihar, m his su- 
perb carnation-coloured tent “Glutton that thou art'” 
cried she, “were it not for me, thou wouldst soon find 
thyself the mere commander of savoury pies. Thy 
faithful subjects have abjured the faith they swore to 
thee. Motavakel, thy brother, now reigns on the hill 
of Pied Horses, and, had I not some slight resources 



VATHEK 


223 


in the tower, wonld not be easily persuaded to abdicate. 
But, that time may not be lost, I shall only add a few 
words. — Strike tent to-night, set forward, and beware 
how thou loiterest again by the way Though thou hast 
forfeited the conditions of the parchment, I am not yet 
without hope; for it cannot be denied that thou hast 
violated to admiration the laws of hospitality by seduc- 
ing the daughter of the emir after having partaken of 
his bread and his salt. Such a conduct cannot but be 
delightful to the Giaour; and if on thy march thou 
canst signalise thyself by an additional crime, all will 
still go well, and thou shalt enter the palace of Soliman 
in triumph. Adieu ' Alboufaki and my negresses are 
waiting at the door.” 

The caliph had nothing to offer in reply he wished 
his mother a prosperous journey, and ate on till he had 
finished his supper At midnight the camp broke up 
amidst the flourishing of trumpets and other martial 
instruments. But loud indeed must have been the sound 
of the tvmbals to overpower the blubbering of the emir 
and his greybeards, who by an excessive profusion of 
tears had so far exhausted the radical moisture that 
their eyes shrivelled up in their sockets and their hairs 
dropped off by the roots. Nouronihar, to whom such 
a symphony was painful, did not grieve to get out of 
hearing She accompanied the caliph in the imperial 
litter, w here they amused themselves with imagining the 
splendour which was soon to surround them. The other 
women, overcome with dejection, were dolefully rocked 
in their cages, whilst Dilara consoled herself with an- 
ticipating the joy of celebrating the rites of fire on the 
stately terraces of Istakar. 

In four days thjy reached the spacious valley of Roc- 
nabad. The season of spring was m all its vigour; and 
the grotesque branches of the almond trees in full 
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blossom, fantastically checkered with hyacinths and 
jonquils, breathed forth a delightful fragrance. Myri- 
ads of bees, and scarce fewer of santons, had there 
taken' up their abode. On the banks of the stream, 
hives and oratories were alternately ranged; and their 
neatness and whiteness were set off by the deep green 
of the cypresses that spired up amongst them. These 
pious personages amused themselves with cultivating 
little gardens that abounded with flowers and fruits, 
especially musk melons of the best flavour that Persia 
could boast. Sometimes, dispersed over the meadow, 
they entertained themselves with feeding peacocks 
whiter than snow and turtles more blue than the sap- 
phire. In this manner were they occupied when the 
harbingers of the imperial procession began to proclaim, 
“Inhabitants of Rocnabad 1 prostrate yourselves on the 
brink of your pure waters; and tender your thanksgiv- 
ings to Heaven, that vouchsafeth to show you a ray of 

its glory for, lo 1 the commander of the faithful draws 
»» 

near 

The poor santons, filled with holy energy, having 
bustled to light up wax torches in their oratories, and 
expand the Koran on their ebony desks, went forth to 
meet the caliph with baskets of honeycomb, dates, and 
melons But whilst they were advancing in solemn pro- 
cession and with measured steps, the horses, camels, 
and guards wantoned over their tulips and other flow- 
ers and made a terrible ha\oc amongst them. The san- 
tons could not help casting from one eye a look of pity 
on the ravages committing around them, whilst the 
other was fixed upon the caliph and Heaven. Nouroni- 
har, enraptured with the scenery of a place which 
brought back to her remembrance the, pleasing solitudes 
where her infancy had passed, entreated Vathek to 
stop; but he, suspecting that these oratories might be 
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deemed by the Giaour an habitation, commanded his 
pioneers to level them all. The santons stood motion- 
less with horror at the barbarous mandate, and at last 
broke out into .lamentations, but these were uttered 
with so ill a grace that Vathek bade his eunuchs to kick 
them from his presence. He then descended from the 
litter with Nouromhar. They sauntered together in the 
meadow, and amused themselves with culling flowers 
and passing a thousand pleasantries on each other. But 
the bees, who were staunch Mussulmans, thinking it 
their duty to revenge the insult offered to their dear 
masters the santons, assembled so zealously to do it 
with good effect that the caliph and Nouromhar were 
glad to find their tents prepared to receive them. 

Bababalouk, who m capacity of purveyor had ac- 
quitted himself with applause as to peacocks and turtles, 
lost no time m consigning some dozens to the spit and 
as many to be fricasseed Whilst they were feasting, 
laughing, carousing, and blaspheming at pleasure on 
the banquet so liberallv furnished, the moullahs, the 
sheiks, the cadis, and imans of Schiraz (who seemed 
not to have met the santons) arrived, leading by bridles 
of riband, inscribed from the Koran, a train of asses 
which were loaded with the choicest fruits the country 
could boast Having presented their offerings to the 
caliph, thev petitioned him to honour their city and 
mosques with his presence 

“Fancy not,’’ said Vathek, “that you can detain me. 
Your presence I condescend to accept, but beg you will 
let me be quiet, for I am not over-fond of resisting 
temptation Retire, then, yet, as it is not decent W 
personages so reverend to return on foot, and as you 
have not the appearance of expert riders, my eunuchs 
shall tie you on your asses, with the precaution that 
your backs be not turned towards me, for they under- 
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stand etiquette.” — In this deputation were some high- 
stomached sheiks, who, taking Vathek lor a fool, 
scrupled not to speak their opinion. These Bababalouk 
girded with double cords; and having well disciplined 
their asses with nettles behind, they all started with a 
preternatural alertness, plunging, kicking, and running 
foul of one another in the most ludicrous manner 
imaginable. 

Nouronihar and the caliph mutually contended who 
should most enjoy so degrading a sight They burst 
out in peals of laughter to see the old men and their 
asses fall into the stream. The leg of one was frac- 
tured, the shoulder of another dislocated, the teeth of 
a third dashed out, and the rest suffered still worse 

Two days more, undisturbed by fresh embassies, hav- 
ing been devoted to the pleasures of Rocnabad, the ex- 
pedition proceeded, leaving Schiraz on the right, and 
verging towards a large plain from whence were dis- 
cernible on the edge of the horizon the dark summits of 
the mountains of Istakar. 

At this prospect the caliph and Nouronihar were un- 
able to repress their transports. They bounded from 
their litter to the ground, and broke forth into such 
wild exclamations as amazed all within hearing Inter- 
rogating each other, they shouted, “Are we not ap- 
proaching the radiant palace of light ? or gardens more 
delightful than those of Sheddad' 1 ” — Infatuated mor- 
tals 1 they thus indulged delusive conjecture, unable to 
fathom the decrees of the Most High ' 

The good genii, who had not totally relinquished the 
superintendence of Vathek, repairing to Mahomet in the 
seventh heaven, said, “Merciful Prophet 1 stretch forth 
thy propitious arms towards thy vicegerent; who is 
ready to fall irretrievably into the snare which his 
enemies, the dives, have prepared to destroy him. The 
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Giaour is awaiting his arrival in the abominable palace 
of fire, where if he once set his foot, his perdition will 
be inevitable.” Mahomet answered with an air of indig- 
nation, "He hath too well deserved to be resigned to 
himself, but I permit you to try if one effort more will 
be effectual to divert him from pursuing his ruin.” 

One of these beneficent genii, assuming without delay 
the exterior of a shepherd more renowned for his piety 
than all the derviches and santons of the region, took 
his station near a flock of white sheep on the slope of 
a hill, and began to pour forth from his flute such airs 
of pathetic melody as subdued the very soul and, wak- 
ening remorse, drove far from it every frivolous fancy. 
At these energetic sounds, the sun hid himself beneath 
a gloomy cloud, and the waters of two little lakes, that 
were naturally clearer than crystal, became of a colour 
like blood The whole of this superb assembly was in- 
voluntarily drawn towards the declivity of the hill. 
With downcast eyes they all stood abashed, each up- 
braiding himself with the evil he- had done. The heart 
of Dilara palpitated, and the chief of the eunuchs, with 
a sigh of contrition, implored pardon of the women, 
whom for his own satisfaction he had so often 
tormented. 

Vathek and Nouromhar turned pale m their litter, 
and, regarding each other with haggard looks, re- 
proached themselves — the one with a thousand of the 
blackest crimes, a thousand projects of impious ambi- 
tion, — the other, with the desolation of her family and 
the perdition of the amiable Gulchenrouz. Nouronihar 
persuaded herself that she heard, m the fatal music, the 
groans of her dying father, and Vathek, the sobs of the 
fifty children he had sacrificed to the Giaour. Amidst 
these complicated pangs of anguish, they perceived 
themselves impelled towards the shepherd, whose coun- 
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tenance was so commanding that Vathek for the first 
time felt overawed, whilst Nouronihar concealed her 
face with her hands. 

The music paused, and the genius, addressing the 
caliph, said, “Deluded prince* to whom Providence hath 
confided the care of innumerable subjects, is it thus 
that thou fulfillest thy mission ? Thy crimes are al- 
ready completed, and art thou now hastening towards 
thy punishment ? Thou knowest that beyond these 
mountains Ebbs and his accursed dives hold their in- 
fernal empire, and seduced by a malignant phantom, 
thou art proceeding to surrender thyself to them 1 This 
moment is the last of grace allowed thee. Abandon thy 
atrocious purpose, return, give back Nouronihar to her 
father, who still retains a few sparks of life, destroy 
thy tower with all its abominations; drive Carathis 
from thy councils, be just to thy subjects; respect the 
ministers of the Prophet, compensate for thy impieties 
by an exemplary life, and instead of squandering thy 
days in voluptuous indulgence, lament thy crimes on 
the sepulchres of thy ancestors. Thou beholdest the 
clouds that obscure the sun. At the instant he recovers 
his splendour, if thy heart be not changed, the time of 
mercy assigned thee will be past for ever ” 

Vathek, depressed with fear, was on the point of 
prostrating himself at the feet of the shepherd, whom 
he perceived to be of a nature superior to man, but his 
pride prevailing, he audaciously lifted his head, and 
glancing at him one of his terrible looks, said, “Whoever 
thou art, withhold thy useless admonitions; thou wouldst 
either delude me or art thyself deceived. If what I 
have done be so criminal as thou pretendest, there re- 
mains not for me a moment of grace. I have traversed 
a sea of blood to acquire a power which will make thy 
equals tremble. Deem not that I shall retire when ill 
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view of the port, or that I will relinquish her who is 
dearer to me than either my life or thy mercy. Let 
the sun appear 1 let them illume my career 1 it matters 
not where it may end ” On uttering these words, which 
made even the genius shudder, Vathek threw himself 
into the arms of Nouromhar, and commanded that his 
horses should be forced back to the road. 

There was no difficulty in obeying these orders, for 
the attraction had ceased the sun shone forth in all 
his glory, and the shepherd vanished with a lamentable 
scream. 

The fatal impression of the music of the genius re- 
mained, notwithstanding, in the heart of Vathek’s at- 
tendants. They viewed each other with looks of 
consternation At the approach of night almost all of 
them escaped, and of this numerous assemblage there 
only remained the chief of the eunuchs, some idolatrous 
slaves, Dilara, and a few other women who like herself 
were votaries of the religion of the Magi. 

The caliph, fired with the ambition of prescribing 
laws to the powers of darkness, was but little embar- 
rassed at this dereliction. The impetuosity of his blood 
prevented him from sleeping, nor did be encamp any 
more, as before Nouromhar, whose impatience if pos- 
sible exceeded his own, importuned him to hasten his 
march, and lavished on him a thousand caresses, to be- 
guile all reflection. She fancied herself already more 
potent than Balkis, and pictured to her imagination the; 
genii falling prostrate at the foot of her throne. In 
this manner they advanced by moonlight till they came 
within view of the two towering rocks that form a kind 
of portal to the valley, at the extremity of which rose 
the vast ruins of Istakar. Aloft on the mountain glim- 
mered the fronts of various royal mausoleums, the horr 
ror of which was deepened by the shadows of night. 
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They passed through two villages almost deserted, the 
only inhabitants remaining being a few feeble old men, 
who at the sight of horses and litters fell upon their 
knees, and cried out, “O Heaven 1 is it then by these 
phantoms that we have been for six months tormented' 1 
Alas 1 it was from the terror of these spectres, and the 
noise beneath the mountains, that our people have fled, 
and left us at the mercy of the malificent spirits !” The 
oaliph, to whom these complaints were but unpromising 
auguries, drove over the bodies of these wretched old 
men, and at length arrived at the foot of the terrace of 
black marble. There he descended from his litter, 
handing down Nouronihar. Both with beating hearts 
stared wildly around them, and expected with an ap- 
prehensive shudder the approach of the Giaour, but 
nothing as yet announced his appearance. 

A death-like stillness reigned over the mountain and 
through the air. The moon dilated on a vast platform 
the shades of the lofty columns, which reached from the 
terrace almost to the clouds. The gloomy watch-towers, 
whose number could not be counted, were covered by 
-no roof; and their capitals, of an architecture unknown 
in the records of the earth, served as an asylum for 
the birds of night, which, alarmed at the approach of 
such visitants, fled away croaking. 

The chief of the eunuchs, trembling with fear, be- 
sought Vathek that a fire might be kindled. "No,” re- 
plied he, "there is no time left to think of such trifles. 
Abide where thou art, and expect my commands.” 
Haring thus spoken, he presented his hand to Nouroni- 
har; and ascending the steps of a vast staircase, reached 
the terrace, which was flagged with squares of marble, 
and resembled a smooth expanse of water upon whose 
surface not a blade of grass ever dared to vegetate. On 
the right rose the watch-towers, ranged before the rmns 
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of an immense palace, whose walls were embossed with 
various figures. In front stood forth the colossal forms 
of four creatures, composed of the leopard and the 
gnffin, and though but of stone, inspired emotions of 
terror. Near these were distinguished by the splendour 
of the moon, which streamed full on the place, charac- 
ters like those on the sabres of the Giaour, and which 
possessed the same virtue of changing every moment. 
These, after vacillating for some time, fixed at last m 
Arabic letters, and prescribed to the caliph the fol- 
lowing words - — "Vathek, thou hast violated the condi- 
tions of my parchment, and desen est to be sent back; 
but in favour to thy companion, and as the meed for 
what thou hast done to obtain it, Ebbs permitteth that 
the portal of his palace shall be opened, and the sub- 
terranean fire will receive thee into the number of its 
adorers.” 

He scarcely had read these words before the moun- 
tain, against which the terrace was reared, trembled, 
and the watch-towers were ready to topple headlong 
upon them. The rock yawned, and disclosed within it 
a staircase of polished marble, that seemed to approach 
the abyss Upon each stair were planted two large 
torches, like those Nouronihar had seen in her vision, 
the camphorated vapour of which ascended and gath- 
ered itself into a cloud under the hollow of the vault. 

This appearance, instead of terrifying, gave new 
courage to the daughter of Fakreddm. Scarcely deign- 
ing to bid adieu to the moon and the firmament, she 
abandoned without hesitation the pure atmosphere, to 
plunge into these infernal exhalations. The gait of 
those impious personages was haughty and determined. 
As they descended by the effulgence of the torches, they 
gazed on each other with mutual admiration, and both 
appeared so resplendent that they already esteemed 
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themselves spiritual intelligences. The only circum- 
stance that perplexed them was their not arriving at the 
bottom of the stairs. On hastening their descent with 
an ardent impetuosity, they felt their steps accelerated 
to such a degree that they seemed not walking but fall- 
ing from a precipice. Their progress, however, was at 
length impeded by a vast portal of ebony, which the 
caliph without difficulty recognised. Here the Giaour 
awaited them with the key in his hand. “Ye are wel- 
come !” said he to them with a ghastly smile, “in spite 
of Mahomet and all his dependents. I will now usher 
you into that palace where you have so highly merited 
a place." Whilst he was uttering these words, he 
touched the enamelled lock with his key, and the doors 
at once flew open with a noise still louder than the 
thunder of the dog dais, and as suddenly recoiled the 
moment they had entered 

The caliph and Nouromhar beheld each other with 
amazement at finding themselves in a place which, 
though roofed with a vaulted ceiling, was so spacious 
and lofty that at first they took it for an immeasurable 
plain. Bnt their eyes at length growing familiar to the 
grandeur of the surrounding objects, they extended 
their view to those at a distance, and discovered rows of 
columns and arcades, which gradually diminished till 
they terminated in a point radiant as the sun when be 
darts his last beams athwart the ocean. The pavement, 
strewed over with gold dust and saffron, exhaled so 
subtle an odour as almost overpowered them. They, 
however, went on, and observed an infinity of censers in 
which ambergris and the wood of aloes were continually 
burning. Between the seteral columns were placed 
tables, each spread with a profusion of viands, and 
wines of every species sparkling in vases of crystal. A 
throng of genii and other fantastic spirits of either sex 
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danced lasciviously at the sound of music which issued 
from beneath. 

In the midst of this immense hall a vast multitude 
was incessantly passing, who severally kept their right 
hands on their hearts, without once regarding any thing 
around them; they had all the livid paleness of death. 
Their eyes, deep sunk in their sockets, resembled those 
phosphoric meteors that glimmer by night in places of 
interment. Some stalked slowly on, absorbed in pro- 
found reverie , some, shrieking with agony, ran furiously 
about like tigers wounded with poisoned arrows; whilst 
others, grinding their teeth in rage, foamed along more 
frantic than the wildest maniac. They all avoided each 
other; and though surrounded by a multitude that no 
one could number, each wandered at random unheedful 
of the rest, as if alone on a desert where no foot had 
trodden. 

Vathek and Nouronihar, frozen with terror at a sight 
so baleful, demanded of the Giaour what these appear- 
ances might mean, and why these ambulating spectres 
never withdrew their hands from their hearts? "Per- 
plex not yourselves with so much at once,” replied he 
bluntly; "you will soon be acquainted with all. Let us 
haste, and present you to Eblis.” They continued their 
way through the multitude; but notwithstanding their 
confidence at first, they were not sufficiently composed 
to examine with attention the varions prospective of 
halls and of galleries that opened on the right hand and 
left, which were all illuminated by torches and braziers, 
whose flames rose in pyramids to the centre of the vanlt. 
At length they came to a place where long curtains, 
brocaded with crimson and gold, fell from all parts in 
solemn confusion. Here the choirs and dances were 
heard no longer. The light which glimmered came 
from afaT, 



23* WILLIAM BECKFORD 

After some time Vathek and Nouronihar perceived a 
gleam brightening through the drapery, and entered a 
vast tabernacle hung round with the skins of leopards. 
An infinity of elders with streaming beards and afrits 
in complete armour had prostrated themselves before 
the ascent of a lofty eminence, on the top of which, 
upon a globe of fire, sat the formidable Eblis His 
person was that of a young man, whose noble and reg- 
ular features seemed to have been tarnished by malig- 
nant vapours. In his large eyes appeared both pride 
and despair. His flowing hair retained some resem- 
blance to that of an angel of light. In his hand, which 
thunder had blasted, he swajed the iron sceptre that 
causes the monster Ouranbad, the afrits, and all the 
powers of the abyss to tremble. At his presence the 
heart of the caliph sunk within lnm , and he fell pros- 
trate on his face. Nouronihar, however, though greatly 
dismayed, could not help admiring the person of Eblis, 
for she expected to have seen some stupendous giant. 

Eblis, with a voice more mild than might be imagined, 
but such as penetrated the soul and filled it with the 
deepest melancholy, said, “Creatures of clay, I receive 
you into mine empire, ye are numbered amongst my 
adorers. Enjoy whatever this palace affords the treas- 
ures of the pre-adamite sultans, their fulminating 
sabres, and those talismans that compel the dives to 
open the subterranean expanses of the mountain of 
Kaf, which communicate with these. There, insatiable 
as your curiosity may be, shall you find sufficient ob- 
jects to gratify it. You shall possess the exclusive 
privilege of entering the fortresses of Aherman and 
the halls of Argenk, where are portrayed all creatures 
endowed with intelligence, and the various animals that 
inhabited the earth prior to the creation of that con- 
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temptible being whom ye denominate the father of 
mankind." 

Vathek and Nouromhar, feeling themselves revived 
and encouraged by tins harangue, eagerly said to the 
Giaour, "Bring us instantly to the place which contains 
these precious talismans 

"Come,” answered this wicked dive, with his ma- 
lignant grin, — "come and possess all that my sovereign 
hath promised, and more " He then conducted them 
into a long aisle adjoining the tabernacle, preceding 
th» m with hastj steps, and followed by his disciples 
with the utmost alacrity They reached at length a 
hall of great extent and covered with a lofty dome, 
around which appeartd fifty portals of bronze, secured 
with as many fastenings of iron A funereal gloom 
prevailed over the whole scene. Here upon two beds 
of incorruptible cedar lay recumbent the fleshless forms 
of the pre-adamite kings, who had been monarchs of 
the whole earth. They still possessed enough of life 
to be conscious of their deplorable condition. Their 
eves retained a melancholv motion, they regarded one 
another with looks of the deepest dejection, each hold- 
ing his right hand motionless on his heart. At their 
feet were inscribed the ev ents of their several reigns, 
their power, their pride, and their crimes - Soliman 
Duki, and Soliman called Gian Ben Gian, who, after 
having chained up the dives in the dark caverns of Kaf, 
became so presumptuous as to doubt of the Supreme 
Power. All these maintained great state, though not to 
be compared with the eminence of Soliman Ben Daoud. 

This king, so renowned for his wisdom, was on the 
loftiest elevation, and placed immediately under the 
dome. He appeared to possess more animation than 
the rest. Though from time to time he laboured with 
profound sigbs, and like his companions, kept his right 



236 WILLIAM BECKFORD 

hand on his heart, yet his countenance was more com- 
posed, and he seemed to be listening to the sullen roar 
of a cataract visible in part through one of the grated 
portals. This was the only sound that intruded on the 
silence of these doleful mansions. A range of brazen 
vases surrounded the elevation. “Remove the coi ers 
from these cabalistic depositaries,” said the Giaour to 
Vathek, “and avail thyself of the talismans which will 
break asunder all these gates of bronze, and not only 
render the master of the trtasures contained within 
them, but also of the spirits bi which the) are 
guarded.” 

The caliph, whom this ominous preliminary had en- 
tirely disconcerted, approached the \ ases with faltering 
footsteps, and was ready to sink with terror when he 
heard the groans of Solunan. As he proceeded, a voice 
from the livid lips of the prophet articulated these 
words — "In my lifetime I filled a magnificent throne, 
having on my right hand twelve thousand seats of gold, 
where the patriarchs and the prophets heard my doc- 
trines, on my left the sages and doctors, upon as many 
thrones of silver, were present at all my decisions. 
Whilst I thus administered justice to innumerable mul- 
titudes, the birds of the air, liovtring over me, served 
as a canopy against the ravs of the sun My people 
flourished, and my palace rose to the clouds I erected 
a temple to the Most High, which w r as the wonder of 
the universe, but I basely suffered myself to be se- 
duced by the love of women, and a curiosity that could 
not be restrained bv sublunary things. I listened to 
the counsels of Aherman, and the daughter of Pharaoh, 
and adored fire, and the hosts of heaven. I forsook 
the holy city, and commanded the genu to rear the stu- 
pendous palace of Istakar and the terrace of the watch- 
towers, each of which was consecrated to a star. There 
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for a while I enjoyed myself in the zenith of glory 
and pleasure. Not only men but supernatural beings 
were subject also to my will. I began to think, as 
these unhappy monarch? around had already thought, 
that the vengeance of Heaven was asleep, when at once 
the thunder burst my structures asunder and precipi- 
tated me hither, where, however, I do not remain, like 
the other inhabitants, totally destitute of hope, for an 
angel of light hath revealed that in consideration of 
the piety of my early v outh my woes shall come to an 
end when this cataract shall forever cease to flow Till 
then I am in torments, intffable torments' An unre- 
lenting fire preys on ni\ heart ” 

Haung uttered this exclamation, Soliman raised Ins 
hands towards hem en, in token of supplication; and the 
caliph discerned through his bosom, which was trans- 
parent as crystal, his heart em eloped in flames. At 
a sight so full of horror, N'ouronihar fell back like one 
petrified into the arms of Vathek, who cried out with 
a convulsive sob, “O Giaour' whither hast thou brought 
us' Allow us to dep irt, and I will relinquish all thou 
hast promised O Mahomet' remains there no more 
merev 

“None' none'" replied the malicious dive "Know, 
miserable prince, thou art now in the abode of venge- 
ance and despair. Thy heart, also, w ill be kindled 
like those of the other votaries of Eblis. A few days 
are allotted thee previous to this fatal period. Employ 
them as thou wilt, recline on these heaps of gold; com- 
mand the infernal potentates, range at thy pleasure 
through these immense subterranean domains; no bar- 
rier shall be shut against thee. As for me, I have 
fulfilled my mission I now leave thee to thyself." At 
these words he vanished. 

The caliph and N'ouronihar remained in the most ab- 
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ject affliction. Their tears were unable to flow, and 
scarcely could they support themselves. At length, tak- 
ing each other despondinglv by the hand, they went 
faltering from this fatal hall, indifferent which way they 
turned their steps. Every portal opened at their ap- 
proach. The dives fell prostrate before them Every 
reservoir of riches was disclosed to their view, but they 
no longer felt the incentives of curiosity, of pride, or 
avarice. With like apathy they heard the chorus of 
genii and saw the stately banquets prepared to regale 
them. They went wandering on from chamber to 
chamber, hall to hall, and gallery to gallery; all with- 
out bounds or limit , all distinguishable by the same 
lowering gloom; all adorned with the same awful 
grandeur; all traversed by persons in search of repose 
and consolation, but who sought them in vain, for 
every one carried within him a heart tormented in 
flames. Shunned by these various sufferers, who seemed 
by their looks to be upbraiding the partners of their 
guilt, they withdrew from them to wait in direful sus- 
pense the mdment which should render them to each 
other the like objects of terror. 

"What 1 ” exclaimed Nouronihar; “will the time come 
when I shall snatch my hand from thine 

“Ah said Vathek, “and shall my eyes ever cease to 
drink from thine long draughts of enjoyment ? Shall 
the moments of our reciprocal ecstasies be reflected on 
with horror 5 It was not thou that broughtest me 
hither; the principles by which Carathis perverted my 
youth have been the sole cause of my perdition' It is 
but right she should have her share of it." Having 
given vent to these painful expressions, he called to an 
afrit, who was stirring up one of the braziers, and 
bade him fetch the Princess Carathis from the palace 
of Samarah. 
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After issuing these orders, the caliph and Nonronihar 
continued walking amidst the silent crowd, till they 
heard voices at the end of the gallery. Presuming them 
to proceed from some unhappy beings who, like them- 
selves, were awaiting their final doom, they followed 
the sound, and found it to come from a small square 
chamber, where they discovered sitting on sofas four 
young men of goodly figure and a lovely female, who 
were holding a melancholy conversation by the glim- 
mering of a lonely lamp Each had a gloomy and 
forlorn air , and two of them were embracing each other 
with great tenderness. On seeing the caliph and the 
daughter of Fakreddm enter, they arose, saluted, and 
made room for them Then he who appeared the most 
considerable of the group, addressed himself thus to 
Vatliek — ‘‘Strangers ' who doubtless are m the same 
state of suspense with oursehes, as you do not yet bear 
your hand on your heart, if you are come hither to pass 
the intenal allottid, prenous to the infliction of our 
common punishment, condescend to relate the adven- 
tures that have brought you to this fatal place , and we 
in return will acquaint you with ours, which deserve 
but too well to be heard. To trace back our crimes to 
their source, though we are not permitted to repent, is 
the only employment suited to wretches like us 

The caliph and Nouromhar assented to the proposal; 
and Vatliek began, not without tears and lamentations, 
a sincere recital of every circumstance that had passed. 
When the afflicting narrative was closed, the young man 
entered on his own* Each person proceeded in order, 
and when the third prince had reached the midst of his 

* Here Beckford had intended inserting the three “Epi- 
sodes" which were discovered and published later See Intro- 
duction, p *n 
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adventures, a sudden noise interrupted him, which 
caused the vault to tremble and to open. 

Immediately a cloud descended, which gradually dis- 
sipating, discovered Carathis on the back of an afrit, 
who grievously complained of Ins burden. She, in- 
stantly springing to the ground, advanced towards her 
son, and said, “What dost thou here, in this little square 
chamber ? As the dives are become subject to thy beck, 
I expected to have found thee on the throne of the pre- 
adamite kings.’’ 

“Execrable woman !” answered the caliph ; "cursed be 
the day thou gavest me birth 1 Go, follow this afrit; let 
him conduct thee to the hall of the prophet Soliman. 
There thou wilt learn to what these palaces are des- 
tined, and how much I ought to abhor the impious 
knowledge thou hast taught me ” 

“Has the height of power to which thou art arrived 
turned thy brain answered Carathis, “but I ask no 
more than permission to show my respect for Soliman 
the prophet It is, however, proper thou shouldst know 
that (as the afrit has informed me neither of us shall 
return to Samarah) I requested his permission to ar- 
range my affairs, and he politely consented. Availing 
myself, therefore, of the few moments allowed me, I 
set fire to the tower, and consumed in it the mutes, 
negresses, and serpents which have rendered me so 
much good service, nor should I have been less kind to 
Morakanabad, had he not prevented me by deserting 
at last to thy brother As for Bababalouk, who had the 
folly to return to Samarah, to provide husbands for 
thy wives, I undoubtedly would have put him to the 
torture, but being in a hurry, I only hung him, after 
having decoyed him in a snare, with thy wives, whom 
I buried alive by the help of my negresses, who thus 
spent their last moments greatly to their satisfaction. 
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With respect to Dilara, who ever stood high in my 
favour, she hath evinced the greatness of her mind by 
fixing herself near, in the service of one of the magi, 
and, I think, will soon be one of our society.” 

Vathek, too much cast down to express the indigna- 
tion 'excited by such a discourse, ordered the afrit to 
remove Carathis from his presence, aDd continued im- 
mersed m thoughts which his companions durst not 
disturb. 

Carathis, however, eagerly entered the dome of Soli- 
man, and without regarding in the least the groans of 
the prophet, undauntedly removed the covers of the 
rases and violently seised on the talismans. Then with 
a voice more loud than had hitherto been heard within 
these mansions, she compelled the dives to disclose to 
her the most secret treasures, the most profound stores, 
which the afrit himself had not seen. She passed by 
Tapid descents, known only to Eblis and his most 
favoured potentates, and thus penetrated the very en- 
trails of the earth, where breathes the sansar, or the 
icy wind of death. Nothing appalled her dauntless 
soul. She perceived, however, in all the inmates who 
bore their hands on their hearts, a little singularity 
not much to her taste. 

As she was emerging from one of the abysses, Eblis 
stood forth to her view; but notwithstanding he dis- 
played the full effulgence of his infernal majesty, she 
preserved her countenance unaltered, and even paid hqr 
compliments with considerable firmness. 

This superb monarch thus answered: — “Princess, 
whose knowledge and whose crimes have merited a con- 
spicuous rank m my empire, thou dost well to avail thy- 
self of the leisure that remains ; for the flames and tor- 
ments, which are ready to seise on thy heart, will not 
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fail to provide thee soon with full employment.” He 
Mid, and was lost in the curtains of his tabernacle. 

Carathis paused for a moment with surprise, but, 
resolved to follow the advice of Eblis, she assembled all 
the choirs of genh and all the dives to pay her homage. 
Thus marched she in triumph through a vapour of per- 
fumes, amidst the acclamations of all the malignant 
spirits, with most of whom she had formed a previous 
acquaintance. She even attempted to dethrone one of 
the Solimans, for the purpose of usurping his place, 
when a voice, proceeding from the abyss of death, pro- 
claimed, “All is accomplished!” Instantaneously the 
haughty forehead of the intrepid princess became cor- 
rugated with agony ; she uttered a tremendous yell, and 
fixed, no more to be withdrawn, her right hand upon 
her heart, which was become a receptacle of eternal 
fire. 

In this delirium, forgetting all ambitious projects, 
and her thirst for that knowledge which should ever be 
hidden from mortals, she overturned the offerings of 
the genu, and, having execrated the hour she was be- 
gotten and the womb that had borne her, glanced off in 
a rapid whirl that rendered her invisible, and continued 
to revolve without intermission. 

Almost at the same instant, the same voice announced 
to the caliph, Nouronihar, the four princes, and the 
princess, the awful and irrevocable decree Their hurts 
immediately took fire, and they at once lost the ipost 
precious gift of heaven, — hope. These unhappy beings 
recoiled, with looks of the most furious distraction. 
Vathek beheld in the eyes of Nouronihar nothing but 
rage and vengeance, nor could she discern aught in his 
but aversion and despair. The two princes who were 
friends, and till that moment had preserved their at- 
tachment, shrunk back, gnashing their teeth with 
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mutual and unchangeable hatred. Kalilah and his sis- 
ter made reciprocal gestures of imprecation; all testified 
their horror for each other by the most ghastly convul- 
sions, and screams that could not be smothered. All 
severally plunged themsehes into the accursed multi- 
tude, there to wander in an eternity of unahating 
anguish. 

Su< h was, and such should be, the punishment of un- 
restrained passions and atrocious deeds' Such shall 
be the chastisement of that blind curiosity which would 
transgress those bounds the wisdom of the Creator has 
prescribed to human knowledge, and such the dreadful 
disappointment of that restless ambition which, aiming 
at discoveries reserved for beings of a supernatural 
order, pereenes not through its infatuated pride that 
the condition of man upon earth is to be — humble and 
ignorant. 

Thus the caliph Vathek. who for the sake of empty 
pomp and forbidden power had sullied lnmself with a 
thousand crimes, became a prey to grief without end 
and remorse without mitigation, whilst the humble, the 
despised Gulchenrou* passed whole ages in undisturbed 
tranquillity, and in the pure happiness of childhood. 
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CHAPTER I 


"When once sordid interest seizes on the heart, it 
freezes up the source qf every warm and liberal feel- 
ing; it is an enemy alike to virtue and to taste — thit 
it perverts, and that it annihilates. The time may 
come, my friend, when death shall dissolve the sinews 
of avarice, and justice be permitted to resume her 
rights." 

Such were the words of the Advocate Nemours to 
Pierre de la Motte, as the latter stept at midnight into 
the carnage which was to bear him far from Pans, 
from his creditors and the persecution of the laws. 
I.a Motts thanked him for this last instance of his 
kindness, the assistance he had given him in escape; 
and when the carnage drove away, uttered a sad adieu ' 
The gloom of the hour and the peculiar emergency of 
his circumstances sunk him m silent reverie. 

Whoever has read Guyot de Pitaval, the most faith- 
ful of those writers who record the proceedings in the 
Parliamentary Courts of Pans during the seventeenth 
century, must surely remember the striking story of 
Pierre de la Motte and the Marquis Philippe de Mon- 
talt let all such, therefore, be informed that the person 
here introduced to their notice was that individual 
Pierre de la Motte. 

As Madame La Motte leaned from the coach win- 
dow and gave a last look to the walls of Paris — Paris, 
the scene of her former happiness, and the residence 
of many dear friends — the fortitude which had till now 
supported her, yielded to the force of grief. “Farewell 
all sighed she, “this last look and we are separated 
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for ever!” Tears followed her words, and, sinking- 
back, she resigned herself to the stillness of sorrow. 
The recollection of former times pressed heavily upon 
her heart, a few months before and she was surrounded 
by friends, fortune, and consequence; now she was de- 
prived of all, a miserable exile from her native place, 
without home, without comfort— almost without hope. 
It was not the least of her afflictions that she had been 
obliged to quit Pans without bidding adieu to her only 
son, who was now on duty with his regiment in Ger- 
many; ahd such had been the precipitancy of this re- 
moval that had she even known where he was stationed, 
she had no time to inform him of it, or of the altera- 
tion m his father’s circumstances. 

Pierre de la Motte was a gentleman descended from 
an ancient house of France. He «as a man whose pas- 
sions often overcame his reason, and for a time silenced 
his conscience; but though the image of virtue which 
Nature had impressed upon his heart was sometimes 
obscured by the passing influence of vice, it was never 
wholly obliterated. With strength of mind sufficient 
to have withstood temptation, he would have been a 
good man; as it was, he was always a weak and some- 
times a vicious member of society; yet his mind was 
active and his imagination vivid, which, co-operating 
with the force of passion, often dazzled his judgment 
and subdued principle. Thus he was a man infirm m 
purpose and visionary in virtue in a word, Ins conduct 
was suggested by feeling rather than principle; and 
his virtue, such as it was, could not stand the pressure 
of occasion. 

Early m life he had married Constance Valentia, a 
beautiful and elegant woman, attached to her family 
and beloved by them. Her birth was equal, her for- 
tune superior to his; and their nuptials had been cele- 
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b rated under the auspices of an approving and flatter- 
ing world. Her heart was devoted to La Motte, and, 
for some time she found m him an affectionate hus- 
band; but, allured by the gaieties of Pans, he was soon 
devoted to its luxuries, and in a few years his fortune 
and affection were equally lost in dissipation. A false 
pride had still operated against his interest, and with- 
held him from honourable retreat while it was yet in 
his power. The habits which he had acquired, en- 
chained him to the scene of his former pleasure, and 
thus he had continued an expensive style of life till the 
means of prolonging it were exhausted. He at length 
awoke from this lethargy of security, but it was only 
to plunge into new error, and to attempt schemes for 
the reparation of his fortune, which served to sink him 
deeper in destruction. The consequence of a transac- 
tion in which he thus engaged, now drove him with the 
small wreck of his propertv into dangerous and ig- 
nominious exile. 

It was his design to pass into one of the southern 
provinces, and there seek near the borders of the king- 
dom an asvlum m some obscure village His family 
consisted of his wife and two faithful domestics, a man- 
and woman, who followed the fortunes of their master 

The night was dark and tempestuous, and at about 
the distance of three leagues from Pans, Peter, who* 
now acted as postillion, ha\ing driven for some time 
over a wild heath where main ways crossed, stopped 
and acquainted Lu Motte with his perplexity. The sud- 
den stopping of the carriage roused the latter from 
his reverie and filled the whole party with the terror 
of pursuit. He was unable to supply the necessary di- 
rection, and the extreme darkness made it dangerous to 
proceed without one. During this period of distress a 
light was perceived at some distance, and after much 
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doubt and hesitation, La Motte, in the hope of obtain* 
ing assistance, alighted and adv anced towards it ; he 
proceeded slowly, from the fear of unknown pits. The 
light issued from the window of a small and ancient 
house, which stood alone on the heath at the distance of 
half a mile. 

Having reached the door, he stopped for some mo- 
ments, listening in apprehensive anxiety — no sound was 
heard but that of the wind, winch swept m hollow gusts 
over the waste. At length he ventured to knock, and 
having waited some time, during which he indistinctly 
heard several voices in conversation, some one within 
inquired what he wanted ? La Motte answered that 
he was a traveller who had lost his way, and desired 
to be directed to the nearest town. ‘‘That,’' said the 
person, “is seven miles off, and the road bad enough, 
even if you could see it If you only want a bed, you 
may have it here, and had better stay ” 

The “pitiless pelting” of the storm, which at this 
time beat with increasing fury upon La Motte, inclined 
him to give up the attempt of proceeding farther till 
day-light, but, desirous of seeing the person with whom 
he conversed, before he ventured to expose his family 
by calling up the carnage, he asked to be admitted. 
The door was now opened by a tall figure with a light, 
who invited La Motte to enter. He followed the man 
through a passage into a room almost unfurnished, in 
one corner of which a bed was spread upon the floor. 
The forlorn and desolate aspect of this apartment made 
La Motte shrink involuntarily, and he was turning to 
go out when the man suddenly pushed him back, and 
he heard the door locked upon him. His heart failed, 
yet he made a desperate, though vain, effort to force 
the door and called loudly for release. No answer was 
returned, but he distinguished the voices of men in the 
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room above, and not doubting but their intention was 
to rob and murder him, his agitation at first overcame 
his reason. By the light of some almost expiring em- 
bers, he perceived a window, but the hope which this 
discovery revived was quickly lost when he found the 
aperture guarded by strong iron bars. Such prepara- 
tion for security surprised him, and confirmed his worst 
apprehensions. Alone, unarmed — beyond the chance of 
assistance, he saw himself in the power of people whose 
trade was apparently rapine’ — murder their means! 
After revolving every possibility of escape, he endeav- 
oured to await the ev ent with fortitude, but La Motte 
could boast of no such virtue. 

The voices had ceased, tmd all remained still for a 
quarter of an hour, when between the pauses of the 
wind he thought he distinguished the sobs and moaning 
of a female. He listened attentively and became con- 
firmed in his conjecture; it was too evidently the accent 
of distress. At this conviction, the remains of his 
courage forsook him, and a terrible surmise darted 
with the rapidity of lightning across his brain. It was 
probable that his carriage had been discovered bv the 
people of the house, who with a design of plunder had 
secured her servant and brought hither Madame La 
Motte. He was the more inclined to believe this by 
the stillness which had for some time reigned in the 
house previous to the sounds he now heard. Or it was 
possible that the inhabitants were not Tobbcrs, but per- 
sons to whom he had been betraved by his friend or 
servant, and who were appointed to deliver him into 
the hands of justice Yet he hardly dared to doubt 
the integrity of his friend, who had been intrusted with 
the secret of his flight and the plan of his route, and 
had procured him the carriage m which he had es- 
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caped. "Such depravity,” exclaimed La Motte, "can- 
not surely exist in human nature, much less in the 
heart of Nemours 

This ejaculation was interrupted by a noise in the 
passage leading to the room. It approached — the door 
was unlocked — and the man who had admitted La 
Motte into the house entered, leading, or rather forcibly 
dragging along, a beautiful girl, who appeared to be 
about eighteen. Her features were bathed in tears, 
and she seemed to suffer the utmost distress. The man 
fastened the lock and put the key in his pocket He 
then advanced to La Motte, who had before observed 
other persons in the passage, and pointing a pistol to 
his breast, “You are wholly* in our power,” said he, "no 
assistance can reach you If you wish to save your life, 
swear that you will convey this girl where I may never 
see her more, or rather consent to take her with you, 
for your oath I would not believe, and I can take care 
you shall not find me again. — Answer quickly, you have 
no time to lose ” 

He now seized the trembling hand of the girl, who 
shrunk aghast with terror, arid hurried her towards La 
Motte, whom surprise still kept silent. She sunk at his 
feet, and with supplicating eyes that streamed with 
tears implored him to have pity on her. Notwithstand- 
ing his present agitation, he found it impossible to 
contemplate the beauty and distress of the object be- 
fore him with indifference. Her youth, her apparent 
innocence, the artless energy of her manner, forcibly 
assailed his heart, and he was going to speak, when the 
ruffian, who mistook the silence of astonishment for 
that of hesitation, prevented him. “I have a horse 
ready to take you from hence,” said he, “and I will 
^direct you over the heath If you return within an 



THE ROMANCE OF THE FOREST 25 $ 

Four, you die; after then, you are at liberty to come 
here when you please.” 

La Motte, without answering, raised the lovely girl 
from the floor, and was so much relieved from his- 
own apprehensions that he had leisure to attempt dis- 
sipating hers. ‘‘Let us be gone,” said the ruffian, “and 
have no more of this nonsense, \ou may think your- 
self well off it's no Morse. I’ll go and get the horse 
ready.” 

The last words roused I.a Motte, and perplexed him 
with new fears. He dreaded to discover his carriage 
lest its appearance might tempt the banditti to plun- 
der, and to depart on horseback with this man might 
produce a consequence yet more to be dreaded. Madame 
La Motte, weaned with apprehension, would probably 
send for her husband to the house, -when all the former 
danger would be incurred, with the additional evil of 
being separated from his family and the chance of 
being detected by the emissaries of justice in endeavour- 
ing to recover them As these reflections passed over 
his mind m tumultuous rapidity, a noise was again 
heard in the passage, an uproar and scuffle ensued, and 
in the same moment he could distinguish the voice of 
his servant, who had been sent by Madame La Motte 
in search of him Being now determined to disclose 
what could not long be concealed, he exclaimed aloud 
that a horse was unnecessary, that he had a carriage 
at some distance which would convcv them from the 
heath, the man who was seized being Ins servant. 

The ruffian, speaking through the door, bade him be 
patient a while and he should hear more from him. 
La Motte now turned his eyes upon his unfortunate 
companion, who, pale and exhausted, leaned for sup- 
port against the wall Her features, which were deli~ 
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i ntely beautiful, had gained from distress an expres- 
V n of captivating sweetness, she had 

An eye 

As when the blue sky trembles thro’ a cloud 

Of purest white 

A habit of grey camlet, with short slashed sleeves, 
shewed, but did not adorn, her figure. It was thrown 
open at the bosom, upon which part of her hair had 
fallen in disorder, while the light veil hastily thrown 
on, had in her confusion been suffered to fall back. 
Every moment of farther observation heightened the 
surprise of La Motte, and interested him more warmly 
in her favour. Such elegance and apparent refinement, 
contrasted with the desolation of the house and the 
savage manners of its inhabitants, seemed to him like 
a romance of imagination rather than an occurrence 
of real life. He endeavoured to comfort her, and his 
sense of compassion was too sincere to be misunder- 
stood. Her terror gradually subsided into gratitude 
and grief. “Ah, sir,” said she, “heaven has sent you 
to my relief, and will sureh' reward you for your p:o- 
tection. I have no friend in the world if I do not find 
one in you.” 

La Motte assured her of his kindness, when he was 
interrupted by the entrance of the ruffian. He desired 
to be conducted to his family. “All in good time,” 
replied the latter; “I have taken care of one of them, 
and will of you, please St. Peter, so be comforted” 
These comfortable words renewed the terror of La 
Motte, who now earnestly begged to know if his family 
were safe. “O 1 as for that matter, they are safe enough, 
and you will be with them presently; but don’t stand 
partying here all night. Do you choose to go or stay 9 
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You know the condjtions.” They now bound the eyes 
of La Motte and of the young lady, whom terror had 
hitherto kept silent, and then placing them on two 
horses, a man mounted behind each and they imme- 
diately galloped off. They had proceeded m this way 
near half an hour when La Motte entreated to know 
whither he was going ? “You will know that by and 
by,” said the ruffian, “so be at peace.” Finding inter- 
rogatories useless. La Motte resumed silence till the 
horses stopped. His conductor then hallooed, and be- 
ing answered bv voices at some distance, m a few mo- 
ments the sound of carnage wheels was heard, and 
presently after, the words of a man directing Peter 
which wav to drive. As the carriage approached. La 
Motte called, and, to his inexpressible joy, was an- 
swered bv his wife. 

“You are now beyond the borders of the heath, and 
may go which was you will," said the ruffian; “if you 
return within an hour, jou will be welcomed by a brace 
of bullets ” This was a very unnecessary caution to 
La Motte, whom tliev now released. The voung stranger 
sightd det ply, as sht entered the carnage, and the 
ruffian, having bestowed upon Peter some directions 
and more threats, waited to see him drive off. They 
did not wait long. 

La Motte immediately gave a short relation of what 
had passed at the house, including an account of the 
manner m wtiuh the voung stranger had been intro- 
duced to him During this narrative her deep con- 
vulsive sighs frequently drew the attention of Madame 
La Motte, whose compassion became gradually inter- ( 
ested in her behalf, and who now endeavoured to tran- 
quillize her spirits. The unhappy girl answered .her 
kindness in artless and simple expressions, and then re- 
lapsed into tears and silence. Madame forbore for the 
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present to ask any questions that might lead to a dis- 
covery of her connections or seem to require an expla- 
nation of the late adventure, which now furnishing her 
with a new subject of reflection, the sense of her own 
misfortunes pressed less heavily upon her mind. The 
distress of La Motte was even for a while suspended; 
he ruminated on the late scene, and it appeared like a 
vision, or one of those improbable Actions that some- 
times are exhibited in a romance. He could reduce it 
to no principles of probability, nor render it compre- 
hensible by any endeavour to analyze it. The present 
charge, and the chance of future trouble brought upon 
him by this adventure, occasioned some dissatisfaction, 
but the beauty and seeming innocence of Adeline united 
with the pleadings of humanity in her favour, and he 
determined to protect her. 

The tumult of emotions which had passed in the 
bosom of Adeline began now to subside; terror was 
softened into anxiety, and despair into grief. The 
sympathy so evident in the manners of her companions, 
particularly in those of Madame La Motte, soothed her 
heart and encouraged her to hope for better days. 

Dismally and silently the night passed on, for the 
minds of the travellers were too much occupied by their 
several sufferings to admit of conversation. The dawn, 
so anxiously watched for, at length appeared, and in- 
troduced the strangers more fully to each other. Ade- 
line derived comfort from the looks of Madame La 
Motte, who gazed frequently' and attentively at her, 
and thought she had seldom seen a countenance so 
interesting or a form so striking. The languor of sor- 
row threw a melancholy grace upon her features that 
appealed immediately to the heart; and there was a 
penetrating sweetness in her blue eyes which indicated 
an intelligent and amiable mind. 
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La Motte now looked anxiously from the coach win- 
dow, tli at he might judge of their situation and observe 
whether he was followed. The obscurity of the dawn 
confined his \ lews, but no person appeared. The sun 
at length tinted the eastern clouds and the tops of the 
highest hills, and soon after burst in full splendour on 
the scene. The terrors of La Motte began to subside, 
and the griefs of Adeline to soften. They entered upon 
a lane confined by high banks and overarched by trees, 
on whose branches appeared the first green buds of 
spnng glittering with dews. The fresh breeze of the 
morning animated the spirits of Adeline, whose mind 
was delicately sensible to the beauties of nature. As 
she viewed the flowery luxuriance of the turf, and the 
tender green of the trees, or caught between the open- 
ing banks a glimpse of the varied landscape, rich with 
wood, and fading into blue and distant mountains, her 
heart expanded in momentary joy. With Adeline the 
charms of external nature were heightened by those of 
novelty; she had seldom seen the grandeur of an exten- 
sive prospect, or the magnificence of a wide horizon — 
and not often the picturesque beauties of more confined 
scenery. Her mind had not lost by long oppression 
that clastic energy which resists calamity, else, how- 
ever susceptible might have been her original taste, the 
beuuties of natqre would no longer have charmed her 
thus easily even to ttmporary repose. 

The road, at length, wound down the side of a hill, 
and La Motte, uguin looking anxiously from the win- 
dow', saw before him an open champaign country, 
through which the road, wholly unsheltered from ob- 
servation, extended almost in a direct line. The danger 
of these circumstances alarmed him, for his flight ought 
without difficulty be traced for many leagues from the 
hills he was now descending. Of the first peasant 
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that passed, he inquired for a road among the hills, but 
heard of none. La Motte now sunk into his former 
terrors. Madame, notwithstanding her own apprehen- 
sions, endeavoured to reassure him, but finding her ef- 
forts ineffectual, she also retired to the contemplation 
of her misfortunes. Often, as they went on, did La 
Motte look back upon the country they had passed, and 
often did imagination suggest to him the sounds of dis- 
tant pursuit. 

The travellers stopped to breakfast in a village where 
the road was at length obscured by woods, and La 
Motte’s spirits again revived. Adeline appeared more 
tranquil than she had yet been, and La Motte now 
asked for an explanation of the scene he had witnessed 
on the preceding night. The inquiry renewed all her 
distress, and with tears she entreated for the present 
to be spared on the subject. La Motte pressed it no 
farther, but he observed that for the greater part of 
the day she seemed to remember it in melancholy and 
dejection. They now travelled among the hills, and 
were therefore in less danger of observation; but La 
Motte avoided the great towns, and stopped in obscure 
ones no longer than to refresh the horses. About two 
hours after noon the road wound into a deep valley, 
watered by a rivulet and overhung with wood La 
Motte called to Peter, and ordered him to drive to a 
thickly embowered spot that appeared on the left Here 
he alighted with his family, and Peter having spread 
the provisions on the turf, tbev seated themselves and 
partook of a repast which in other circumstances would 
have been thought delicious. Adebne endeavoured to 
smile, but the languor of grief was now heightened by 
indisposition. The violent agitation of mind and fatigue 
of body which she had suffered for the last twenty- 
four hours had overpowered her strength, and when 
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La Motte led her back to the carriage, her whole frame 
trembled with illness. But she uttered no complaint, 
and having long observed the dejection of her com- 
panions, she made a feeble effort to enliven them. 

.They continued to travel throughout the day with- 
out any accident or interruption, and, about three hours 
after sunset, arrived at Monville, a small town where 
La Motte determined to pass the night. Repose waa, 
indeed, necessary to the whole party, whose pale and 
haggard looks, as they alighted from the carriage, were 
but too obvious to pass unobserved by the people of the 
inn. As soon as beds could be prepared, Adeline with- 
drew to her chamber, accompanied by Madame La 
Motte, whose concern for the fair stranger made her 
exert every effort to soothe and console her. Adeline 
wept in silence, and taking the hand of Madame, 
oressed it to her bosom. These were not merely tears 
of grief — they were mingled with those which flow 
from the grateful heart when unexpectedly it meets 
with sympathy Madame La Motte understood them. 
After some momentary silence she renewed her assur- 
ances of kindness, and entreated Adeline to confide m 
her friendship; but she carefully avoided any mention 
of the subject which had before so much affected her. 
Adeline at length found words to express her sense of 
this goodness, which she did in a manner so natural 
and sincere, that Madame, finding herself much affected, 
took leave of her for the night 

In the morning, La Motte rose at an early hour, 
impatient to be gone Everything was prepared for 
his departure, and the breakfast had been waiting 
some time, but Adeline did not appear. Madame La 
Motte went to her chamber, and found her sunk in a 
disturbed slumber. Her breathing was short and ir- 
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Tegular — she frequently started or sighed, and some- 
times she mutte.ed an incoherent sentence. While 
Madame gazed with concern upon her languid counten- 
ance, she awoke, and, looking up, gave her hand to 
Madame La Motte, who found it burning with fever. 
She had passed a restless night, and as she now at- 
tempted to rise, her head, which beat with intense pain, 
grew giddy, her strength failed, and she sunk back. 

Madame was much alarmed, being at once convinced 
that it was impossible she could travel, and that a delav 
might prove fatal to her husband. She went to inform 
him of the truth, and his distress may be more easily 
imagined than described. He saw all the inconv enience 
and danger of delay, vet he could not so far divest him- 
self of humanity as to abandon Adeline to the care, or 
rather to the neglect, of strangers. He sent imme- 
diately for a physician, who pronounced her to be in a 
high fever, and said a remov al in her present state must 
be fatal La Motte now determined to wait the event, 
and endeavoured to calm the transports of terror which 
at times assailed him. In the meanwhile, he took such 
precautions as his situation admitted of, passing the 
greater part of the dav out of the village, in a spot from 
whence he had a view of the road for some distance, 
yet to be exposed to destruction by the illness of a 
girl whom he did not know, and who had actually been 
forced upon him, was a misfortune to which La Motte 
had not philosophy enough to submit with composure 

Adeline’s fever continued to increase during the 
whole day, and at night, when the physician took his 
leave, he told La Motte the event would very soon be de- 
cided. La Motte received this intelligence with real 
concern. The beauty and innocence of Adeline bad over- 
come the disadvantageous circumstances under which 
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she had been introduced to him, and he now gave less 
consideration to the inconvenience she might hereafter 
occasion him than to the hope of her recovery. 

Madame La Motte watched over her with tender 
anxiety, and observed with admiration her patient 
sweetness and mild resignation. Adeline amply re- 
paid her, though she thought she could not. — “Young 
as I am,” she would sav . “and deserted by those upon 
whom I have a claim for protection, I can remember 
no connection to make me regrit life so much as that 
I hoped to form with you If I live, my conduct will 
best express my sense of vour goodness, — words are 
but feeble t< stimonies " 

The sweetness of her manners so much attracted 
Madame La Motte that sin watched the crisis of her 
disorder with a solicitude which precluded eurj other 
interest. Adeline passtel a verv disturbed night, and 
when the physician appeared m the morning, he gave 
orders that she should be indulged with whatever she 
liked, and answered the ine|Uines of la Motte with a 
frankness that left him nothing to hope. 

In the meantime his patient, after drinking pro- 
fuselv of some mild liquids, fell asleep, in which she 
continued for several hours, and so profound was her 
repose that her breath alone gave sign of existence. 
She awoke free from ftver, and with no other disorder 
than weakness, which in a few days she overcame so 

well as to he able to set out w ith La Motte for B , 

a village out of the great road, which he thought it 
prudent to quit There thtv passed the following night, 
and earlj the next morning commenced their journey 
upon a wild and woods tract of country. They stopped 
about noon at a solitarv village, where they took re- 
freshments and obtained directions for passing the vast 
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forest of Fontanville, upon the borders of which they 
now were. La Motte wished at first to take a guide, 
but he apprehended more e\il from the discovery he 
might make of his route, than he hoped for benefit from 
assistance in the wilds of this uncultivated tract. 

La Motte now designed to pass on to Lyons, where 
he could either seek concealment m its neighbourhood, 
or embark on the Rhone for Geneva, should the emer- 
gency of his circumstances hereafter require him to 
leave France. It was about twelve o’clock at noon, 
and he was desirous to hasten forward, that he might 
pass the forest of Fontanville and reach the town on 
its opposite borders, before night-fall. Having de- 
posited a fresh stock of provisions m the carnage, and 
received such directions as were necessary concerning 
the roads, they again set forward, and in a short time 
entered upon the forest. It was now the latter end of 
April, and the weather was remarkably temperate and 
fine. The balmy freshness of the air, which breathed 
the first pure essence of vegetation, and the gentle 
warmth of the sun, whose beams vivified e\ery hue of 
nature and opened eiery floweret of spring, reined 
Adeline and inspired her with life and health. As she 
inhaled the breeze, her strength seemed to return, and 
as her eyes wandered through the romantic glades that 
opened into the forest, her heart was gladdened with 
complacent delight but when from these objects she 
turned her regard upon Monsieur and Madame La 
Motte, to whose tender attentions she owed her life, and 
in whose looks she now read esteem and kindness, her 
bosom glowed with sweet affections, and she experienced 
a force of gratitude which might be < ailed sublime 

For the remainder of tin dav they continued to travel 
without seeing a hut or meeting a human being. It was 
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jow near sunset, and the prospect being closed on all 
sides by the forest, La Motte began to have apprehen- 
sions that his servant had mistaken the way. The road, 
if a road it could be called which afforded only a slight 
track upon the grass, was sometimes overrun by luxuri- 
ant vegetation, and sometimes obscured by the deep 
shades, and Peter at length stopped, uncertain of the 
way. La Motte, who dreaded being benighted in a 
scene so wild and solitary as this forest, and whose 
apprehensions of banditti were very sanguine, ordered 
him to proceed at any rate, and if he found no track, 
to endeavour to gain a more open part of the forest. 
With these orders, Peter again set forwards, but hav- 
ing proceeded some way, and his views being still con- 
fined by woody glades and forest walks, he began to 
despair of extricating himself, and stopped for further 
orders. The sun was now set, but as La Motte looked 
anxiously from the window, he observed upon the vivid 
glow of the western horizon some dark towers rising 
from among the trees at a little distance, arid ordered 
Peter to drive towards them — “If they belong to a 
monasterv ,” said he, “we may probably gain admittance 
for the night “ 

The carriage drove along under the shade of “melan- 
choly boughs,’’ through which t he evening twilight, 
which yet coloured the air, diffused a solemnity that 
vibrated in thrilling sensations upon the hearts of the 
travellers. Expectation kept them silent. The present 
scene recalled to Adeline a remembrance of the late 
terrific circumstances, and her mind responded but too 
easily to the apprehension of new misfortunes. La 
Motte alighted at the foot of a green knoll, where the 
trees again opening to light, permitted a nearer though 
imperfect view of the edifies. 



264 


MBS. ANN RADCLIFFE 


CHAPTER II 

He approached, and perceived the Gothic remains of 
an abbey. It stood on a kind of rude lawn, overshad- 
owed by high and spreading trees which seemed coeval 
with the building and diffused a romantic gloom around. 
The greater part of the pile appeared to be sinking into 
rains, and that which had withstood the ravages of 
time showed the remaining features of the fabric more 
awful in decay. The lofty battlements, thickly en- 
wreathed with ivy, were half demolished, and become 
the residence of birds of prey. Huge fragments of 
the eastern tower, which was almost demolished, lay 
scattered amid the high grass that waved slowly to the 
breeze. “The thistle shook its lonely head, the moss 
whistled to the wind.” A Gothic gate richly orna- 
mented with fret work, which opened into the main 
body of the edifice, but which was now obstructed 
with brash-wood, remained entire. Above the vast and 
magnificent portal of this gate arose a window of the 
same order, whose pointed arches still exhibited frag- 
ments of stained glass, once the pride of monkish de- 
votion, La Motte, thinking it possible it might yet 
.shelter some human being, advanced to the gate and 
lifted a massy knocker. The hollow sounds rung 
through the emptiness of the place. After waiting a 
few minutes, he forced back the gate, which was heavy 
with iron-work and creaked harshly on its hinges. 

He entered what appeared to have been the chapel 
of the abbey, where the hymn of devotion had once 
been raised and the tear of penitence had once been 
shed, sounds which could now only be recalled by 
imagination — tears of penitence which had been long 
«ince fixed in fate. La Motte paused a moment, for he 
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felt a sensation of sublimity rising into terror — a sus- 
pension of mingled astonishment and awe 1 He sur- 
veyed the vastness of the place, and as he contemplated 
its rums, fancy bore him back to past ages — “And these 
walls,” said he, “where once superstition lurked and 
austerity anticipated an earthly purgatory, now tremble 
over the mortal remains of the beings who reared 
them 

The deepening gloom now reminded La Motte that 
he had no tune to lose, but curiosity prompted him to 
explore farther, and lie obeyed the impulse. As he 
walked o\er the broktn pavement, the sound of his 
steps ran in tchoes through the place, and seemed like 
the mysterious accents of the dead, reproving the sac- 
rilegious mortal who thus dared to disturb their 
precincts. 

From this chapel he passed into the nave of the 
great church, of winch one window, more perfect than 
the rest, opened upon a long v ista of the forest, through 
which was seen the rich colouring of evening, melting 
by imperceptible gradations into the solemn grey of 
upper uir. Dark lulls, whose outline appeared distinct 
upon the vivid glow of the horizon, closed the per- 
spective. Sev< ral of the pillars which bad once sup- 
ported the roof remained the proud effigies of sinking 
greatness, and seemed to nod at every murmur of the 
blast over the fragments of those that had fallen a little 
before them. La Motte sighed The comparison be- 
tween himself and the gradation of decay which these 
columns exhibited was but too obvious and affecting. 
"A few years,” said be, “and I shall become like the 
mortals on whose ri liques I now gaze, and, like them 
too, I may be the subject of meditation to a succeeding 
generation, which shall totter but a little while over 
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the object they contemplate, ere they also sink into the 
dust." 

Retiring from this scene, he walked through the clois- 
ters, till a door which communicated with the lofty part 
of the building attracted his curiosity. He opened this 
and perceived across the foot of the staircase, another 
door; — but now, partly checked by fear, and partly by 
the recollection of the surprise his family might feel 
in his absence, he returned with hasty steps to his car- 
nage, having wasted some of the precious moments of 
twilight and gained no information 

Some slight answer to Madame La Motte’s inquiries, 
and a general direction to Peter to drive carefully on 
and look for a road, was all that his anxiety would 
permit him to utter. The night shade fell thick around, 
which deepened by the gloom of the forest soon rendered 
it dangerous to proceed. Peter stopped, but La Motte, 
persisting in his first determination, ordered him to go 
on. Peter ventured to remonstrate, Madame La Motte 
entreated, but La Motte reproved — commanded, and at 
length repented; for the hind wheel rising upon the 
stump of an old tree, which the darkness had prevented 
Peter from observing, the carriage was in an instant 
overturned. 

The party, as may be supposed, were much terrified, 
but no one was materially hurt, and having disengaged 
themselves from their perilous Situation, La Motte and 
Peter endeavoured to raise the carriage. The extent 
of this misfortune was now discovered, for they per- 
ceived that the wheel was broke. Their distress was 
reasonably great, for not only was the coach disabled 
from proceeding, but it could not even afford a shelter 
from the cold dews of the night, it being impossible to 
preserve it in an upright situation. After a few mo- 
ments’ silence, La Motte proposed that they should 
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return to the ruins which they had just quitted, which 
lay at a very short distance, and pass the night m the 
most habitable part of them , that when morning dawned 
Peter should take one of the coach horses and endeavour 
to find a road, and a town from whence assistance could 
be procured for repairing the carnage This proposal 
was opposed by Madame La Motte, who shuddered at 
the idea of passing so many hours of darkness in a 
place so forlorn as the monastery. Terrors which she 
neither endeavoured to examine or combat, overcame 
her, and she told La Motte she had rather remain ex- 
posed to the unwholtsomc dews of night than encounter 
the desolation of the ruins I a Motte had at first 
felt an equal reluctance to return to this spot, but hav- 
ing subdued his own feelings, he resolved not to yield 
to those of his wife 

The horses being now disengaged from the carriage, 
the party moved towards the tdifice As they pro- 
ceeded, Piter, who follovvid tin til, struck a light, and 
thev entered the rums by the flame of sticks which he 
had collected The partial gleams thrown across the 
fabric seemed to make its desolation more solemn, with 
the obscurity of the greater part of the pile heightened 
its sublimity and 1< d fancy on to scenes of horror. 
Adeline, who had hitherto remained in silence, now ut- 
tered an exclamation of mingled admiration and fear. 
A kind of pleasing drtad thrilled her bosom and filled 
all her soul Tears started into her eyes — she wished, 
yet feared to go on She hung upon the arm of La 
Motte. and looked at him with a sort of hesitating 
interrogation. 

He opened the door of the great hall, and they en- 
tered its extent was tost in gloom — '’Let us stay here,” 
said Madame La Motte. “I will go no farther.” La 
Motte pointed to the broken root, and was proceeding, 
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when he was interrupted by an uncommon noise which 
passed along the hall. They were all silent — it was the 
silence of terror. Madame La Motte spoke first. "Let 
us quit this spot,” said she, “any evil is preferable to 
the feeling which now oppresses me. Let us retire in- 
stantly.” The stillness had for some time remained un- 
disturbed, and La Motte. ashamed of the fear he had 
involuntarily betrayed, now thought it necessary to 
affect a boldness which he did not feel He therefore 
opposed ridicule to the terror of Madame, and insisted 
upon proceeding. Thus compelled to acquit set. she tra- 
versed the hall with trembling steps. They came to a 
narrow passage, and Peter's sticks being nearly ex- 
hausted, they awaited here while he went in starch of 
more. 

The almost expiring light fiashtd faintly upon the 
walls of the passage, showing the reetss mort horrible. 
Across the hall, the greater part of which was concealed 
in shadow, the feeble ray spread a tremulous git am. ex- 
hibiting the chasm in the roof, while many numclcss ob- 
jects were seen imperfectly through tin duxk Ade- 
line with a smile inquired of La Motte if lie believed 
in spirits The question was ill-timed, for tin present 
scene impressed its terrors upon La Motte, and in spite 
of endeavour he felt a superstitious dread stealing upon 
him He was now, perhaps, standing over the ashes of 
the dead If spirits were ever permitted to revisit the 
earth, this seemed the hour and the place most suit- 
able for their appearance. La Motte remaining silent, 
Adeline said, “Were I inclined to superstition”— she 
was interrupted by a return of the noise which had been 
lately heard It sounded down the passage at whose 
entrance they stood, and sunk gradually away Every 
heart palpitated, and they remained listening m silence. 
A new subject of apprehension seized La Motte — the 
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noise might proceed from banditti, and he hesitated 
whether it would be safe to proceed Peter now caine 
with the light. Madame refused to enter the passage — 
La Motte was not much inclined to it, but Peter, m 
whom curiosity was more pievalent than fear, readily of- 
fered his services I. a Motte, after some hesitation, suf- 
fered him to go, while he awaited at the entrance the 
result of the inquiry. Tin extent of the passage soon 
concealed Peter from view, and the echoes of his foot- 
steps were lost in a sound which rushed along the avenue 
and became fainter and fainter till it sunk into silence. 
La Motte now called aloud to Peter, but no answer was 
returned, .it length, thev heard the sound of a distant 
footstep and Peter soon after appeared, breathless, and 
pale with fear 

When he came within hearing of La Motte, he called 
out, “An please sour honour. I ve done for them, I be- 
lieve, but I’ve had a hard bout. I thought I was fight- 
ing with the devil” — “What are }o u speaking of 3 " 
said La Motte. 

“Tiny were nothing but owls and rooks after all,” 
continued Peter , "but the light brought them all about 
my ears, and they made such a confounded clapping 
with their wings that I thought at first I bad been 
beset with a legion of devils But I hate driven them 
all out, master, and von have nothing to fear now ” 

The latter part of the sentence, intimating a suspicion 
of Ills courage, l.a Motte could have dispensed with, and 
to retrieve in some degree his reputation, he made a 
point of proceeding through the passage. They now 
moved on with alacrity, for, as Peter said, they had 
nothing to fear 

The passage led into a large area, on one side of 
which, over a range of cloisters, appeared the west 
tower, and a lofty part of the edifice, the other side 
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was open to the woods. La Motte led the way to a door 
of the tower, which he now perceived was the same he 
had formerly entered; but he found some difficulty in 
' advancing, for the area was overgrown with brambles 
and nettles, and the light which Peter carried afforded 
Only an uncertain gleam. When he unclosed the door, 
the dismal aspect of the place revived the apprehensions 
of Madame La Motte, and extorted from Adeline an 
inquiry whither they were going. Peter held up the 
light to shew the narrow staircase that wound round 
the tower, but La Motte, observing the second door, 
drew back the rust)' bolts, and entered a spacious apart- 
ment which from its stjle and condition was evidently 
of a much later date than the other part of the struc- 
ture. Though desolate and forlorn, it was very little 
impaired by time, the walls were damp, but not de- 
cayed, and the glass was set firm in the windows. 

They passed on to a suite of apartments resembling 
the first they had seen, and expressed their surprise at 
the incongruous appearance of this part of the edifice 
with the mouldering walls they had left behind. These 
apartments conducted them to a winding passage, that 
received light and air through narrow cavities placed 
high in the wall, and was at length closed by a door 
barred with iron, which being with some difficulty 
opened, they entered a vaulted room. La Motte sur- 
veyed it with a scrutinizing eye, and endeavoured to 
conjecture for what purpose it had been guarded by a 
door of such strength , but he saw little within to assist 
his curiosity. The room appeared to have been built m 
modern times upon a Gothic plan. Adeline approached 
a large window that formed a kind of recess raised by 
one step over the level of the floor. She observed to 
La Motte that the whole floor was inlaid with Mosaic 
work, which drew from him a remark that the style 
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of this apartment was not strictly Gothic. He passed 
on to a door which appeared on the opposite side of 
the apartment, and unlocking it, found himself m the 
great hall by which he had entered the fabric. 

He now perceived, what the gloom had before con- 
cealed, a spiral staircase which led to a gallery above, 
and which from its present condition seemed to have 
been built with the more modern part of the fabric, 
though this also affected the Gothic mode of archi- 
tecture. La Motte had little doubt that these stairs 
led to apartments corresponding with those he had 
passed below, and hesitated whether to explore them; 
but the entreaties of Madame, who was much fatigued, 
prevailed with him to defer all farther examination. 
After some deliberation in which of the rooms they 
should pass the night, thev determined to return to that 
which opened from the tower. 

A fire was kindled on a hearth which it is probable 
had not for many years before afforded the warmth of 
hospitality ; and Peter hav mg spread the provision he 
had brought from the coach, La Mctte and his family 
encircling the fire, partook of a repast which hunger 
and fatigue made delicious Apprehension gradually 
gave way to confidence, for they now found themselves 
in something like a human habitation, and they had 
leisure to laugh at their late terrors, but as the blast 
shook the doors, Adeline often started and threw a fear- 
ful glance around. They continued to laugh and talk 
cheerfully for a time; yet their merriment was transient, 
if not affected; for a sense of their peculiar and dis- 
tressed circumstances pressed upon their recollection, 
and sunk each individual into languor and pensive 
silence. Adeline felt the forlornness of her condition 
with energy; she reflected upon the past with astonish- 
ment, and anticipated the future with fear. She found 
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herself wholly dependent upon strangers, with no other 
claim than what distress demands from the common 
sympathy of kindred beings. Sighs swelled her heart, 
and the frequent tear started to her eye, but she 
checked it ere it betrayed on her cheek the sorrow which 
she thought it would be ungrateful to reveal. 

La Motte at length broke this meditative silence by 
directing the fire to be renewed for the night, and the 
door to be secured. This seemed a necessary precau- 
tion even in this solitude, and was effected by means 
of large stones piled against it, for other fastening there 
was none. It had frequently occurred to La Motte 
that this apparently forsaken edifice might be a place 
of refuge to banditti. Here was solitude to conceal 
them, and a wild and extensive forest to assist their 
schemes of rapine, and to perplex with its labyrinths 
those who might be bold enough to attempt pursuit. 
These apprehensions, however, he hid within Ins own 
bosom, saving his companions from a share of the 
uneasiness they occasioned. Peter was ordered to watch 
at the door, and having given the fire a rousing stir, 
our desolate party drew round it and sought in sleep 
a short oblivion of care 

The night passed on without disturbance Adeline 
slept, but uneasy dreams fleeted before her fancy, and 
she awoke at an early hour The recollection of her 
sorrows arose upon her mind, and yielding to their 
pressure, her tears flowed silently and fast. That she 
might indulge them without restraint, she went to a 
window that looked upon an open part of the forest. 
All was gloom and silence. She stood for some time 
i lewmg the shadowy scene. 

The first tender tints of morning now appeared on 
the verge of the horizon, stealing upon the darkness; — 
so pure, so fine, so aetherial, it seemed as if heaven 
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was opening to the view. The dark mists were seen to 
roll off to the west as the tints of light grew stronger, 
deepening the obscurity of that part of the hemisphere, 
and involving the features of the country below. Mean- 
while in the east the hues became more vivid, darting a 
trembling lustre far around, till a ruddy glow which 
fired all that part of the heavens announced the rising 
sun. At first, a small line of inconceivable splendour 
emerged on the horizon, which quickly expanding, the 
sun appeared in all his glory, unveiling the whole face 
of nature, vivifying every colour of the landscape, and 
sprinkling the dewy earth with glittering light The 
low and gentle responses of birds, awakened by the 
morning ray, now broke the silence of the hour; their 
soft warbling rising by degrees till they swelled the 
chorus of universal gladness. Adeline’s heart swelled 
too with gratitude and adoration. 

The scene before her soothed her mind and exalted 
her thoughts to the great Author of Nature. She ut- 
tered an involuntary praver “Father of good, who 
made this glorious scene 1 I resign myself to thy hands; 
thou wilt support me under my present sorrows and 
protect me from future evil.” 

Thus confiding in the benevolence of God, she wiped 
the tears from her eyes, while the sweet union of con- 
science and reflection rewarded her trust; and her mind, 
losing the feelings which had lately oppressed it, be- 
came tranquil and composed 

La Motte awoke soon after, and Peter prepared to 
set out on his expedition As he mounted his horse, 
"An* please you, master,” said he, “I think we had as 
good look no farther for an habitation till better times 
turn up; for nobody will think of looking for us here; 
and when one sees the place by daylight, it’s none so 
bad but what a little patching up would make it com- 
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fortable enough.” La Motte made no reply, hut be 
thought of Peter’s words. During the intervals of the 
night, when anxiety had kept him waking, the same idea 
had occurred to him; concealment was his only security, 
and this place afforded it. The desolation of the spot 
was repulsive to his wishes, but he had only a choice 
of evils — a forest with liberty was not a bad home for 
one who had too much reason to expect a prison. As 
he walked through the apartments and examined their 
condition more attentively, he perceived they might 
easily be made habitable, and now surveying them 
under the, cheerfulness of morning, his design strength- 
ened, and he mused upon the means of accomplishing 
it, which nothing seemed so much to obstruct as the 
apparent difficulty of procuring food. 

He communicated his thoughts to Madame La Motte, 
who felt repugnance to the scheme. La Motte, how- 
ever, seldom consulted his wife till he had determined 
how to act, and he had alreadj resolved to be guided 
in this affair by the report of Peter. If he could dis- 
cover a town in the neighbourhood of the forest where 
provisions and other necessaries could be procured, he 
would seek no farther for a place of rest. 

In the mean time he spent the anxious interval of 
Peter’s absence in examining the rum and walking over 
the environs. They were sweetly romantic, and the 
luxuriant woods with which they abounded seemed to 
sequester this spot from the rest of the world. Fre- 
quently a natural vista would yield a view of the coun- 
try, terminated by hills which, retiring in distance, 
faded into the blue horizon. A stream, various and 
musical in its course, wound at the foot of the lawn on 
which stood the abbey. Here it silently glided beneath 
the shades, feeding the flowers that bloomed on its 
banks, and diffusing dewy freshness aronnd; there it 
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spread in broad expanse to day, reflecting the sylvan 
scene and the wild deer that tasted its waves. La Motte 
observed everywhere a profusion of game ; the pheasants 
scarcely flew from his approach, and the deer gazed 
mildly at him as he passed. They were strangers to 
man! 

On his return to the abbey, La Motte ascended the 
stairs that led to the tower. About half way up, a 
door appeared in the wall It yielded without re- 
sistance to his hand, but a sudden noise within, accom- 
panied by a cloud of dust, made him step back and 
close the door. After waiting a few minutes, he again 
opened it, and perceived a large room of the more mod- 
ern building. The remains of tapestry hung in tatters 
upon the walls, which were become the residence of 
birds of prey, whose sudden flight on the opening of 
the door had brought down a quantity of dust and occa- 
sioned the noise The windows were shattered, and 
almost without glass , but he was surprised to observe 
some remains of furniture’ chairs whose fashion and 
condition bore the date of their antiquity, a broken 
table, and an iron gate almost consumed by rust 

On the opposite side of the room was a door which 
led to another apartment, proportioned like the first, 
but hung with arras somewhat less tattered In one 
corner stood a small bedstead, and a few shattered 
chairs were placed round the walls La Motte gazed 
with a mixture of wonder and curiosity “ ’Tis strange,” 
said he, “that these rooms, and these alone, should 
liear the marks of inhabitation Perhaps some wretched 
wanderer like mvsetf mav have here sought refuge 
from a persecuting world, and here, perhaps, laid down 
the load of existence Perhaps, too, I have followed his 
footsteps but to mingle my dust with his 1 He turned 
suddenly and was about to quit the room, when he per- 
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ceived a small door near the bed. It opened into a 
closet, which was lighted by one small window and was 
in the same condition as the apartments he had passed, 
except that it was destitute even of the remains of fur- 
niture. As he walked over the floor, he thought he felt 
one part of it shake beneath his steps, and examining, 
found a trap door. Curiosity prompted him to explore 
farther, and with some difficulty he opened it. It dis- 
closed a staircase which terminated m darkness. La 
Motte descended a few steps, but was unwilling to 
trust the abyss, and after wondering for what purpose 
it was so secretly constructed, he closed the trap and 
quitted this suite of apartments. 

The stairs in the tower above were so much decayed 
that he did not attempt to ascend them He returned 
to the hall, and by the spiral staircase which he hud 
observed the evening before, reached the gallery and 
found another suite of apartments entirely unfurnished, 
very much like those below. 

He renewed with Madame La Motte his former con- 
versation respecting the abbey, and she exerted all her 
endeavours to dissuade him from his purpose, acknowl- 
edging the solitary security of the spot, but pleading 
that other places might be found equally well adapted 
for concealment and more for comfort. This La Motte 
doubted; besides, the forest abounded with game, which 
would at once afford him amusement and food, a cir- 
cumstance, considering his small stock of monev. by no 
means to be overlooked, and he had suffered bis nnnd 
to dwell so much upon the' scheme that it was become a 
favourite one. Adeline listened in silent anxiety to the 
discourse, and waited the issue of Peter's report. 

The morning passed, but Peter did not return. Our 
solitary party took their dinner of the provision they 
had fortunately brought with them, and afterwards 
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walked forth into the woods. Adeline, who never suf- 
fered any good to pass unnoticed because it came at- 
tended with evil, forgot for a while the desolation of 
the abbey in the beauty of the adjacent scenery. The 
pleasantness of the shades soothed her heart and the 
varied features of the landscape amused her fancy, she 
almost thought she could be contented to live here. Al- 
ready she began to feci an interest in the concerns of 
her companions, and for Madame La Motte she felt 
more it was the warm emotion of gratitude and 
affection 

The afternoon wore awav, and they returned to the 
ahbev. Peter was still absent, and his absence now 
began to excite surprise and apprehension The ap- 
proach of darkness also tlmw a gloom upon the hopes 
of the wanderers Another night must be passed under 
the same forlorn circumstances as the preceding one, 
and. what was still worse, with a very scanty stock of 
provisions. The fortitudt of Madame La Motte now 
entirely forsook her, and she wept bitterly Adeline’s 
heart was as mournful as Madame ’s, but she rallied 
her drooping spirits and gave the first instance of her 
kindness b) endeavouring to revive those of her friend. 

Ia Motte was restltss and uneasy, and leaving the 
abbej, he walked along the way which Peter had taken. 
He had not gone far when he perceived him between 
the trees, leading his horse. — “What news, Peter 5 ” hal- 
looed La Motte. Peter came on, panting for breath, 
and said not a word, till La Motte repeated the ques- 
tion in a tone of somewhat more authority. “Ah, bless 
you, master >” said lie, when he had taken breath to 
answer, “I am glad to see you; I thought I should never 
have got back again, I've met with a world of misfor- 
tunes.” 
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“Well, you may relate them hereafter; let me hear 
whether you have discovered ” 

“Discovered?” interrupted Peter, “yes, I am discov- 
ered with a vengeance 1 If your honour will look at 
my arms, you’ll see how I am discovered.” 

“Discoloured! I suppose you mean,” said La Motte. 
"But how came you in this condition 

“Why, I’ll tell you how it was, sir , youT honour knows 
I learned a smack of boxing of that Englishman that 
used to come with his master to our house.” 

“Well, well — tell me where you have been.” 

“I scarcely know myself, master, I’ve been where I 
got a sound drubbing, but then it Has in your business, 
and so I don’t mind. But if evtr 1 meet with that 
rascal again ' ” 

“You seem to like your first drubbing so well that 
you want another, and unless you speak more to the 
purpose, you shall soon have one.” 

Peter was now frightened into method, and endeav- 
oured to proceed. “When I left the old abbey,” said he, 
“I followed the way you directed, and turning to the 
right of that grove of trees yonder, I looked this way 
and that to see if I could see a house, or a cottage, 
or even a man, but not a soul of them was to be seen, 
and so I jogged on near the value of a league, I war- 
rant, and then I came to a track. ’Ob ! oh !’ says I, 
‘we have you now, this will do — paths can’t be made 
without feet.’ However, I was out in my reckoning, 
for the devil a bit of a soul could I see, and after fol- 
lowing the track this way and that way, for the third 
of a league, I lost it and had to find out another.” 

“Is it impossible for you to speak to the point?” 
said La Motte , “omit these foolish particulars, and tell 
whether you have succeeded.” 

’ “Well, then, master, to be short, for that’s the nearest 
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way after all, I wandered a long while at random, I 
do not know where, all through a forest like th\s, and 
I took special care to note how the trees stood, that I 
might find my way back. At last I came to another 
path, and was sure I should find something now, though 
I had found nothing before, for I could not be mis- 
taken twice So peeping between the trees, I spied 
a cottage, and I gate mv horse a lash that sounded 
through the forest, and I was at the door in a minute. 
They told me there was a town about half a league 
off, and bade me follow the track and it would bring 
me there. So it did; and my horse, I believe, smelt the 
corn in the manger by the rate he went at I inquired 
for a wheelwright, and was told there was but one 
in the place, and he could not he found I waited and 
waited, for I knew it was in vain to think of returning 
without doing mv business The man at last came 
home from the country, and I told him how long I had 
waited, ‘for,’ says I, "I knew it was in vain to return 
without my business.’ ” 

“Do be less tedious,” said La Mctte, "if it is in thy 
nature.” 

“It is in my nature,” answered Peter, “and if it was 
more in my nature your honour should have it all. 
Would you think it, sir, the fellow had the impudence 
to ask a louis d’or for mending the coach wheel! I 
believe m my conscience he saw I was in a hurry and 
could not do without him 'A louis d’or ’’ says I, ‘my 
master shall give no such price, he sha’n’t be imposed 
upon by no such rascal as you ’ Whereupon the fellow 
looked glum, and gave me a douse o’ the chops. With 
this, I up with my fist and gave him another, and 
should have beat him presently if another man had 
not come in, and then I was obliged to give up.” 

“And so you are returned as wise as you went?” 
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“Why, master, I hope I have too much spirit to 
submit to a rascal, or let you submit to one either. 
Besides, I have bought some nails to try if I can’t mend 
the wheel myself — I had always a hand at carpentry.” 

“Well, I commend your zeal in my cause, but on 
this occasion it was rather ill-timed. And what have 
you got m that basket 

“Why, master, I bethought me that we could not 
get away from this place till the carriage was ready 
to draw us, ‘and in the mean time,’ says I, ‘nobody can 
live without victuals, so I’ll e’an lay out the little money 
I have and take a basket with me.’ ” 

“That’s the only wise tiling you have done yet, and 
this, indeed, redeems your blunders.” 

"Why now, master, it does my heart good to hear 
you speak, I knew I was doing for the best all the 
while. But I’ve had a hard job to find my way back, 
and here’s another piece of ill luck, for the horse has 
got a thorn in his foot ” 

La Motte made inquiries concerning the town, and 
found it was capable of supplv ing him with provision, 
and what little furniture was necessary to render the 
abbey habitable This intelligence almost settled his 
plans, and he ordered Peter to return on the following 
morning and make inquiries concerning the abbey. 11 
the answers were favourable to his wishes, he com- 
missioned him to buy a cart and load it with some 
furniture and some materials necessary for repairing 
the modern apartments Peter stared “What, does your 
honour mean to live here ? ” 

“Why, suppose I do 5 ” 

“Why, then your honour has made a wise deter- 
mination, according to my hint; for your honour knows 
I said ” 

“Well, Peter, it is not necessary to repeat what you 
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said ; perhaps I had determined on the subject before ” 

“Egad, master, you’re in the right, and I’m glad of 
it, for I believe we shall not quickly be disturbed here, 
except by the rooks and owls. Yes, yes — I warrant 
I’ll make it a place fit for a king; and as for the town, 
one may get anything, I’m sure of that; though they 
think no more about this place than they do about India 
or England, or any of those places.” 

They now reached the abbey, where Peter was re- 
ceived with great joy; but the hopes of his mistress 
and Adeline were repressed when they learned that he 
returned without having executed his commission, and 
heard his account of the town. La Motte’s orders to 
Peter were heard with almost equal concern by Madame 
and Adeline ; but the latter concealed her uneasiness and 
used all her efforts to overcome that of her friend. The 
sweetness of her behaviour and the air of satisfaction 
she assumed sensibly affected Madame, and discovered 
to her a source of comfort which she had hitherto over- 
looked The affectionate attentions of her young friend 
promised to console her for the want of other society, 
and her conversation to enliven the hours wbich might 
otherwise be passed in painful regret. 

The observations and general behaviour of Adeline 
already bespoke a good understanding and an amiable 
heart, but she had yet more — she had genius. She 
was now in her nineteenth year; her figure of the mid- 
dling size, and turned to the most exquisite proportion; 
her hair was dark auburn, her eyes blue, and whether 
they sparkled with intelligence, or melted with tender- 
ness, they were equally attractive. Her form had the 
airy lightness of a nymph', and when she smiled, her 
countenance might have been drawn for the younger 
sister of Hebe. The captivations of her beauty were 
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heightened by the gTace and simplicity of her manners, 
and confirmed by the intrinsic value of a heart 

That might be shrin’d in crystal, 

And have all its movements scann’d. 

Annette now kindled the fire for the night; Peter’s 
basket was opened, and supper prepared. Madame La 
Motte was still pensive and silent “There is scarcely 
any condition so bad," said Adeline, “but we may one 
time or other wish we had not quitted it. Honest 
Peter, when he was bewildered in the forest, or had two 
enemies to encounter instead of one, confesses he wished 
himself at the abbey. And I am certain there is no 
Situation so destitute but comfort may be extracted from 
it. The blaze of this fire shines yet more cheerfully 
from the contrasted dreariness of the place, and this 
plentiful repast is made yet more delicious from the 
temporary want we have suffered. Let us enjoy the 
good and forget the evil ” 

“You speak, my dear,” replied Madame La Motte, 
"like one whose spirits have not been often depressed 
by misfortune (Adeline sighed) and whose hopes are 
therefore vigorous.” 

“Long suffering,” said La Motte, “has subdued in 
our minds that elastic energy which repels the pressure 
of evil and dances to the bound of joy. But I speak m 
rhapsody, though only from the remembrance of such 
a time. I once, like you, Adeline, could extract com- 
fort from most situations ” 

“And may now, my dear sir,” said Adeline. “Still 
believe it possible, and you will find it is so.” 

"The illusion is gone — I can no longer deceive my- 
self.” » 
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“Pardon me, sir, if J say it is now only yon- deceive 
yourself, by suffering the cloud of sorrow to tinge every 
object you look upon.” 

“It may be so,” said La Motte, “but let us leave the 
subject.” 

After supper the doors were secured, as before, for 
the night, and the wanderers resigned themselves to 
repose. 

On the following morning Peter again set out for 
the little town of Auboine, and the hours of his ab- 
sence were again spent by Madame La Motte and Ade- 
line m much anxiety and some hope, for the intelli- 
gence he might bring concerning the abbey might yet 
release them from the plans of La Motte Towards the 
close of day he was descried coming slowly on and the 
cart which accompanied him too certainly confirmed 
their fears. He brought materials for repairing the 
place and some furniture. 

Of the abbey he gave an account of which the fol- 
lowing is the substance — It belonged, together with a 
large part of the adjacent forest, to a nobleman who 
now resided with his family on a remote estate He 
inherited it, in right of his wife, from his father-in- 
law, who had caused the more modern apartments to 
be erected, and had resided m them some part of every 
year for the purpose of shooting and hunting. It was 
reported that some person was soon after it came to the 
present possessor brought secretly to the abbey and 
confined in these apartments. Who or what he was had 
never been conjectured, and what became of him no- 
body knew. The report died gradually away, and 
many persons entirely disbelieved the whole of it. But 
however this affair might be, certain it was, the present 
owner had visited the abbey only two summers since 
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his succeeding to it, and the furniture after some time 
was removed. 

This circumstance had at first excited surprise, and 
various reports arose in consequence, but it was diffi- 
cult to know what ought to be believed. Among the 
rest, it was said, that strange appearances had been 
observed at the abbey, and uncommon noises heard, 
and though this report had been ridiculed by sensible 
persons as the idle superstition of ignorance, it had 
fastened so strongly upon the minds of the common peo- 
ple that for the last seventeen years none of the peas- 
antry had v entured to approach the spot The abbey 
was now, therefore, abandoned to decay. 

La Motte ruminated upon this account At first it 
called up unpleasant ideas, but they were soon dis- 
missed, and considerations more interesting to his wel- 
fare took place. He congratulated himself that he had 
now found a spot where he was not likely to be either 
discovered or disturbed; yet it could not escape him 
that there was a strange coincidence between one part 
of Peter’s narrative and the condition of the chambers 
that opened from the tower above stairs The remains 
of furniture, of which the other apartments were void, 
the solitary bed, the number and connection of the 
rooms, were circumstances that united to confirm his 
opinion. This, however, he concealed in his own breast, 
for he already perceived that Peter’s account had not 
assisted m reconciling his family to the necessity of 
dwelling at the abbey 

But they had only to submit m silence, and what- 
ever disagreeable apprehension might intrude upon 
them, they now appeared willing to suppress the ex- 
pression of it Peter, indeed, was exempt from any 
evil of this kind, he knew no fear, and his mind was 
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now wholly occupied with his approaching businegs. 
Madame La Motte, with a placid kind of despair, en- 
deavoured to reconcile herself to that which no effort 
of understanding could teach her to avoid, and which 
an indulgence in lamentation could only make more 
intolerable. Indeed, though a sense of the immediate 
inconveniences to be endured at the abbey had made her 
oppose the scheme of living there, she did not really 
know how their situation could be improv ed by re- 
moval. Yet her thoughts often wandered towards Paris, 
and reflected the retrospect of past times with the 
images of weeping friends, left, perhaps, forever. The 
affectionate endearments of her only son, whom from 
the danger of his situation and the obscurity of hers, 
she might reasonably fear never to see again, arose 
upon her memory and overcame her fortitude. “Why 
— why was I resen cd for this hour ? ” would she say, 
“and what will be my years to come'"” 

Adeline had no retrospect of past delight to give 
emphasis to present calamity — no weeping friends — no 
dear regretted objects to point the edge of sorrow and 
throw a sickly hue upon her future prospects. She 
knew not yet the pangs of disappointed hope or the 
acuter sting of self-accusation, she had no misery but 
what patience could assuage or fortitude overcome. 

At the dawn of the following day Peter arose to 
his labour. He proceeded with alacrity, and in a few 
days two of the lower apartments were so much al- 
tered for the better that La Motte began to exult, and 
Ins family to perceive that their situation would not 
be so miserable as they had imagined The furniture 
Peter had already brought was disposed in these rooms, 
one of which was the vaulted apartment Madame La 
Motte furnished this as a sitting room, preferring it 
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for its large Gothic window, that descended almost to 
the floor, admitting a prospect of the lawn and the 
picturesque scenery of the surrounding woods 

Peter having returned to Aubome for a farther sup- 
ply, all the lower apartments were m a few weeks not 
only habitable but comfortable These, however, being 
insufficient for the accommodation of the family, a room 
above stairs was prepared for Adeline It was the 
chamber that opened immediately from the tower, and 
she preferred it to those beyond because it was less 
distant from the family, and the windows fronting an 
avenue of the forest afforded a more extensive prospect 
The tapestry, that was decayed and hung loosely from 
the walls, was now nailed up and made to look less 
desolate; and though the room had still a solemn aspect, 
from its spaciousness and the narrowness of the win- 
dows, it was not uncomfortable 

The first night that Adeline retired hither, she slept 
little. The solitary air of the place affected her spirits; 
the more so, perhaps, because she had with friendly 
consideration endeavoured to support them in the pres- 
ence of Madame La Motte. She remembered the nar- 
rative of Peter, several circumstances of which had 
impressed her imagination in spite of her reason, and 
she found it difficult wholly to subdue apprehension. 
At one time, terror so strongly seized her mind that 
she had even opened the door with an intention of 
calling Madame La Motte , but, listening for a moment 
on the stairs of the tower, everything seemed still. 
At length, she heard the voice of La Motte speaking 
cheerfully, and the absurdity of her fears struck her 
forcibly, she blushed that she had for a moment sub- 
mitted to them, and returned to her chamber wondering 
at herself. 
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CHAPTER III 

La Motte arranged his little plan of living. His 
mornings were usually spent m shooting or fishing, and 
the dinner thus provided by his industry he relished 
with a keener appetite than had ever attended him at 
the luxurious tables of Pans. The afternoons he passed 
with his family. Sometimes he would select a book 
from the few he had brought with him, and endeavour 
to fix his attention to the words his bps repeated. But 
his mind suffered little abstraction from its own cares, 
and the sentiment he pronounced left no trace behind 
it. Sometimes he conversed, but oftener sat in gloomy 
silence, musing upon the past or anticipating the future. 

At these moments Adeline, with a sweetness almost 
irresistible, endeavoured to enliven his spirits and to 
withdraw him from himself. Seldom she succeeded, but 
when she did, the grateful looks of Madame La Motte 
and the benevolent feelings of her own bosom realized 
the cheerfulness she had at first only assumed. Ade- 
line’s mind had the happy art, or perhaps it were more 
just to say, the happy nature, of accommodating itself 
to her situation. Her present condition, though forlorn, 
was not devoid of comfort, and this comfort was con- 
firmed by her virtues. So much she won upon the affec- 
tions of her protectors that Madame La Motte loved her 
as her child, and La Motte himself, though a man little 
susceptible of tenderness, could not be insensible to her 
solicitudes Whenever he relaxed from the sullenness 
of misery, it was at the influence of Adeline. 

Peter regularly brought a weekly supply of pro- 
visions f row Auboine, and on those occasions always 
quitted the town by a route contrary to that leading 
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to the abbey. Several weeks having passed without 
molestation. La Motte dismissed all apprehension of 
pursuit, and at length became tolerably reconciled to 
the complexion of his circumstances. As habit and ef- 
fort strengthened the fortitude of Madame La Motte, 
the features of misfortune appeared to soften. The 
forest, which at first seemed to her a frightful solitude, 
had lost its terrific aspect, and that edifice whose half- 
demolished walls and gloomy desolation had struck her 
mind with the force of melancholy and dismay, was now 
beheld as a domestic asylum and a safe refuge from the 
storms of power 

She was a sensible and highly accomplished woman, 
and it became her chief delight to form the rising graces 
of Adeline, who had, as has been already shown, a 
sweetness of disposition which made her quick to repay 
instruction with improvement and indulgence with love. 
Never was Adeline so pleased as when she anticipated 
her wishes, and never so diligent as when she was em- 
ployed in her business. The little affairs of the house- 
hold she overlooked and managed with such admirable 
exactness that Madame La Motte had neither anxiety 
nor care concerning them. And Adeline formed for 
herself in this barren situation many amusements that 
occasionally banished the remembrance of her misfor- 
tunes. La Motte’s books were her chief consolation. 
With one of these she would frequently ramble into the 
forest, where the river, winding through a glade, dif- 
fused coolness, and with its murmuring accents invited 
repose. There she would seat herself, and resigned to 
the illusions of the page, pass many hours in oblivion 
of sorrow. 

Here too, when her mind was tranquillized by the 
surrounding scenery,' she wooed the gentle muse, and 
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indulged in ideal happiness. The delight of these mo- 
ments she commemorated in the following address: 

To the Visions of Fancy. 

Dear, wild illusions of creative mind' 

Whose varying hues arise to Fancy’s art. 

And by her magic force are swift combin’d 

In forms that please, and scenes that touch the heart: 
Oh 1 whether at her voice ye soft assume 
The pensive grace of sorrow drooping low: 

Or rise sublime on terror’s lofty plume. 

And shake the soul with wildly thrilling woe; 

Or, swceth bright, your gayer tints ye spread. 

Bid sc« lies of pleasure steal upon my view, 

Love wave his purple pinions o’er my head. 

And wake the tender thought to passion true 
O' still— }e shadowy forms 1 attend my lonely hours. 
Still chase my real cares with your illusive powers 1 

Madame La Motte had frequently expressed curi- 
osity concerning the events of Adeline’s life, and by 
what circumstances she had been thrown into a situation 
so perilous and mysterious as that in which La Motte 
had found her. Adeline had given a brief account of 
the manner in which she had been brought thither, but 
had always with tears entreated to be spared for that 
time from a particular relation of her history. Her 
spirits were not then equal to retrospection, but now 
that they were soothed by quiet and strengthened by 
confidence, she one day gave Madame La Motte the 
following narration. 

“I am th-e only child,” said Adeline, “of Louis de 
St. Pierre, a chevalier of reputable family, but of 
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small fortune, who for many years resided at Paris. 
Of my mother I have a faint remembrance I lost her 
when I was only seven years old, and this was my first 
misfortune. At her death my father gave up housekeep- 
ing, boarded me m a convent, and quitted Pans. Thus 
was 1 at this early period of my life abandoned to 
strangers. My father came sometimes to Pans ; he 
then visited me, and I well remember the grief I used 
to feel when he bade me farewell. On these occasions, 
which wrung my heart with grief, he appeared un- 
moved, so that I often thought he had little tenderness 
for me. But he was my father, and the only person 
to whom I could look up for protection and love. 

“In this convent I continued till I was twelve years 
old. A thousand times I had entreated my father to 
take me home, but at first motives of prudence, and 
afterwards of avarice, prevented him I was now re- 
moved from this convent, and placed in another, where 
I learned my father intended I should take the veil I 
will not attempt to express my surprise and grief on 
this occasion. Too long I had been immured in the 
walls of a cloister, and too much had I seen of the 
sullen misery of its votaries, not to feel horror and dis- 
gust at the prospect of being added to their number 

“The Lady Abbess was a woman of rigid decorum 
and severe devotion, exact in the observance of every 
detail of form, and never forgave an offence against 
ceremony. It was her method, when she wanted to 
make converts to her order, to denounce and terrify 
rather than to persuade and allure Hers were the 
arts of cunning practised upon fear, not those of so- 
phistication upon reason. She employed numberless 
stratagems to gain me to her purpose, and they all 
wore the complexion of her character. But in the life 
t« which she would have devoted me I saw too many 
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forms of real terror to be overcome by the influence of 
her ideal host, and was resolute in rejecting the veil. 
Here I passed several years of miserable resistance 
against cruelty and superstition. My father I seldom 
saw. When I did, I entreated him to alter my destina- 
tion, but he objected that his fortune was insufficient 
to support me m the world, and at length denounced 
vengeance on my head if I persisted in disobedi- 
ence. 

"You, my dear madam, can form little idea of the 
wretchedness of my situation, condemned to perpetual 
imprisonment, and imprisonment of the most dreadful 
kind, or to the vengeance of a father, from whom I had 
no appeal. My resolution relaxed — for some time I 
paused upon the choice of evils — but at length the hor- 
rors of the monastic life rose so fully to my view that 
fortitude gave way before them. Excluded from the 
cheerful intercourse of society — from the pleasant view 
of nature — almost from the light of day— condemned to 
silence — rigid formality — abstinence and penance— con- 
demned to forego the delights of a world which imagi- 
nation painted in the gayest and most alluring colours, 
and whose hues were, perhaps, not the less captivating 
because they were only ideal — such was the state to 
which I was destined. Again my resolution was in- 
vigorated, my father’s cruelty subdued tenderness, and 
roused indignation. ‘Since he can forget,’ said I, ‘the 
affection of a parent, and condemn his child without 
remorse to wretchedness and despair, the bond of filial 
and parental duty no longer subsists between us — he 
has himself dissolved it, and I will yet struggle for 
liberty and life.’ 

“Finding me unmoved by menace, the Lady Abbess 
bad now recourse to more subtle measures. She con- 
descended to smile, and even to flatter; but hers was 
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the distorted smile of cunning, not the gracious emblem 
of kindness, it provoked disgust, instead of inspiring 
affection She painted the character of a vestal in the 
most beautiful tints of art— its holy innocence — its 
mild dignity — its sublime devotion I sighed as she 
spoke. This she regarded as a favourable symptom, 
and proceeded on her picture with more animation 
She described the serenity of a monastic life— its se- 
curity from the seductive charms, restless passions, and 
sorrowful vicissitudes of the world — the rapturous de- 
lights of religion, and the sweet reciprocal affection of 
the sisterhood 

“So highly she finished the piece that the lurking 
lines of cunning would to an inexperienced eye have 
escaped detection Mine was too sorrowfully informed. 
Too often had I witnessed the secret tear and bursting 
sigh of vain regret, the sullen pinmgs of discontent, 
and the mute anguish of despair. My silence and my 
manner assured her of my incredulity, and it was with 
difficulty that she preserved a decent composure 

“My father, as may be imagined, was highly in- 
censed at my perseverance, which he called obstinacy, 
but, what will not be so easily believed, be soon after 
relented, and appointed a day to take me from the con- 
vent. O' judge of my feelings when I received this 
intelligence. The joy it occasioned awakened all my 
gratitude, I forgot the former cruelty of my father, 
and that the present indulgence was less the effect of 
his kindness than of my resolution. I wept that I could 
not indulge his every wish. 

“What days of blissful expectation were those that 
preceded my departure ' The world from which I had 
been hitherto secluded — the world in which my fancy 
had been so often delighted to roam — whose paths were 
strewn with fadeless roses — whose every scene smiled 
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in beauty and invited to delight — where all the people 
were good, and all the good happy — Ah 1 then that 
world was bursting upon my view Let me catch the 
rapturous remembrance before it \ anish 1 It is like the 
passing lights of autumn, that gleam for a moment on 
a hill and then lease it to darkness. I counted the days 
and hours that withheld me from this fairy land It 
was in the convent only that people were deceitful and 
cruel, it was there only that misery dwelt. I was quit- 
ting it all' How I pitied the poor nuns that were to 
be left behind I would have given half that world I 
prized so much, had it been mine, to have taken them 
out with me 

“Tilt long wished for day at last armed My father 
came, and for a moment my joy was lost in the sorrow 
of bidding farewell to mj poor companions, for whom 
I had never felt such warmth of kindness as at this 
instaut I was soon beyond the gates of the convent 
I looked around me, and viewed the vast vault of heaven 
no longer bounded by monastic walls, and the green 
earth extended m lull and dale to the round verge ol 
the horizon 1 My heart danced with delight, tears 
swelled m my eyes, and for some moments I was un- 
able to speak. My thoughts rose to heaven m senti- 
ments of gratitude to the Giver of all good 1 

“At length I returned to my father ‘Dear sir,’ said 
I, ‘how I thank you for my deliverance, and how I 
wish I could do every tiling to oblige you ’ 

“ ‘Return, then, to your convent,’ said he, in a harsh 
accent I shuddered, lus look and manner jarred the 
tone of my feelings , they struck discord upon my heart, 
which had before responded only to harmony. The 
ardour of joy was in a moment repressed, and every 
object around me was saddened with the gloom of dis- 
appointment. It was not that I suspected my 7 father 
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would take me back to the convent, but that his feelings 
seemed so very dissonant to the joy and gratitude which 
I had but a moment before felt and expressed to him. 
— Pardon, madam, a relation of these trivial circum- 
stances , the strong vicissitudes of feeling which they 
impressed upon my heart make me think them impor- 
tant, when they are perhaps only disgusting.” 

“No, my dear,” said Madame La Motte, “they are 
interesting to me, they illustrate little traits of char- 
acter which I love to observe You are worthy of all 
my regards, and from this moment I give my tenderest 
pity to your misfortunes, and my affection to your 
goodness.” 

These words melted the heart of Adeline, she kissed 
the hand which Madame held out, and remained a few 
minutes silent At length she said, "May I deserve 
this goodness 1 and may I ever be thankful to God, who, 
in giving me such a friend, has raised me to comfort 
and hope 1 

“My father’s house was situated a few leagues on 
the other side of Paris, and in our way to it we passed 
through that city. What a novel scene 1 Where were 
now the solemn faces, the demure manners I had been 
accustomed to see in the convent ? Every countenance 
was here animated, either by business or pleasure, 
every step was airy, and every smile was gay All the 
people appeared like friends, they looked and smiled 
at me , I smiled again, and wished to have told them 
how pleased I was ‘How delightful,' said I, ‘to live 
surrounded by friends 1 ’ 

“What crowded streets 1 What magnificent hotels 1 
What splendid equipages 1 I scarcely observed that the 
streets were narrow or the way dangerous. What 
bustle, what tumult, what delight 1 I could never be 
sufficiently thankful that I was removed from the con- 
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vent. Again I was going to express my gratitude to 
my father, but his looks forbade me, and I was silent, 
I am too diffuse; even the faint forms which memory 
reflects of passed delight are grateful to the heart. 
The shadow of pleasure is still gazed upon with a mel- 
ancholy enjoyment, though the substance is fled be- 
yond our reach. 

“Having quitted Paris, which I left with many sighs, 
and gazed upon till the towers of every church dissolved 
in distance from my view, we entered upon a gloomy 
and unfrequented road. It was evening when we 
reached a wild heath I looked round in search of a 
human dwelling, but could find none, and not a human 
being was to be seen I experienced something of what 
I used to feel in the convent, my heart had not been so 
sad since I left it. Of my father, who still sat in 
silence, I inquired if we were near home He answered 
in the affirmative Night came on, however, before we 
reached the place of our destination, it was a lone 
house on the waste But I need not describe it to you, 
madam When the carriage stopped, two men appeared 
at the door and assisted us to alight, so gloomy were 
their countenances, and so few their words, I almost 
fancied myself again m the convent. Certain it is, 
I had not seen such melancholy faces since I quitted it. 
Is this a part of the world I have so fondly contem- 
plated said I. 

The interior appearance of the house was desolate 
and mean, I was surprised that my father had chosen 
such a place for his habitation, and also that no woman 
was to be seen, but I knew that inquiry would only 
produce a reproof, and was therefore silent. At supper 
the two men I had before seen sat down with us , they 
said little, but seemed to observe me much. I was con- 
fused and displeased, which my father noticing, he 
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frowned at them with a look which convinced me he 
meant more than I comprehended. When the cloth was 
drawn, my father took inj hand and conducted me to 
the door of my chamber, having set down the candle 
and wished me good night, he left me to my own soli- 
tary thoughts 

“How different Here they from those I had indulged 
a few hours before ' Then expectation, hope, delight, 
danced before me; now melancholy and disappointment 
chilled the ardour of my mind and discoloured my 
future prospect The appearance of everything around 
conduced to depress me On the floor luy a small bed 
without curtains or hangings , two old chairs and a 
table were all the remaining furniture in the room I 
went to the window with an intention of looking out 
upon the surrounding scene, and found it was grated. 
I was shocked at this circumstance, and, comparing it 
with the lonely situation and the strange appearance of 
the house, together with the countenances and behaviour 
of the men who had supped with us, I was lost in a 
labyrinth of conjecture 

“At length I lay down to sleep, but the anxiety of 
my mind prevented repose, gloomy unpleasing images 
flitted before my fancy, and I fell into a sort of waking 
dream I thought that I was in a lonely forest with 
my father, his looks were severe, and his gestures 
menacing He upbraided me for leaving the convent, 
and while he spoke, drew from his pocket a mirror 
which he held before my face, I looked in it and saw, 
(my blood now thrills as I repeat it) I saw myself 
wounded, and bleeding profusely. Then I thought my- 
self in the house again , and suddenly heard these words 
m accents so distinct that for some time after I awoke, 
I could scarcely believe them ideal, ‘Depart this house, 
destruction hovers here.’ 



THE ROMANCE OF THE FOREST 297 

“I was awakened by a footstep on the stairs; it was 
my father retiring to his chamber. The lateness of 
the hour surprised me, for it was past midnight. 

“On the following morning the party of the preced- 
ing evening assembled at breakfast, and were as gloomy 
and silent as before The table was spread by a boy 
of my father’s, but the cook and the house-maid, what- 
ever they might be, were invisible 

“The next morning I was surprised, on attempting 
to leave my chamber, to find the door locked I waited 
a considerable time before I ventured to call When 
I did, no answer was returned I then went to the 
window and called more loudly, but my own voice was 
still the only sound I heard. Near an hour I passed 
in a state of surprise and terror not to be described. 
At length I heard a person coming up stairs, and I 
renewed the call I was answered that my father had 
that morning set off for Paris, whence he would return 
in a few days, in the meanwhile he had ordered me to 
be confined in my chamber On my expressing surprise 
and apprehension at this circumstance, I was assured 
I had nothing to fear, and that I should live as well as 
if I was at liberty. 

“The latter part of this speech seemed to contain an 
odd kind of comfort, I made little reply, but sub- 
mitted to necessity. Once more I was abandoned to 
sorrowful reflection. What a day was the one I now 
passed ' alone and agitated with grief and apprehension. 
I endeavoured to conjecture the cause of this harsh 
treatment, and at length concluded it was designed by 
my father, as a punishment for my former disobedience. 
But why abandon me to the power of strangers, to men 
whose countenances bore the stamp of villainy so 
strongly as to impress even my inexperienced mind with 
terror 1 Surmise involved me only deeper in perplexity. 
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vet I found it impossible to forbear pursuing the sub- 
ject; and the day was divided between lamentation and 
conjecture. Night at length came, and such a night* 
Darkness brought new terrors I looked round the 
chamber for some means of fastening my door on the 
inside, but could perceive none At last I contrived to 
place the back of a chair m an oblique direction, so as 
to render it secure. 

"I had scarcely done this, and lain down upon my 
bed in my clothes, not to sleep, but to watch, when I 
heard a rap at the door of the house, which was opened 
and shut so quickly that the person who had knocked 
seemed only to deliver a letter or message Soon after 
I heard voices at intervals in a room below stairs, some- 
times speaking very low, and sometimes rising all to- 
gether as if in dispute. Something more excusable 
than curiosity made me endeavour to distinguish what 
was said, but in vain. Now and then a word or two 
reached me, and once I heard my name repeated, but 
no more 

“Thus passed the hours till midnight, when all be- 
came still. I had lain for some time in a state between 
fear and hope, when I heard the lock of my door gently 
moved backward and forward I started up and lis- 
tened, for a moment it was still, then the noise re- 
turned, and I heard a whispering without My spirits 
died away, but I was yet sensible Presently an effort 
was made at the door, as if to force it , I shrieked aloud, 
and immediately heard the voices of the men I had 
seen at my father’s table. They called loudly for the 
door to be opened, and on my returning no answer, ut- 
tered dreadful execrations I had just strength suffi- 
cient to move to the window, in the desperate hope of 
escaping thence, but my feeble efforts could not even 
shake the bars 0 * how can I recollect these momenta 
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of horror, and be sufficiently thankful that I am now in 
safety and comfort' 

“They remained some time at the door. Then they 
quitted it and went down stairs How my heart re- 
vived at every step of their departure, I fell upon my 
knees, thanked God that he had preseried me this time, 
and implored his farther protection I was rising from 
this short prayer when suddenly I heard a noise in 
a different part of the room, and on looking round I 
perceived the door of a small closet open, and two men 
enter the chamber. 

“They seized me, and I sunk senseless in their arms. 
How long I remained in this condition I know not, hut 
oil reviving, I percened myself again alone, and heard 
several voices from below stairs I had presence of 
mind to run to the door of the closet, my only chance of 
escape , but it was lo< ked ' I then recollected it was 
possible that the ruffians might liaie forgot to turn the 
key of the chamber door, which was held by the chair; 
but here also I was disappointed I clasped my hands 
in an agony of despair, and stood for some time 
immovable 

“A violent noise from below roused me, and soon 
after I heard people ascending the stairs I now gave 
myself up for lost The steps approached, the door 
of the closet was again unlocked I stood calmly and 
again saw the men enter the chamber I neither spoke, 
nor resisted the faculties of my soul were wrought up 
beyond the power of feeling, as a violent blow on the 
body stuns for a while the sense of pain They led me 
down stairs, the door of a room below was thrown 
open, and I beheld a stranger. It was then that my 
senses returned, I shrieked and resisted, but was forced 
along. It is unnecessary to say that this stranger was 
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Monsieur La Motte, or to add that I shall for ever hless 
him as my deliverer.” 

Adeline ceased to speak, Madame La Motte re- 
mained silent. There were some circumstances in Ade- 
line’s narrative which raised all *her curiosity She 
asked if Adeline believed her father to be a party in 
this mystenous affair. Adeline, though it was impos- 
sible to doubt that he had been principally and ma- 
terially concerned in some part of it, thought, or said 
she thought, he was innocent of any intention against 
her life. ‘‘Yet what motive,” said Madame La Motte, 
“could there be for a degree of cruelty so apparently 
unprofitable Here the inquiry ended, and Adeline 
confessed she had pursued it till her mind shrunk from 
all farther research 

The sympathy which such uncommon misfortune ex- 
cited, Madame La Motte now expressed without re- 
serve, and this expression of it strengthened tbt tie 
of mutual friendship. Adeline felt her spirits relieved 
by the disclosure she had made to Madame La Motte; 
and the latter acknowledged the value of the confidence 
by an increase of affectionate attentions. 


CHAPTER IV 

La Motte had now passed above a month in this se- 
clusion and his wife had the pleasure to see him recover 
tranquillity and even cheerfulness. In this pleasure 
Adeline warmly participated, and she might justly have 
congratulated herself as one cause of his restoration. 
Her cheerfulness and delicate attention had effected 
what Madame La Motte’s greater anxiety had failed to 
N accomplish. La Motte did not seem regardless of her 
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amiable disposition, and sometimes tbanked her m a 
manner more earnest than was usual with him She in 
her turn considered him as her only protector, and now 
felt towards him the affection of a daughter. 

The time she had spent m this peaceful retirement 
had softened the remembrance of past events, and re- 
stored her mind to its natural tone, and when memory 
brought back to her view her former short and roman- 
tic expectations of happiness, though she gave a sigh 
to the rapturous illusion, she less lamented the disap- 
pointment than rejoiced in her present security and 
comfort 

But the satisfaction which La Motte's cheerfulness 
diffused around linn was of short continuance He 
became suddenly gloomy und reserved, the society of 
his family was no longer grateful to him; and he would 
spend whole hours in the most seclude d parts of the 
forest, devoted to melancholy and secret grief. He did 
not, as formerly, indulge the humour of Ins sadness 
without restraint in the presence of others , he now 
evidently endrtiv oured to conceal it. and affected a 
cheerfulness that was too artificial to escape detection. 

His servant Piter, either impelled bv curiosity or 
kindness, sometimes followed him unseen into the for- 
est He observed him frequently retire to one par- 
ticular spot in a remote part, which having gained, he 
always disappeared before Peter, who was obliged to 
follow at a distance, could exactly notice where All 
his endeavours, now prompted by wonder and invig- 
orated by disappointment, were unsuccessful, and he 
was at length compelled to endure the tortures of un- 
satisfied curiosity 

This change m the manners and habits of her husband 
was too conspicuous to pass unobserved by Madame 
La Motte, who endeavoured by all the stratagems which 
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affection could suggest or female invention supply, to 
win him to her confidence. He seemed insensible to the 
influence of the first, and withstood the wiles of the 
latter. Finding all her efforts insufficient to dissipate 
the glooms which overhung his mind or to penetrate 
their secret cause, she desisted from farther attempt 
and endeavoured to submit to this mysterious distress. 

Week after week elapsed, and the same unknown 
cause sealed the lips and corroded the heart of La 
Motte. The place of his visitation in the forest had 
not been traced. Peter had frequently examined round 
the spot where his master disappeared, but had never 
discovered any recess which could be supposed to con- 
ceal him. The astonishment of the servant was at 
length raised to an insupportable degree, and he com- 
municated to his mistress the subject of it. 

The emotion which this information excited she dis- 
guised from Peter, and reproved him for the means 
he had taken to gratify his curiosity But she revolved 
this circumstance in her thoughts, and comparing it 
with the late alteration m his temper, her uneasiness 
was renewed and her perplexity considerably increased. 
After much consideration, being unable to assign any 
other motive for his conduct, she began to attribute it 
to the influence of illicit passion, and her heart, which 
now outran her judgment, confirmed the supposition 
and roused all the torturing pangs of jealousy. 

Comparatively speaking, she had never known afflic- 
tion till now. She had abandoned her dearest friends 
and connections — had relinquished the gaieties, the lux- 
uries, and almost the necessaries of life, fled with her 
family into exile, an exde the most dreary and com- 
fortless, experiencing the evils of reality, and those of 
apprehension, united. All these she had patiently en- 
dured, supported by the affection of him for whose sake 
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she suffered. Though that affection, indeed, had for 
some time appeared to be abated, she had borne its 
decrease with fortitude , but the last stroke of calamity, 
hitherto withheld, now came with irresistible force — 
the love, of which she lamented the loss, she now be- 
lieved was transferred to another. 

The operation of strong passion confuses the powers 
of reason and warps them to its own particular direc- 
tion Her usual degree of judgment, unopposed bv 
the influence of her heart, would probably have pointed 
out to Madame La Motte. some circumstances upon the 
-subject of her distress, equnoeal. if not contradictory 
to her suspicions No such circumstances appeared to 
her, and she did not long hesitate to decide that Adeline 
was the object of her husband’s attachment Her 
beauty out of the question, who else, indeed, could it be 
in a spot thus secluded from the world ? 

The same cause destroyed almost at the same moment 
her only remaining conifoit, and. when she wept that 
she could no longer look for happiness in the affection 
of I.i Motte, she wept also that she could no longer seek 
solace in the friendship of Adeline She had too great 
an « steem for her to doubt at first the integrity of her 
conduct, hut in spite of reason, her heart no longer 
cvpanded to her with its usual warmth of kindness She 
shrunk from her confidence, and as the secret broodings 
of jealousy cherished her suspicions, she became less 
kind to her, even in manner 

Adeline, observing the change, at first attributed it 
to accident, and afterwards to a temporary displeasure 
arising from some little inadvertency in her conduct. 
She therefore increased her assiduities; but perceiving, 
contrary to all expectation, that her efforts to please 
failed of their usual consequence, and that the reserve 
of Madame's manner rather increased than abated, she 



804 MBS. ANN BAPCI4FFJ& 

became seriously uneasy, and resolved to seek an ex- 
planation. This Madame La Motte as sedulously 
avoided, and was for some time able to prevent. Ade- 
line, however, too much interested in the event to yield 
to delicate scruples, pressed the subject so closely that 
Madame, at first agitated and confused, at length in- 
vented some idle excuse, and laughed off the affair. 

She now saw the necessity of subduing all appearance 
of reserve towards Adeline , and though her art could 
not conquer the prejudices of passion, it taught her to 
assume with tolerable success the aspect of kindness. 
Adeline was deceived, and was again at peace. Indeed, 
confidence in the sincerity and goodness of others was 
her weakness But the pangs of stifled jealousy struck 
deeper to the heart of Madame La Motte, and she re- 
solved at all events to obtain some certainty upon the 
subject of her suspicions. 

She now condescended to a meanness which she had 
before despised, and ordered Peter to watch the steps 
of his master, in order to discover, if possible, the place 
of his visitation 1 So much did passion win upon her 
judgment, by time and indulgence, that she sometimes 
ventured even to doubt the integrity of Adeline, and 
afterwards proceeded to believe it possible that the 
object of La Motte’s rambles might be an assignation 
with her. What suggested this conjecture was that 
Adeline frequently took long walks alone m the forest, 
and sometimes was absent from the abbey for many 
hours. This circumstance, which Madame La Motte 
had at first attributed to Adeline’s fondness for the 
picturesque beauties of nature, now operated forcibly 
upon her imagination, and she could view it in no other 
light than as affording an opportunity for secret con- 
versation with her husband. 

Peter obeyed the orders of his mistress with alacrity, 
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for they were warmly seconded by his own curiosity. 
All his endeavours were, however, fruitless , he never 
dared to follow La Motte near enough to observe the 
place of his last retreat. Her impatience thus height- 
ened by delay, and her passion stimulated by difficulty, 
Madame La Motte now resolved to apply to her hus- 
band for an explanation of his conduct. 

After some consideration, concerning the manner most 
likely to succeed with him, she went to La Motte, but 
when she entered the room where he sat, forgetting all 
her concerted address, she fell at his feet, and was for 
some moments lost in tears Surprised at her attitude 
and distress, he inquired the occasion of it, and was 
answered that it was caused by his own conduct “My 
conduct 1 What part of it, pray ? ” inquired he 

“Your reserve, your secret sorrow, and frequent ab- 
sence from the abbey ” 

“Is it then so wonderful that a man who has lost 
almost everything, should sometimes lament his mis- 
fortunes, or so criminal to attempt concealing his grief 
that he must be blamed for it by those whom he would 
save from the pain of sharing it ? ” 

Having uttered these words, he quitted the room 
leaving Madame La Motte lost in surprise, but some- 
what relieved from the pressure of her former suspi- 
cions Still, however, she pursued Adeline with an eye 
of scrutiny, and the mask of kindness would sometimes 
fall off and discover the features of distrust Adeline* 
without exactly knowing why, felt less at ease and less 
happy in her presence than formerly. Her spirits 
drooped, and she would often, when alone, weep at the 
forlornness of her condition. Formerly her remem- 
brance of past sufferings was lost m the friendship of 
Madame La Motte; now, though her behaviour was too 
guarded to betray any striking instances of unkindness, 
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there was something in her manner which chilled the 
hopes of Adeline, unable as she was to analyze it. But 
a circumstance which soon occurred, suspended for a 
while the jealousy of Madame La Motte, and roused 
her husband from his state of gloomy stupefaction. 

Peter, having been one day to Auboine, for the weekly 
supply of provisions, .returned with intelligence that 
awakened in La Motte new apprehension and anxiety. 

“Oh, sir 1 I’ve heard something that has astonished 
me, as well it may,” cried Peter, “and so it will you 
when you come to know it As I was standing m the 
blacksmith’s shop, while the smith was driving a nail 
into the horse's shoe (by the bye, the horse lost it in an 
odd way, I’ll tell you, sir, how it was.) — ” 

“Nay, prithee leave it till another time, and go on 
with your story ” 

“Why then, sir, as I was standing in the black- 
smith’s shop, comes in a man with a pipe in his mouth, 
and a large pouch of tobacco in his hand — ” 

“Well — what has the pipe to do with the story 
“Nay, sir, you put me out, I can’t go on unless you 
let me tell it my own way. As I was saying — with a 
pipe in his mouth — I think I was there, your honour *” 
“Yes, yes ” 

“He sets himself down on the bench, and, taking the 
pipe from his mouth, says to the blacksmith — ‘Neigh- 
bour, do you know anybody of the name of La Motte 
hereabouts ? ’ — Bless your honour, I turned all of a cold 
sweat in a minute 1 — Is not your honour well, shall I 
fetch you any thing 5 ” 

“No — but be short in your narrative.” 

“ ‘La Motte 1 La Motte ’’ said the blacksmith, ‘I 
think I’ve heard the name ’ — ‘Have you f ’ said I, ‘you’re 
cunning then, for there’s no sfuch person hereabouts, to 
my knowledge.’ " 
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"Fool 1 — why did you say that ? ” 

“Because I did not want them to know your honour 
was here , and i£ I had not managed very cleverly, 
they would have found me out. ‘There is no such per- 
son, hereabouts, to my knowledge,’ says I, — 'Indeed ’* 
says the blacksmith, ‘you know more of the neighbour- 
hood than I do then ’ — ‘Aye,’ says the man with the 
pipe, ‘that’s very true. How came you to know so 
much of the neighbourhood 11 I came here twenty-six 
years ago, come next St Michael, and you know more 
than I do. How came you to know so much ? ’ ” 

“With that he put his pipe in his mouth, and gave 
& whiff full in my face Lord 1 your honour, I trembled 
from head to foot ‘Nay, as for that matter,’ says I, 
‘I don’t know more than other people, but I’m sure I 
never heard of such a man as that ’ — ‘Pray,’ says the 
blacksmith, staring me full m the face, ‘an’t you the 
man that was inquiring some time since about St. Clair’s 
Abbey?’ — ‘Well, what of that ? ’ says I, ‘what does that 
prove?’ — ‘Why, they say somebody lives m the abbey 
now,’ said the man, turning to the other, ‘and, for 
aught I know, it may be this same La Motte.’ — ‘Aye, 
or for aught I know either,’ says the man with the pipe, 
getting up from the bench, ‘and you know more of tins 
than you’ll own. I’ll lay my life on’t, this Monsieur 
La Motte lives at the abbey.’ — ‘Aye,’ says I, ‘you are 
out there, for he does not live at the abbey now.’ ” 

“Confound your folly cried La Motte, “but be 
quick — how did the matter end ? ” 

“ 'My master does not live there now,’ said I — ‘Oh ! 
oh!’ said the man with the pipe, ‘he is your master, 
then? And pray how long has he left the abbey — and 
where does he live now?' ‘Hold,’ said I, ‘not so fast— I 
know when to speak and when to hold my tongue — but 
who has been inquiring for him ? ’ ” 
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** ‘What 1 he expected somebody to inquire for him ?' 
says the man. — ‘No, 1 says I, ‘he did not, but if he did, 
■what does that prove, — that argues .nothing' With 
that he looked at the blacksmith, and they went out of 
the shop together, leaving my horse’s shoe undone. 
But I never minded that, for the moment they were 
gone J mounted and rode away as fast as I could. But 
m my fright, your honour, I forgot to take the round- 
about way, and so came straight home ” 

La Motte, extremely shocked at Peter’s intelligence, 
made no other reply than by cursing his folly, and 
immediately went in search of Madame, who was walk- 
ing with Adeline on the banks of the river. La Motte 
was too much agitated to soften Ins information by 
preface. “We are discolored 1 ” said he, “the king’s 
officers have been inquiring for me at Auboine, and 
Peter has blundered upon my ruin He then informed 
her of what Peter had related, and bade her prepare 
to quit the abbey ” 

“But whither can we flv fl ” said Madame La Motte, 
scarcely able to support herself "Anywhere said 
he, "to stay here is certain destruction We must take 
refuge in Switzerland, I think If any part of France 
would have concealed me, surely it had been this 

“Alas, how are we persecuted 1 ” rejoined Madame. 
“This spot is scarcely made comfortable before we are 
obliged to leave it and go we know not whither ” 

“I wish we may not yet know whither,” replied La 
Motte; “that is the least evil that threatens us Let 
us escape a prison, and I care not whither we go. But 
return to the abbey immediately and pack up what 
movables you can.” A flood of tears came to the relief 
of Madame La Motte, and she hung upon Adeline's arm 
allent and trembling. Adeline, though she had no 
comfort to bestow, endeavoured to command her feel- 
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iags and appear composed. “Come,” said La Motte, 
“we waste time, let us lament hereafter, but at present 
prepare for flight. Exert a little of that fortitude 
which is so necessary for our preservation. Adeline 
does not weep, yet her state is as wretched as your own, 
for I know not how long I shall be able to protect her.” 

Notwithstanding her terror, this reproof touched the 
pride of Madame La Motte, who dried her tears, but 
disdained to reply, and looked at Adeline with a strong 
expression of displeasure. As they moved silently to- 
ward the abbey, Adeline asked La Motte if lie was 
sure they were the king's officers who inquired for him. 
“I cannot doubt it,” he replied, “who else could possibly 
inquire for me? Besides, the behaviour of the man 
who mentioned my name puts the matter beyond a 
question.” 

“Perhaps not,” said Madame La Motte; “let us wait 
till morning ere we set off. We may then find it will 
be unnecessary to go ” 

“We mav, indeed, the king's officers would probably 
by that time have told us as much.” La Motte went 
to give orders to Peter. "Set off in an hour,” said 
Peter, “Lord bless you, master ' only consider the 
coach wheel, it would take me a day at least to mend 
it, for your honour knows I never mended one in my 
life.” 

This was a circumstance which La Motte had entirely 
overlooked When they settled at the abbey, Peter 
had at first been too busy in repairing the apartments 
to remember the carriage, and afterwards, believing it 
would not quickly be wanted, he had neglected to do it. 
La Motte’s temper now entirely forsook him, and with 
many execrations he ordered Peter to go to work im- 
mediately, but on searching for the materials formerly 
bought, they were nowhere to be found, and Peter at 
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length remembered, though he was prudent enough to 
conceal this circumstance, that he had used the nails in 
repairing the abbey. 

It was now, therefore, impossible to quit the forest 
that night, and La Motte had only to consider the most 
probable plan of concealment, should the officers of 
justice visit the ruin before the morning, a circumstance 
which the thoughtlessness of Peter in returning from 
Auboine by the straight way made not unlikely. 

At first, indeed, it occurred to him that though his 
family could not be removed, he might himself take one 
of the horses and escape from the forest before night. 
But he thought there would still be some danger of de- 
tection in the towns through which he must pass, and 
he could not well bear the idea of leaving his family 
unprotected, without knowing when he could return to 
them or whither he could direct them to follow him. 
La Motte was not a man of very vigorous resolution, 
and he was perhaps rather more willing to suffer in 
company than alone. 

After much consideration he recollected the trap-door 
of the closet belonging to the chambers above. It was 
invisible to the eye, and, whatever might be its direc- 
tion, it would securely shelter him at least from dis- 
covery. Having deliberated farther upon the subject, 
he determined to explore the recess to which the stairs 
led, and thought it possible that for a short time his 
whole family might be concealed within it. There was 
little time between the suggestion of the plan and the 
execution of his purpose, for darkness was spreading 
around, and in every murmur of the wind he thought 
he heard the voices of his enemies. 

He called for a light and ascended alone to the 
chamber. When he came to the closet, it was some 
time before he could find the trap-door, so exactly did 
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it correspond with the boards of the floor. At length 
he found and raised it The chill damps of long con- 
fined air rushed from the aperture, and he stood for 
a moment to let them pass ere he descended. As he 
stood looking down the abyss, he recollected the report 
which Peter had brought concerning the abbey, and it 
gave him an uneasy sensation. But this soon yielded 
to more pressing interests. 

The stairs were steep, and in many places trembled 
beneath his weight Having continued to descend for 
some time, his feet touched the ground, and he found 
himself in a narrow passage, but as he turned to pursue 
it, the damp \ apours curled round him and extinguished 
the light. He called aloud for Peter, but could make 
nobody hear, and after some time he endeavoured to 
find his wav up the stairs In this with difficulty he 
succeeded, and passing the chambers with cautious steps, 
descended the tower. 

The security which the place he had just quitted 
seemed to promise was of too much importance to be 
slightly rejected, and he determined immediately to 
make another experiment with the light, — having now 
fixed it in a lanthorn, he descended a second time to 
the passage The current of vapours occasioned by the 
opening of the trap-door was abated, and the fresh air 
thence admitted had begun to circulate. La Motte 
passed on unmolested. 

The passage was of considerable length, and led bun 
to a door which was fastened He placed the lanthorn 
at some distance to avoid the current of air, and applied 
his strength to the door. It shook under his hands, but 
did not yield Upon examining it more closely, he 
perceived the wood round the lock was decayed, prob- 
ably by the damps, and this encouraged him to proceed. 
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After some time it gave way to his effort, and he found 
himself in a square stone room. 

He stood for some time to survey it. The walls, 
which were dripping with unwholesome dews, were 
entirely bare and afforded not even a window. A small 
iron grate alone admitted the air. At the further end, 
near a low recess, was another door. La Motte went 
towards it, and as he passed, looked into the recess. 
Upon the ground within it stood a large chest, which 
he went forward to examine, and, lifting the lid, he saw 
the remains of a human skeleton Horror struck upon 
his heart, and he involuntary stept back During a 
pause of some moments his first emotion subsided. That 
thrilling curiosity which objects of terror often excite 
in the human mind, impelled him to take a second view 
of this dismal spectacle. 

La Motte stood motionless as he gazed. The object 
before him seemed to confirm the report that some 
person had formerly been murdered in the abbey. At 
length he closed the chest and advanced to the second 
door, which also was fastened, but the key was in the 
lock He turned it with difficulty, and then found the 
door was held by two strong bolts. Having undrawn 
these, it disclosed a flight of steps, which he descended. 
They terminated in a chain of low vaults, or rather 
cells, that from the manner of their construction and 
present condition seemed to be coeval with the most 
ancient parts of the abbey. La Motte in his then de- 
pressed state of mind thought them the burial places of 
the monks who formerly inhabited the pile above; but 
they were more calculated for places of penance for the 
living than of rest for the dead. 

Having reached the extremity of these cells, the way 
was again closed by a door. La Motte now hesitated 
whether he should attempt to proceed any farther. The 
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present spot seemed to afford the security he sought. 
Here he might pass the night unmolested by apprehen- 
sion of discovery, and it was most probable that if the 
officers arrived in the night and found the abbey va- 
cated, they would quit it before morning, or at least 
before he could have any occasion to emerge from con- 
cealment These considerations restored his mind to 
a state of greater composure. His only immediate care 
was to bring his family as soon as possible to this place 
of security, lest the officers should come unawares upon 
them, and while he stood thus musing, he blamed him- 
self for delay. 

But an irresistible desire of knowing to what this 
door led, arrested his steps, and he turned to open it. 
The door, however, was fastened, and as he attempted 
to force it, he suddenly thought he heard a noise above. 
It now occurred to him that the officers might already 
have arrived, and he quitted the cells with precipitation, 
intending to listen at the trap-door. 

“There,” said he. “I may wait in security, and per- 
haps hear something of what passes My family will 
not be known, or at least not hurt, and their uneasiness 
on my account they must learn to endure ” 

These were the arguments of La Motte, in which, it 
must be owned, selfish prudence was more conspicuous 
than tender anxiety for his wife He had by this time 
reached the bottom of the stairs, when on looking up, 
he perceived the trap-door was left open, and ascend- 
ing in haste to close it, he heard footsteps advancing 
through the chambers above. Before he could descend 
entirely out of sight, he again looked up and perceiver 
through the aperture the face of a man looking dowi 
upon him. “Master,” cried Peter — La Motte was some 
what relieved at the sound of his voice, though angn 
that he had occasioned him so much terror. 
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“What brings you here, and what is the matter 
below 

“Nothing, sir; nothing's the matter, only my mistress 
sent me to see after your honour ” 

“There’s nobody there then,” said La Motte, setting 
his foot upon the step 

“Yes, sir, there is my mistress and Mademoiselle 
Adeline and ” 

“Well — well” — said La Motte briskly — “go your 
ways. I am coming ” 

He informed Madame La Motte where he had been 
and of his intention of secreting himself, and deliber- 
ated upon the means of convincing the officers, should 
they arrive, that he had quitted the abbey For this 
purpose he ordered all the moiable furniture to be 
•conveyed to the cells below. La Motte himself assisted 
in this business, and every hand was employed for dis- 
patch In a very short time the habitable part of the 
fabric was left almost as desolate as he had found it. 
He then bade Peter take the horses to a distance from 
the abbey, and turn them loose After farther consid- 
eration, he thought it might contribute to mislead them 
if he placed in some conspicuous part of the fabric an 
inscription signifying his condition, and mentioning the 
date of his departure from the abbey Over the door of 
the tower, which led to the habitable part of the struc- 
ture, he therefore cut the following lines 

O ye 1 whom misfortune may lead to this spot, 

Learn that there are others as miserable as yourselves. 

P L — M a wretched exile, sought within 

these walls a refuge from persecution, on the 27th of 
April 1658, and quitted them on the 12th of July in 
the same year, in search of a more convenient asylum. 
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After engraving these words with a knife, the small 
stock of provisions remaining from the week’s supply 
(for Peter, in his fright, had returned unloaded from 
his last journey) was put into a basket, and, La Motte- 
having assembled his family, they all ascended the 
stairs of the tower and passed through the chambers to 
the closet. Peter went first with a light, and with some 
difficulty found the trap-door. Madame La Motte shud- 
dered as she surveyed the gloomy abyss ; but they were 
all silent. 

La Motte now took the light and led the way. Ma- 
dame followed, and then Adeline. “These old monks 
loved good wine as well as other people,” said Peter, 
who brought up the rear, “I warrant vour honour, now, 
this was their cellar, I smell the casks already.” 

“Peace,” said La Motte, “reserve your jokes for a 
proper occasion ” 

“There is no harm in loving good wine, as your hon- 
our knows.” 

"Have done with this buffoonery,” said La Motte, 
in a tone more authoritative, “and go first.” Peter 
obeyed. 

They came to the vaulted room The dismal spec- 
tacle he had seen here deterred La Motte from passing 
the night in this chamber, and the furniture had by 
his own order been conveyed to the cells below. He 
was anxious that his family should not perceive the 
skeleton, an object which would probably excite a de- 
gree of horror not to be overcome during their stay. 
La Motte now passed the chest in haste, and Madame 
La Motte and Adeline were too much engrossed by 
their own thoughts to give minute attention to external 
circumstances. 

When they reached the cells, Madame La Motte wept 
at the necessity which condemned her to a spot so dis- 
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maL “Alas,” said she, “are we indeed thus reduced 1 
The apartments above formerly appeared ta me a de- 
plorable habitation, but they are a palace compared 
to these ” 

“True, my dear,” said La Motte, “and let the re- 
membrance of what you once thought them soothe your 
discontent now, these cells are also a palace, compared 
to the Bicetre or the Bastile, and to the terrors of 
further punishment which would accompany them. Let 
the apprehension of the greater evil teach you to en- 
dure the less, I am contented if we find here the refuge 
I seek.” 

Madame La Motte was silent, and Adeline, forget- 
ting her late unkindness, endeavoured as much as she 
could to console her, while her heart was sinking with 
the misfortunes which she could not but anticipate, she 
appeared composed and even cheerful. She attended 
Madame La Motte with the most watchful solicitude, 
and felt so thankful that La Motte was now secreted 
within this recess that she almost lost her perception of 
its glooms and inconveniences. 

This she artlessly expressed to him, who could not 
be insensible to the tenderness it discovered. Madame 
La Motte was also sensible of it, and it renewed a 
painful sensation. The effusions of gratitude she mis- 
took for those of tenderness. 

La Motte returned frequently to the trap-door, to 
listen if anybody was m the abbey, but no sound dis- 
turbed the stillness of night. At length they sat down 
to supper. The repast was a melancholy one. “If the 
officers do not come hither to-night,” said Madame La 
Motte, sighing, “suppose, my dear, Peter returns to 
Auboine to-morrow. He may there learn something 
more of this affair, or at least he might procure a car- 
riage to convey us hence ” 
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“To be sure he might," said La Motte, peevishly, 
“and people to attend it also. Peter would be an ex- 
cellent person to shew the officers the way to the abbey, 
and to inform them of what they might else be in doubt 
about, my concealment here ” 

“How cruel is this irony'” replied Madame L& 
Motte, “I proposed only what I thought would be for 
our mutual good, my judgment was, perhaps, wrong, 
but my intention was certainly right.” Tears swelled 
into her eyes as she spoke these words. Adeline wished 
to relieve her, but delicacy kept her silent La Motte 
observed the effect of his speech, and something like 
remorse touched his heart He approached, and taking 
her hand “You must allow for the perturbation of 
mv mind,” said he, "I did not mean to afflict you thus. 
The idea of sending Peter to Auboine, where he has 
already done so much harm by his blunders, teased me, 
and I could not let it pass unnoticed No, my dear, our 
only chance of safety is to remain where we are while 
our provisions last If the officers do not come here 
to-night, thev probably will to-morrow, or perhaps the 
next day. When they have searched the abbey without 
finding me, they will depart; we may then emerge from 
this recess and take measures for remov ing to a distant 
country.” 

Madame La Motte acknowledged the justice of his 
words, and her mind being relieved by the little apology 
he had made, she became tolerably cheerful Supper 
being ended, La Motte stationed the faithful though 
simple Peter at the foot of the steps that ascended to 
the closet, there to keep watch during the night. Hav- 
ing done this, he returned to the lower cells, where he 
had left his little family. The beds were spread, and 
having mournfully bidden each other good night, they 
lay down and implored rest. 
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Adeline’s thoughts were too busy to suffer her to 
repose, and when she believed her companions were 
' -sunk m slumbers, she indulged the sorrow which re- 
flection brought She also looked forward to the future 
with the most mournful apprehension Should La 
Motte be seized, what was to become of her ? She 
would then be a wanderer in the wide world, without 
friends to protect, or money to support her The pros- 
pect was gloomy — was terrible ' She surveyed it and 
shuddered * The distresses too of Monsieur and Ma- 
dame La Motte, whom she loved with the most lively 
affection, formed no inconsiderable part of hers. 

Sometimes she looked back to her father, but in him 
she only saw an enemy from whom she must fly This 
remembrance heightened her sorrow, yet it was not the 
recollection of the suffering he had occasioned her by 
which she was so much afflicted, as by the sense of his 
unkindness. She wept bitterly. At length, with that 
artless piety which innocence onL knows, she addressed 
the Supreme Being, and resigned herself to his care. 
Her mind then gradually became peaceful and reas- 
sured, and soon after she sunk to repose. 


CHAPTER V 

'The night passed without any alarm; Peter had re- 
mained upon his post, and heard nothing that prevented 
his sleeping La Motte heard him, long before he saw 
him, most musically snoring, though it must be owned 
there was more of the bass than of any other part of 
the gamut in his performance He was soon roused by 
the bravura of La Motte, whose notes sounded discord 
to his ears and destroyed the torpor of his tranquillity. 
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“God bless you, master, what’s the matter?” cried 
Peter, waking; “are they come?” 

“Yes, for aught you care, they might be come. Did 
I place you here to sleep, sirrah 

"Bless you, master," returned Peter; “sleep is the 
only comfort to be had here , I’m sure I would not deny 
it to a dog in such a place as this.” 

La Motte sternly questioned him concerning any 
noise he might have heard in the night, and Peter full 
as solemnly protested he had heard none, an assertion 
which was strictly true, for he had enjoyed the com- 
fort of being asleep the whole time 

La Motte ascended to the trap-door and listened at- 
tentively. No sounds were heard, and as he ventured 
to lift it, the full light of the sun burst upon his sight, 
the morning being now far advanced He walked softly 
along the chambers, and looked through a window, no 
person was to be seen Encouraged by this apparent 
security, he ventured down the stairs of the tower and 
entered the first apartment. He was proceeding to- 
wards the second when, suddenly recollecting himself, 
he first peeped through the crevice of the door, which 
stood half open He looked, and distinctly saw a per- 
son sitting near the window, upon which his arm rested. 

The discovery so much shocked him that for a mo- 
ment he lost all presence of mind and was utterly 
unable to move from the spot The person, whose back 
was towards him, arose and turned his head. La Motte 
now recovered himself, and quitting the apartment as 
quickly and at the same as silently as possible, as- 
cended to the closet He raised the trap-door, but 
before he closed it heard the footsteps of a person en- 
tering the outward chamber Bolts or other fastening 
to the trap there was none; and his security depended 
solely upon the exact correspondence of the boards. 
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The outer door of the stone room had no means of 
•defence, and the fastenings of the inner one were on 
the wrong side to afford security, even till some means 
■of escape could be found. 

When he reached this room, he paused, and heard 
■distinctly persons walking in the closet above. While 
he was listening, he beard a voice call him by name, and 
he instantly fled to the cells below, expecting every 
moment to hear the trap lifted, and the footsteps of 
pursuit, but he was fled beyond the reach of hearing 
either. Having thrown himself on the ground at the 
farthest extremity of the vaults, he lay for some time 
breathless with agitation. Madame La Motte and Ade- 
line, in the utmost terror, inquired what had happened. 
It was some time before he could speak. When he did, 
it was almost unnecessary, for the distant noises which 
sounded from above informed his family of a part of 
the truth. 

The sounds did not seem to approach, but Madame 
La Motte, unable to command her terror, shrieked 
aloud. This redoubled the distress of La Motte. “You 
have already destroyed me,” cried he, “that shriek 
has informed them where I am.” He traversed the 
cells with clasped hands and quick steps Adeline stood 
pale and still as death, supporting Madame La Motte, 
whom with difficulty she prevented from fainting. “O! 
Dupras 1 Dupras 1 you are already avenged!” said he, 
in a voice that seemed to burst from his heart There 
was a pause of silence “But why should I deceive 
myself with a hope of escaping' 1 ” he resumed, “why do 
I wait here for their coming ? Let me rather end these 
torturing pangs by throwing myself into their hands 
•at once ” 

As he spoke, he moved towards the door, but the dis- 
tress of Madame La Motte arrested his steps “Stay,” 
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said she, "for my sake, stay; do not leave me thus, nor 
throw yourself voluntarily into destruction 

"Surely, sir,” said Adeline, “you are too precipitate; 
this despair is useless as it is ill-founded We hear no 
person approaching , if the officers had discovered the 
trap-door, they would certainly have been here before 
now.” The words of Adeline stilled the tumult of his 
mind , the agitation of terror subsided, and reason 
beamed a feeble ray upon his hopes. He listened at- 
tentively, and perceiving that all was silent, advanced 
with caution to the stone room, and thence to the foot 
of the stairs that led to the trap-door. It was closed, 
no sound was heard above 

He watched a long time, and the silence continuing, 
his hopes strengthened, and at length he began to be- 
lieve that the officers had quitted the abbey The day, 
however, was spent in anxious watchfulness. He did 
not dare to unclose the trap-door, and he frequently 
thought he heard distant noises It was evident, how- 
ever, that the secret of the closet had escaped discovery, 
and on this circumstance he justly founded his security. 
The following night was passed, like the day, in trem- 
bling hope and incessant watching. 

But the necessities of hunger now threatened them. 
The provisions, which had been distributed with the 
nicest economy, were nearly exhausted, and the most 
deplorable consequences might be expected from their 
remaining longer in concealment Thus circumstanced. 
La Motte deliberated upon the most prudent method of 
proceeding There appeared no other alternative than 
to send Peter to Aubome, the onlv town from which he 
could return within the time prescribed by their ne- 
cessities There was game, indeed, in the forest, but 
Peter could neither handle a gun nor use a fishing ro4 
to any advantage. 
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It was therefore agreed he should go to Auboine for 
a supply of provisions, and at the same time bring ma- 
terials for mending the coach-wheel, that they might 
hare some ready conveyance from the forest. La Motte 
forbade Peter to ask any questions concerning the peo- 
ple who had inquired for him, or take any methods for 
discovering whether they had quitted the country, lest 
his blunders should again betray him He ordered him 
to be entirely silent as to these subjects, and to finish 
his business and leave the place with all possible 
dispatch. 

A difficulty yet remained to be overcome — Who should 
first venture abroad into the abbey, to learn whether 
it was vacated by the officers of justice p La Motte 
considered that if he was again seen, he should be ef- 
fectually betrayed, which would not be so certain if one 
of his family was observed, for they were all unknown 
to the officers It was necessary, however, that the per- 
son he sent should have courage enough to go through 
with the inquiry, and wit enough to conduct it with 
caution. Peter, perhaps, had the first, but was certainly 
destitute of the last Annette had neither. La Motte 
looked at his wife, and asked her if for his sake she 
dared to venture Her heart shrunk from the proposal, 
yet she was unwilling to refuse, or appear indifferent 
upon a point so essential to the safety of her husband 
Adeline observed m her countenance the agitation of 
her mind, and surmounting the fears which had hitherto 
kept her silent, she offered herself to go. 

“They will be less likely to offend me,” said she, “than 
a man.” Shame would not suffer La Motte to accept 
her offer, and Madame, touched by the magnanimity 
of her conduct, felt a momentary renewal of all her 
former kindness. Adeline pressed her proposal so 
warmly and seemed so much in earnest that La Motte 
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began to hesitate. “You, sir,” said she, “once preserved 
me from the most imminent danger, and your kindness- 
has since protected me. Do not refuse me the satis- 
faction of deserving your goodness by a grateful return 
of it. Let me go into the abbey, and if by so doing 
I should preserve you from evil, I shall be sufficiently 
rewarded for what little danger I may incur, for my 
pleasure will be at least equal to yours ” 

Madame La Motte could scarcely refrain from tears 
as Adeline spoke, and La Motte, sighing deeply, said, 
“Well, be it so, go, Adeline, and from this moment 
consider me as your debtor.” Adeline staid not to reply, 
but taking a light, quitted the cells, La Motte following 
to raise the trap-door, and cautioning her to look if 
possible into every apartment before she entered it. “If 
you should be seen," said he, "you must account for 
your appearance so as not to discover me. Your own 
presence of mind may assist you, I cannot. God bless 

I »» 

you ' 

When she was gone, Madame La Motte’s admiration 
of her conduct began to yield to other emotions. Dis- 
trust gradually undermined kindness, and jealousy 
raised suspicions It must be a sentiment more power- 
ful than gratitude, thought she, that could teach Adeline 
to subdue her fears. What but love could influence her 
to a conduct so generous Madame La Motte, when she 
found it impossible to account for Adeline’s conduct 
without alleging some interested motives for it, how- 
ever her suspicions might agree with the practice of the 
world, had surely forgotten how much she once ad- 
mired the purity and disinterestedness of her young 
friend. 

Adeline meanwhile ascended to the chambers. The 
cheerful beams of the sun played once more upon her 
sight and re-animated bar spirits; she walked lightly 
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through the apartments, nor stopped till she came to 
the stairs of the tower. Here she stood for some time, 
but no sounds met her ear save the sighing of the wind 
among the trees, and at length she descended She 
Missed the apartments below without seeing any per- 
lon , and the little furniture that remained seemed to 
stand exactly as she had left it. She now ventured to 
look out from the tower. The only animate objects 
that appeared were the deer quietly grazing under the 
shade of the woods Her favourite little fawn distin- 
guished Adeline, and came bounding towards her with 
strong marks of jov She was somewhat alarmed lest 
the animal, being observed, should betray her, and 
walked swiftly away through the cloisters 

She opened the door that led to the great hall of the 
abbey, but the passage was so gloomy and dark that 
she feared to enter it, and started back It was neces- 
sary, however, that she should examine farther, par- 
ticularly on the opposite side of the rum, of which she 
had hitherto had no view ; but her fears returned when 
she recollected how far it would lead her from her 
only place of refuge, and how difficult it would be to 
retreat She hesitated what to do, but when she recol- 
lected her obligations to La Motte, and considered this 
as perhaps her only opportunity of doing him a service, 
she determined to proceed 

As these thoughts passed rapidly over her mind, she 
raised her innocent looks to Heaven and breathed a 
silent prayer. With trembling steps she proceeded over 
fragments of the ruin, looking anxiously around, and 
often starting as the breeze rustled among the trees, 
mistaking it for the whisperings of men She came 
to the lawn which fronted the fabric, but no person 
was to be seen> and her spirits revived The great door 

the hall she now endeavoured to open, but suddenly 
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remembering that it was fastened by La Motte’s orders, 
she proceeded to the north end of the abbey, and hav- 
ing surveyed the prospect around as far as the thick 
foliage of the trees would permit, without perceiving 
any person, she turned her steps to the tower from 
which she had issued 

Adeline was now light of heart, and returned with 
impatience to inform La Motte of his security In the 
cloisters she was again met by her little favourite, and 
stopped for a moment to caress it The fawn seemed 
sensible to the sound of her voice, and discovered new 
jov, but while she spoke, it suddenly started from her 
hand, and looking up, she perceived the door of the 
passage leading to the great hall open, and a man in 
the habit of a soldier issue forth. 

With the swiftness of an arrow she fled along the 
cloisters, nor once ventured to look back, hut a voice 
called to her to stop, and she' heard steps advancing 
quick m pursuit Before she could reach the tower, her 
breath failed her, and she leaned against a pillar of the 
ruin, pule and exhausted. The man came up, and gaz- 
ing at her with a strong expression of surprise and 
curiosity, he assumed a gentle manner, assured her 
she had nothing to fear, and inquired if she belonged 
to La Motte Observing that she still looked terrified 
and remained silent, he repeated his assurances and his 
question 

“I know that he is concealed within the ruin,” said 
the stranger , “the occasion of his concealment I also 
know , but it is of the utmost importance I should see 
him, and he will then be convinced he has nothing to 
fear from me.” Adeline trembled so excessively that 
it was with difficulty she could support herself. She 
hesitated, and knew not what to reply. Her manner 
seemed to confirm the suspicions of the stranger, snd 
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her consciousness of this increased her embarrassment; 
he took advantage of it to press her farther Adeline 
at length replied that La Motte had some time since 
resided at the abbey “And does still, madam,” said 
the stranger , "lead me to where he may be found — I 
must see him, and ” 

“Never, sir,” replied Adeline, “and I solemnly assure 
you it will be m vain to search for him ” 

“That I must try,” resumed he, “since you, madam, 
will not assist me I have already followed him to some 
chambers above, where I suddenly lost him, thereabouts 
he must be concealed, and it’s plain, therefore, they 
afford some secret passage ” 

Without waiting Adeline’s reply, he sprung to the 
door of the tower She now thought it would betray a 
consciousness of the truth of his conjecture to follow 
him, and resolved to remain below But, upon farther 
consideration, it occurred to her that he might steal 
silently into the closet, and possibly surprise La Motte 
at the door of the trap. She therefore hastened after 
him, that her voice might prevent the danger she appre- 
hended. He was already in the second chamber when 
she overtook him , she immediately began to speak aloud. 

This room he searched with the most scrupulous 
care, but finding no private door or other outlet, he 
proceeded to the closet Then it was that it required 
all her fortitude to conceal her agitation. He continued 
the search. "Within these chambers I know he is con- 
•eealed,” said he, “though hitherto I have not been able 
to discover how. It was hither I followed a man whom 
I believe to be him, and he could not escape without a 
passage; I shall not quit the place till I have found it.” 

He examined the walls and the boards, but without 
discovering the division of the floor, which, indeed, so 
exictly corresponded that La Motte himself had not 
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perceived it by the eye, but by the trembling of the 
floor beneath his feet. “Here is some mystery,” said 
the stranger, “which I cannot comprehend, and perhaps 
never shall.” He was turning to quit the closet, when, 
who can paint the distress of Adeline upon seeing the 
trap-door gently raised, and La Motte himself appeared. 
"Hah cried the stranger, advancing eagerly to him. 
La Motte sprang forward, and they were locked in 
each other’s arms. 

The astonishment of Adeline for a moment surpassed 
even her former distress, but a remembrance darted 
across her mind which explained the present scene, and 
before La Motte could exclaim, “My son •” she knew 
the stranger as such. Peter, who stood at the foot of 
the stairs and heard what passed above, flew to acquaint 
his mistress with the joyful discovery, and in a few 
moments she was folded m the embrace of her son. 
This spot, so lately the mansion of despair, seemed 
metamorphosed into the palace of pleasure, and the 
walls echoed only to the accents of joy and 
congratulation 

The joy of Peter on this occasion was beyond ex- 
pression He acted a perfect pantomime — he capered 
about, clasped his hands, ran to his young master, shook 
him by the hand, in spite of the frowns of La Motte; 
ran everywhere, without knowing for what, and gave no 
rational answer to anything that was said to him. 

After their first emotions were subsided. La Motte, 
as if suddenly recollecting himself, resumed his wonted 
solemnity “I am to blame,” said he, “thus to give way 
to joy, when I am still, perhaps, surrounded by danger. 
Let us secure a retreat while it is yet in our power,” 
continued he; “in a few hours the king’s officers may 
search for me again ” 

Louis comprehended his father’s words, and imme- 
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diately relieved his apprehensions by the following 
relation. 

“A letter from Monsieur Nemours, containing an ac- 
count of your flight from Paris, reached me at Peronne, 
where I was then upon duty with my regiment. He 
mentioned that you was gone towards the south of 
France, but as he had not since heard from you, he was 
ignorant of the place of your refuge. It was about this 
time that I was dispatched into Flanders, and, being 
unable to obtain farther intelligence of you, I passed 
some weeks of very painful solicitude. At the conclu- 
sion of the campaign I obtained leave of absence, and 
immediately set out for Pans, hoping to learn from 
Nemours where you had found an asylum. 

“Of this, however, he was equally ignorant with my- 
self. He informed me that you had once before written 

to him from D , upon your second day’s journey 

from Paris, under an assumed name, as had been agreed 
upon; and that you then said the fear of discovery 
•ould prevent your hazarding another letter. He there- 
fore remained ignorant of your abode, but said he had 
ao doubt you had continued your j'ourney to the south- 
ward. Upon this slender information I quitted Pans 

in search of you, and proceeded immediately to V , 

where my inquiries concerning your farther progress 

were successful as far as M . There they told me 

you had staid some time on account of the illness of a 
young lady, a circumstance which perplexed me much, 
as I could not imagine what young lady would accom- 
pany you. I proceeded, however, to L ; but there 

all traces of you seemed to be lost. As I sat musing 
at the window of the inn, I observed some scribbling on 
the glass, and the curiosity of idleness prompted me to 
read it. I thought I knew the characters, and the lines 



THE EOMANCE OF THE FOREST 329 

I read confirmed my conjecture, for I remembered to 
have heard you often repeat them 

“Here I renewed my inquiries concerning your route, 
and at length I made the people of the inn recollect 
you, and traced you as far as Auboine There I again 
lost you, till upon my return from a fruitless inquiry m 
the neighbourhood, the landlord of the little inn where 
I lodged told me he belieied he had heard news of you, 
and immediately recounted what had happened at a 
blacksmith’s shop a few hours before 

“His description of Peter was so exact that I had 
not a doubt it was you who inhabited the abbey, and 
as I knew your necessity for concealment, Peter’s denial 
did not shake my confidence The next morning, with 
the assistance of mv landlord, I found ray way hither, 
and having searched every \ lsible part of the fabric, 
I began to credit Peter’s assertion Your appearance, 
however, destroyed this fear, by proving that the place 
was still inhabited, for you disappeared so instantane- 
ously that I was not certain it was you whom 1 had 
seen I continued seeking you till near the close of 
day, and till then scarcely quitted the chambers whence 
you had disappeared. I called on you repeatedly, be- 
lieving that my voice might com nice you of your mis- 
take. At length I retired to pass the night at a cottage 
near the border of the forest 

“I came early this morning to renew my inquiries, 
and hoped that, believing yourself safe, you would 
emerge from concealment But how was I disappointed 
to find the abbey as silent and solitary as I had left 
it the preceding evening 1 I was returning once more 
from the great hall when the voice of this young lady 
caught my ear and effected the discovery I had so anx 
iously sought ” 

This little narrative entirely dissipated the late ap 
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prehensions of La Motte, but he now dreaded that the 
inquiries of his son and his own obvious desire of con- 
cealment might excite a curiosity amongst the people of 
Auboine and lead to a discovery of his true circum- 
stances. However, for the present he determined to 
dismiss all painful thoughts, and endeavour to enjoy the 
comfort which the presence of his son had brought him. 
The furniture was removed to a more habitable part of 
the abbey, and the cells were again abandoned to their 
own glooms 

The arrival of her son seemed to have animated 
Madame La Motte with new life, and all her afflictions 
were for the present absorbed in joy. She often gazed 
silently on him with a mother’s fondness, and her par- 
tiality heightened every improvement which time had 
wrought in his person and manner. He was now in 
his twenty-third year; his person was manly and his air 
military, his manners were unaffected and graceful, 
rather than dignified; and though his features were ir- 
regular, they composed a countenance which, having 
seen it once, you would seek again. 

She made eager inquiries after the friends she had 
left at Paris, and learned that within the few months 
of her absence some had died and others quitted the 
place. La Motte also learned that a very strenuous 
search for him had been prosecuted at Pans, and 
though this intelligence was only what he had before 
expected, it shocked him so much that he now declared 
it would be expedient to remove to a distant country. 
Louis did not scruple to say that he thought he would 
be as safe at the abbey as at any other place, and 
repeated what Nemours had said, that the king’s officers 
had been unable to trace any part of his route from 
Paris. 

“Besides,” resumed Louis, "this abbey is protected by 
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* supernatural power, and none of the country people 
dare approach it.” ' 

“Please you, my young master,” sard Peter, who tap 
waiting in the room, "we were frightened enough the 
first night we came here, and I myself, God forgive 
me * thought the place was inhabited by devils, but they 
were only owls and such like after all ” 

“Your opinion was not asked,” said La Motte, “learn 
to be silent ” 

Peter was abashed. When he had quitted the room, 
La Motte asked his son with seeming carelessness what 
were the reports circulated by the country people. “O! 
sir,” replied Louis, “I cannot recollect half of them. 
I remember, however, they said that many years ago a 
person (but nobody had ever seen him, so we may 
judge how far the report ought to lie credited) a person 
was privately brought to this abbey, and confined in 
some part of it, and that there were strong reasons to 
believe he came unfairly to his end” 

La Motte sighed “They farther said,” continued 
Louis, “that the speetre of the deceased had ever since 
watched nightly among the ruins, and to make the 
story more wonderful, for the marvellous is the delight 
of the vulgar, thev added that 'there was a certain part 
of the ruin from whence no person that had dared to 
explore it had ever returned Thus people who have 
few objects of real uitertst to engage their thoughts, 
conjure up for themselves imaginary ones ” 

La Motte sat musing “And what were the reasons,” 
said he, at length awaking from his reverie, “they pre- 
tended to assign for believing the person confined here 
was murdered 

“They did not use a term so positive as that,” replied 
Louis, 



832 MBS. ANN RADCLIFFE 

< 

“True,” said La Motte, recollecting himself, "they 
only said he came unfairly to his end." 

"That is a nice distinction," said Adeline. 

“Why, I could not well comprehend what these rea- 
sons were,” resumed Louis , "the people indeed say that 
the person who was brought here was never known to 
depart, but I do not find it certain that he ever ar- 
rived; that there was strange privacy and mystery ob- 
served while he was here, and that the abbey has never 
since been inhabited by its owner. There seems, how- 
ever, to be nothing in all this that deserves to be re- 
membered.” La Motte raised his head as if to reply, 
when the entrance of Madame turned the discourse 
upon a new subject, and it was not resumed that day. 

Peter was now dispatched for provisions, while La 
Motte and Louis retired to consider how far it was 
safe for them to continue at the abbey. La Motte, 
notwithstanding the assurances lately given him, could 
not but think that Peter’s blunders and his son’s in- 
quiries might lead to a discovery of his residence He 
revolved this in his mind for some time, but at length 
a thought struck him that the latter of these circum- 
stances might considerably contribute to his security. 
“If you,” said he to Louis, “return to the inn at Au- 
bome, from whence you were directed here, and with- 
out seeming to intend giving intelligence, do give the 
landlord an account of your having found the abbey 
uninhabited, and then add that you had discovered the 
residence of the person you sought m some distant town, 
it would suppress any reports that may at present exist, 
and prevent the belief of any in future. And if, after 
all this, you can trust yourself for presence of mind 
and command of countenance, so far as to describe 
some dreadful apparition, I think these circumstances, 
together with the distance of the abbey and the intnca- 
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cies of the forest, could entitle me to consider this 
place as my castle.” 

Louis agreed to all that his father had proposed, 
and, on the following day executed his commission with 
such success that the tranquillity of the abbey might 
be then said to have been entirely restored. 

Thus ended this adventure, the only one that had oc- 
curred to disturb the family during their residence in 
the forest. Adeline, removed from the apprehension 
of those evils with which the late situation of La Motte 
had threatened her, and from the depression which her 
interest in his occasioned her, now experienced a more 
than usual complacency of mind. She thought too that 
she observed in Madame La Motte a renewal of her 
former kindness, and tins circumstance awakened all 
her gratitude and imparted to her a pleasure as lively 
as it was innocent The satisfaction with which the 
presence of her son inspired Madame La Motte, Ade- 
line mistook for kindness to herself, and she exerted 
her whole attention in an endeavour to become worthy 
of it. 

But the joj which his unexpected arrival had given 
to La Motte quickly began to evaporate, and the gloom 
of despondency again settled on his countenance. He 
returned frequently to his haunt in the forest — the 
same mysterious sadness tinctured his manner and re- 
vived the anxiety of Madame La Motte, who was re- 
solved to acquaint her son with this subject of distress 
and solicit his assistance to penetrate its source 

Her jealousy of Adeline, however, she could not com- 
municate, though it again tormented her and taught 
her to misconstrue with wonderful ingenuity every look 
and word of La Motte, and often to mistake the artless 
expressions of Adeline’s gratitude and regard for those 
of warmer tenderness. Adeline had form^ly accus- 
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tomed herself to long walks in the forest, and the de- 
sign Madame had formed of watching her steps, had 
been frustrated by the late circumstances, and was now 
entirely overcome by her sense of its difficulty and 
danger. To employ Peter in the affair would be to 
acquaint him with her fears, and to follow her herself, 
would most probably betray her scheme by making 
Adeline aware of her jealousy Being thus restrained 
by pride and delicacy, she was obliged to endure the 
pangs of uncertainty concerning the greatest part of her 
suspicions 

To Louis, however, she related the mysterious change 
in his father’s temper. He listened to her account with 
very earnest attention, and the surprise and concern 
impressed upon his countenance spoke how much Ins 
heart was interested He was, however, involved in 
equal perplexity with herself upon this subject, and 
readily undertook to observe the motions of La Motte, 
believing his interference likely to be of equal service 
both to his father and his mother. He saw in some 
degree the suspicions of his mother, but as he thought 
she wished to disguise her feelings, he suffered her to 
believe that she succeeded 

He now inquired concerning Adeline, and listened to 
her little history, of which his mother gave a brief re- 
lation, with great apparent interest So much pity 
did he express for her condition, and so much indigna- 
tion at the unnatural conduct of her father, that the 
apprehensions which Madame La Motte began to form, 
of his having discovered her jealousy, yielded to those 
of a different kind She perceived that the beauty of 
Adeline had already fascinated his imagination, and 
she feared that her amiable manners would soon impress 
his heart. Had her first fondness for Adeline contin- 
ued, she would still have looked with displeasure upon 
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their attachment, as an obstacle to the promotion and 
the fortune she hoped to see one day enjoyed by her 
son. On these she rested all her future hopes of pros- 
perity, and regarded the matrimonial alliance which he 
might form as the only means of extricating his family 
from their present difficulties. She therefore touched 
lightly upon Adeline’s merit, joined coolly with Louis 
in compassionating her misfortunes, and with her cen- 
sure of th« father’s conduct mixed an implied suspicion 
of that of Adeline. The means she employed to repress 
the passions of her son had a contrary effect The 
indifference which she expressed towards Adeline in- 
creased his pity for her destitute condition, and the^ 
tenderness with which she affected to judge the father 
heighten! d his honest indignation at his character 

As he quitted Madame La Motte, he saw his father 
cross the lawn and enter the deep shade of the forest 
on the left. He judged this to be a good opportunity 
of commencing his plan, and quitting the abbtv, slowly- 
followed at a distance. La Motte continued to walk 
straight forward, and seemed so dteply wrapt in 
thought that he looked neither to the right nor left and 
scarcelj lifted his head from the ground Louis had 
followed him near half a mile when he saw him sud- 
denly strike into an aienue of the forest which took a 
different direction from the way he had hitherto gone. 
He quick) ned his steps that he might not lose sight of 
him. but having reached the ayenue, found the trees so 
thickly iiiterwoyen that La Motte was already hid from 
his yiew 

He continued, however, to pursue the way before 
him. It conducted him through the most gloomv part 
of the forest he had yet seen, till at length it terminated 
in an obscure recess oycrarched with high trees whose 
interwoven branches secluded the direct rays of the 
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run and admitted only p sort of solemn twilight. Louis 
looked around in search of La Motte, but he was 
nowhere to be seen. While he stood surveying the 
place and considering what farther should be done, he 
observed through the gloom an object at some distance, 
but the deep shadow that fell around prevented his dis- 
- tinguishing what it was. 

In advancing, he perceived the ruins of a small build- 
ing which, from the traces that remained, appeared to 
have been a tomb. As he gazed upon it, “Here,” said 
he, “are probably deposited the ashes of some ancient 
monk, once an inhabitant of the abbey; perhaps of the 
founder, who, after having spent a life of abstinence 
and prayer, sought in heaven the reward of his for- 
bearance upon earth. Peace be to his soul 1 But did 
he think a life of mere negative virtue deserved an 
eternal reward ? Mistaken man 1 Reason, had you 
trusted to its dictates, would have informed you that 
the active virtues, the adherence to the golden rule, 
‘Do as you would be done unto,’ could alone deserve the 
favor of a Deity whose glory is benevolence ” 

He remained with his eyes fixed upon the spot, and 
presently saw a figure aribe under the arih of the 
sepulchre It started, as if on perceiving him, and 
immediately disappeared Louis, though unused to 
fear, felt at that moment an uneasy sensation, but it 
almost immediately struck him that this was La Motte 
himself He advanced to the ruin and called him. No 
answer was returned, and he repeated the call, but all 
was yet still as the grave He then went up to the 
archway and endeavoured to examine the place where 
he had disappeared, but the shadowy obscurity ren- 
dered the attempt fruitless. He observed, however, a 
little to the right, an entrance to the ruin, and advanced 
some steps down a kind of dark passage, when, recol- 
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lecting that this place might be the haunt of banditti, 
his danger alarmed him and he retreated with 
precipitation 

He walked towards the abbey by the way he came, 
and finding no person followed him, and believing him- 
self again m safety, his former surmise returned, and 
he thought it was La Motte he had seen. He mused 
upon this strange possibibty, and endeavoured to assign 
a reason for so mysterious a conduct, but in vain. Not- 
withstanding this, his belief of it strengthened, and he 
entered the abbey under as full a conviction as the cir- 
cumstances would admit of, that it was his father who 
had appeared in the sepulchre On entering what was 
now used as a parlour, he was much surprised to find 
lum quietl v seuted there with Madame La Motte and 
Adeline, and conversing as if he had been returned 
some tune. 

He took the first opportunity of acquainting his 
mother with his late adventure, and of inquiring how 
long La Motte had been returned before him, when, 
learning that it was near half an hour, his surprise 
increased, and he knew not what to conclude. 

Meanwhile a perception of the growing partiality of 
Louis co-operated with the canker of suspicion to de- 
stroy in Madame Lu Motte that affection which pity 
and esteem had formerly excited for Adeline Her un- 
kindness was now too obvious to escape the notice of 
her to whom it was directed, and being noticed, it occa- 
sioned an anguish winch Adeline found it very difficult 
to endure. With the warmth and candour of youth, she 
sought an explanation of this change of behaviour and 
an opportunity of exculpating herself from any inten- 
tion of provoking it. But tins Madame La Motte art- 
fully evaded, while at the same time she threw out 
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hints that involved Adeline in deeper perplexity, and 
served to make her present affliction more intolerable. 

“I have lost that affection,” she would say. “which 
was my all. It was my only comfort — yet I have lost 
it — and this without even knowing my offence But I 
am thankful I have not merited unkindness, and though 
the has abandoned me, I shall always love her." 

Thus distressed, she would frequently leave the par- 
lour, and retiring to her chamber, would yield to a 
despondency which she had never known till now 

One morning, being unable to sleep, she arose at a 
very early hour. The faint light of day now trembled 
through the clouds, and gradually spreading from the 
horizon, announced the rising sun Every feature of 
the landscape was slowly unveiled, moist with the dews 
of night and brightening with the dawn, till at length 
the sun appeared and shed the full flood of da\ The 
beauty of the hour invited her to walk, and she went 
forth into the forest to taste the sweets of morning. 
The carols of new-waked birds saluted her as she 
passed, and the fresh gale came scented with the breath 
of flowers, whose tints glowed more vivid through the 
dew drops that hung on their leaves 

She wandered on without noticing the distance, and 
following the windings of the river, came to a dewy 
glade whose woods, sweeping down to the very edge of 
the water, formed a scene so sweetlj' romantic that she 
seated herself at the foot of a tree to contemplate its 
beauty. These images insensibly soothed her sorrow 
and inspired her with that soft and pleasing melan- 
choly so dear to the feeling mind. For some time she 
sat lost in a reverie, while the flowers that grew on the 
banks beside her seemed to smile m new life, and drew 
from her a comparison with her own condition. She 
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mused and sighed, and then in a voice whose charming 
melody was modulated by the tenderness of her heart, 
she sung the following words. 

Sonnet,* 

To the Lily 

Soft silken flow’r 1 that in the dewy vale 
Unfoldst thy modest beauties to the morn, 

And breath’st thy fragrance on her wand'rmg gale. 
O'er earth's green hills and shadowy valley borne. 

When day has closed his dazzling ey e 
And dying gales sink soft aw ay , 

When eve steals down the western sky, 

And mountains, woods’, and vales decay. 

Thy tender cups, that graceful swell, 

Droop sad beneath her chilly dews, 

Thy odours seek their silken cell. 

And twilight veils their languid hues 

But soon, fair flower ' the morn shall rise, 

And rear again thy pensive head. 

Again unvtil thy snowy dyes. 

Again thy velvet foliage spread 

Sweet child of Spring' like thee, in sorrow's shade. 
Full oft I mourn in tears, and droop forlorn 
And O 1 like thine, may light my glooms pervade, * 
And Sorrow fly before Joy’s living morn 1 

A distant echo lengthened out her tones, and she sat 
listening to the soft response, till repeating the last 
* It need Scaneh he noted that Mrs Radcliffe's “sonnets” 
are not teelumally sonnets at all in the modern sense. 
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stanza of the Sonnet, she was answered by a voice 
almost as tender, and less distant. She looked round 
in surprise, and saw a young man in a hunter*s dress, 
leaning against a tree and gazing on her with that deep 
attention which marks an enraptured mind 

A thousand apprehensions shot athwart her busy 
thought; and she now first remembered her distance 
from the abbey. She rose in haste to be gone, when 
the stranger respectfully advanced, but observing her 
timid looks and retiring steps, he paused. She pursued 
her way towards the abbey ; and, though many reasons 
made her anxious to know whether she was followed, 
delicacy forbade her to look back. When she reached 
the abbey, finding the family was not yet assembled 
to breakfast, she retired to her chamber, where her 
whole thoughts were employed in conjectures concern- 
ing the stranger Believing that she was interested on 
this point, no farther than as it concerned the safety of 
La Motte, she indulged without scruple the remem- 
brance of that dignified air and manner which so much 
distinguished the youth she had seen After revolving 
the circumstance more deeply, she believed it impossible 
that a person of his appearance should be engaged in 
a stratagem to betray a fellow creature, and though she 
was destitute of a single circumstance that might assist 
her surmises of who he was, or what was his business m 
an unfrequented forest, she rejected unconsciously 
every suspicion injurious to his character Upon 
farther deliberation, therefore, she resolved not to men- 
tion this little circumstance to La Motte; well knowing 
that though his danger might be imaginary, his appre- 
hensions would be real, and would renew all the suffer- 
ings and perplexity from which he was but just 
released. She resolved, however, to refrain for some 
time walking in the forest. 
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When she came down to breakfast, she observed 
Madame La Motte to be more than usually reserved. 
La Motte entered the room soon after her, and made 
some trifling observations on the weather , and having 
endeavoured to support an effort at cheerfulness, sunk 
into his usual melancholy. Adeline watched the coun- 
tenance of Madame with anxiety , and when there ap- 
peared in it a gleam of kindness, it was as sunshine 
to her soul. But she verj seldom suffered Adeline thus 
to flatter herself. Her comersation was restrained, and 
often pointed at something more than could be under- 
stood. The entrance of Louis was a very seasonable 
relief to Adeline, who almost feared to trust her voice 
with a sentence, lest its trembling accents should betray 
her uneasiness. 

“This charming morning drew you early from your 
chamber,” said Louis, addressing Adeline. ‘ You had, 
no doubt, a pleasant companion too,” said Madame La 
Motte, “a solitary walk is seldom agreeable.” 

“I was alone, madam,” replied Adeline. 

“Indeed' your own thoughts must be highly pleasing 
then ” 

“Alas returned Adeline, a tear, spite of her efforts, 
starting to her eye, “there are now few subjects of 
pleasure left for them.” 

“That is very surprising,” pursued Madame La 
Motte 

“Is it, indeed, surprising, madam, for those who have 
lost their last friend to be unhappy ? ” 

Madame La Motte 's conscience acknowledged the 
rebuke, and she blushed. 

“Well,” resumed she, after a short pause, “that is 
not your situation, Adeline ,” looking earnestly at La 
Motte. Adeline, whose innocence protected her from 
suspicion, did not regard this circumstance ; but smiling 
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through her tears, said she rejoiced to hear her say so. 
During this conversation La Motte had remained ab- 
sorbed in his own thoughts, and Louis, unable to guess 
at what it pointed, looked alternately at his mother and 
Adeline for an explanation. The latter he regarded 
with an expression so full of tender compassion that 
it revealed at once to Madame La Motte the sentiments 
of his soul , and she immediately replied to the last 
words of Adeline with a very serious air. “A friend is 
only estimable when our conduct deserves one, the 
friendship that survives the merit of its object is a 
disgrace, instead of an honour, to both parties ” 

The manner and emphasis with which she delivered 
these words again alarmed Adeline, who mildly said 
she hoped she should never desene such censure Ma- 
dame was silent; but Adeline was so much shocked by 
what had already passed that tears sprung from her 
eyes and she hid her face with her handkerchief 

Louis now rose with some emotion, and La Motte, 
roused from his reverie, inquired what was the matter ; 
but before he could receive an answer, he seemed to 
have forgotten that he had asked the question. "Ade- 
line may give you her own account,” said Madame La 
Motte. “I have not deserved this,” said Adeline, rising, 
“but since my presence is displeasing, I will retire ” 
She moved towards the door, when Louis, who was 
pacing the room in apparent agitation, gently took her 
hand, saying, "Here is some unhappy mistake,” and 
would have led her to the seat But her spirits were 
too much depressed to endure longer restraint, and 
withdrawing her hand, “Suffer me to go,” said she, “if 
there is any mistake, I am unable to explain it ” Say- 
ing this, she quitted the room Louis followed her with 
his eyes to the door , when, turning to his mother. 



THE ROMANCE OF THE FOREST 343 

“Surely, madam,” said he, “you are to blame. My life 
on it, she deserves your warmest tenderness.” 

“You are very eloquent m her cause, sir,” said Ma- 
dame, “may I presume to ask what has interested you 
thus in her favour." 

“Her own amiable manners,” rejoined Louis, “which 
no one can observe without esteeming them.” 

“But you may presume too much on your own ob- 
servations. It is possible these amiable manners may 
decene you.” 

"Your pardon, madam, I may without presumption 
affirm they cannot decene me” 

“You have no doubt good reasons for this assertion, 
and I perceive by your admiration of this artless inno- 
cent, she has succeeded in her design of entrapping 
your heart.” 

“Without designing it, she has won my admiration, 
which would not have been the case had she been capa- 
ble of the conduct y ou mention ” 

Madame La Motte was going to reply, but was pre- 
vented by her husband, who, again roused from his 
reierie, inquired into the cause of dispute. “Away 
with this ridiculous behai lour,” said he in a voice ol 1 
displeasure. 'Adeline has omitted some household duty 
I suppose, and an offence so heinous deserves seiere 
punishment, no doubt , but let me be no more disturbed 
with your petty quarrels, if \ ou must be tyrannical, 
madam, indulge jour humour in pri\.ite 

Saying this, he abruptly quitted the room, and Louis 
immediately following, Madame was left to her own 
unpleasant reflections Her ill-humour proceeded from 
the usual cause. She had heard of Adeline’s walk; and 
La Motte, hai ing gone forth into the forest at an earh 
hour, her imagination, heated bv the broodings of j’eal- 
ousy, suggested that they had appointed a meeting 
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Hus was confirmed to her by the entrance of Adeline, 
quickly followed by La Matte; and her perceptions 
thus jaundiced by passion, neither the presence of her 
son nor her usual attention to good manners had been 
able to restrain her emotions. The behaviour of Ade- 
line in the late scene she considered as a refined piece 
of art, and the indifference of La Motte as affected. 

So true is it, that 

trifles, light as air. 

Are, to the jealous, confirmations strong 
As proofs of Holy Writ 

And so ingenious was she "to twist the true cause the 
wrong way ” 

Adeline had retired to her chamber to weep. When 
her first agitations were subsided, she took an ample 
view of her conduct, and perceiving nothing of which 
she could accuse herself, she became more satisfied, 
deriving her best comfort from the integrity of her in- 
tentions In the moment of accusation, innocence may 
sometimes be oppressed with the punishment due only 
to guilt, but reflection dissolves the illusion of terror 
land brings to the aching bosom the consolations of 
virtue. 

When La Motte quitted the room, he bad gone into 
the forest, which Louis observing, he followed and 
joined him, with an intention of touching upon the 
subject of his melancholy. “It is a fine morning, sir,” 
said Louis, “if you will give me leave, I will walk with 
you.” La Motte, though dissatisfied, did not object; 
and after they had proceeded some way, he changed 
the course of his walk, striking into a path contrary to 
that which Louis had observed him take on the fore- 
going day. 

Louis remarked that the avenue they had quitted was 
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more shady, and therefore more pleasant. La Motte 
not seeming to notice this remark, “It leads to a sin- 
gular spot,” continued he, "which I discovered yester- 
day.” La Motte raised his head. Louis proceeded to 
describe the tomb, and the adventure he had met with. 
During this relation, La Motte regarded him with at- 
tention, while his own countenance suffered various 
changes. When he had concluded, "You were very dar- 
ing,” said La Motte, "to examine that place, particu- 
larly when you ventured down the passage. I would 
advise you to be more cautious how you penetrate the 
depths of this forest I myself have not ventured be- 
yond a certain boundary and am therefore uninformed 
what inhabitants it may harbour. Your account has 
alarmed me,” continued he, "for if banditti are in the 
neighbourhood, I am not safe from their depredations; 
'tis true, I have but little to lose, except my life.” 

"And the lives of your family,” Tejoined Louis. — 
"Of course,” said La Motte. 

"It would be well to have more certainty upon that 
head,” rejoined Louis, “I am considering how we may 
obtain it ” 

“ ’Tis useless to consider that,” said La Motte, "the 
inquiry itself brings danger with it Your life would 
perhaps be paid for the indulgence of your curiosity. 
Our only chance of safety is by endeavouring to remain 
undiscovered. Let us move towards the abbey ” 

Louis knew not what to think, but said no more upon 
the subject. La Motte soon after relapsed into a fit 
of musing, and his son now took occasion to lament that 
depression of spirits which he had lately observed m 
him. "Rather lament the cause of it,” said La Motte 
with a sigh. 

“That I do, most sincerely, whatever it may be. 
May I venture to inquire, sir, what is this cause?” 
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"Are, then, my misfortunes so little known to you,” 
rejoined La Motte, “as to make that question necessary? 
Am I not driven from my home, from my friends, and 
Almost from my country ? And shall it be asked why 
I am afflicted *” Louis felt the justice of this reproof, 
and was a moment silent. “That you are afflicted, sir, 
does not excite my surprise,” resumed he, “it would 
indeed be strange w r ere you not ” 

“What then does excite your surprise *” 

“The air of cheerfulness you wore when I first came 
hither.” 

“You lately lamented that I was afflicted.” said La 
Motte, “and now seem not very well pleased that I once 
was cheerful. What is the meaning of this*” 

“You much mistake me,” said his son, “nothing could 
give me so much satisfaction as to see that cheerfulness 
renewed, the same cause of sorrow existed at that time, 
yet you was then cheerful.” 

“That I was then cheerful,” said La Motte, “you 
might without flattery have attributed to yourself, your 
presence revived me, and I was relieved at the same 
time from a load of apprehensions ” 

“Why, then, as the same cause exists, are you not still 
cheerful *” 

“And why do you not recollect that it is your father 
you thus speak to*” 

“I do, sir, and nothing but anxiety for my father 
could have urged me thus far It is with inexpressible 
concern I peroeive you have some secret cause of un- 
easiness. Reveal it, sir, to those who claim a «hure in 
all your affliction, and suffer them by participation to 
soften its severity ” Louis looked up, and observed 
the countenance of his father pale as death , his lips 
trembled while he spoke “Your penetration, however 
you may rely upon it, has in the present instance de- 
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ceived you. • I have no subject of distress but what 
you are already acquainted with, and I desire this con- 
versation may never be renewed ” 

“If it is your desire, of course, I obey,” said Louis; 
“but, pardon me, sir, if ” 

“I will not pardon you, sir,” interrupted La Motte; 
“let the discourse end here” Saying this, he quick- 
ened Ins steps, and Louis, not daring to pursue, walked 
quietly on till he reached the abbey. 

Adeline passed the greatest part of the day alone in 
her chamber, where, having examined her conduct, she 
endeavoured to fortify her heart against the unmerited 
displeasure of Madame La Motte This was a task 
more difficult than that of self-acquittance. She loved 
her, and had relied on her friendship, which, notwith- 
standing the conduct of Madame, still appeared valuable 
to her It was true, she had not deserved to lose it, 
but Madame was so averse to explanation that there 
was little probability of recovering it, however ill- 
founded might be the cause of her dislike At length 
she reasoned, or rather, perhaps, persuaded herself into 
tolerable composure; for to resign a real good with 
contentment is less an effort of reason than of temper. 

For many hours she busied herself upon a piece of 
work which she had undertaken for Madame La Motte; 
and tins she did without the least intention of conciliat- 
ing her favour, but because she felt there was some- 
thing in thus repaying unkindness which was suitable 
to her own temper, her sentiments, and her pride Self- 
love may be the centre round w'hich the human 
affections move, for whatever motive conduces to self- 
gratification may be resolved into self-love, yet some 
of these affections are in their nature so refined that 
though we cannot deny their origin, they almost deserve 
the name of virtue Of this species was that of Adeline. 
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In this employment and in reading Adeline passed as 
much of the day as possible. From books, indeed, she 
had constantly derived her chief information and amuse- 
ment. Those belonging to La Motte were few, but well 
chosen , and Adeline could find pleasure m reading them 
more than once. When her mind was discomposed by 
the behaviour of Madame La Motte, or by a retrospec- 
tion of her early misfortunes, a book was the opiate that 
lulled it to repose La Motte had several of the best 
English poets, a language which Adeline had learned 
in the convent, their beauties, therefore, she was capa- 
ble of tasting, and they often inspired her with en- 
thusiastic delight. 

At the decline of day she quitted her chamber to 
enjoy the sweet evening hour, but strayed no farther 
than an avenue near the abbey, which fronted the west. 
She read a little, but finding it impossible any longer 
to abstract her attention from the scene around, she 
closed the book and yielded to the sweet complacent 
melancholy which the hour inspired. The air was still ; 
the sun, sinking below the distant hill, spread a purple 
glow over the landscape, and touched the forest glades 
with softer light. A dewy freshness was diffused upon 
the air. As the sun descended, the dusk came silently 
on, and the scene assumed a solemn grandeur. As she 
mused, she recollected and repeated the following 
stanzas 


Night 

Now Ev’nmg fades’ her pensive step retires, 

And Night leads on the dews, and shadowy hours; 
Her awful pomp of planetary fires. 

And all her train of visionary pow'rs. 
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These paint with fleeting shapes the dream of sleep, 

< These swell the waking soul with pleasing dread. 
These through the glooms in forms terrific sweep, 

And rouse the thrilling horrors of the dead! 

Queen of the solemn thought — mysterious night' 
Whose step is darkness, and whose voice is fear' 
Thy shades I welcome with severe delight, 

And hail thy hollow gales, that sigh so drear ' 

When, wrapt in clouds, and riding in the blast, 

Thou roll’st the storm along the sounding shore, 

I love to watch the whelming billows cast 
On rocks below, and listen to the roar 

Thy milder terrors, Night, I frequent woo. 

Thy silent lightnings, and thy meteor’s glare, 

Thy northern fires, bright with ensanguine hue. 

That light in heaven’s high vault the fervid air. 

But chief I love thee, when thy lucid car 

Sheds through the fleecy clouds a trembling gleam, 
And shews the misty mountain from afaT, 

The nearer forest, and the valley’s stream. 

And nameless objects in the vale below, 

That floating dimly to the musing eye. 

Assume, at Fancy’s touch, fantastic shew, 

And raise her sweet romantic visions high. 

Then let me stand amidst thy glooms profound 
On some wild woody steep, and hear the breeae 
That swells in mournful melody around. 

And faintly dies upon the distant trees 

What melancholy charm steals o’er the mind ' 

What hallow’d tears the rising rapture greet ' 

While many a viewless spirit in the wind, 

Sighs to the lonely hour in accents sweet! 
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Ah 1 who the dear illusions pleas’d would yield, 

Which Fancy wakes from silence and from shades, 
For all the sober forms of Truth reveal’d, 

For all the scenes that Day’s bright eye pervades 1 

On her return to the abbey she was joined by Louis, 
who, after some conversation, said, “I am much grieved 
by the scene to which I was witness this morning, and 
have longed for an opportunity of telling you so. My 
mother’s behaviour is too mysterious to be accounted 
for, but it is not difficult to perceive she labours under 
some mistake What I have to request is that whenever 
I can be of service to you, you will command me ” 
Adeline thanked him for this friendly offer, which 
she felt more sensibly than she chose to evpress “1 
am unconscious,” said she, “of any offence that may 
have deserved Madame La Motte’s displeasure, and am 
therefore totally unable to account for it I have re- 
peatedly sought an explanation, which she has as anx- 
iously avoided It is better, therefore, to press the 
subject no farther At the same time, sir, suffer me to 
assure you I have a just sense of jour goodness ” 
Louis sighed, and was silent At length, “I wish you 
would permit me,” resumed he, “to speak with my 
mother upon this subject. I am sure I could convince 
her of her error ” 

"By no means,” replied Adeline, "Madame La 
Motte’s displeasure has given me inexpressible con- 
cern; but to compel her to an explanation would only 
increase this displeasure, instead of removing it. Let 
me beg of you not to attempt it.” 

“I submit to your judgment,” said Louis, “but for 
_°nce it is with reluctance I should esteem myself 
most happy if I could be of service to you ” He spoke 
this with an accent so tender that Adeline for the 
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first time perceived the sentiments of his heart. A 
mind more fraught with \amty than hers would have 
taught her long ago to regard the attentions of Louis 
as the result of something more than well-bred gal- 
lantry She did not appear to notice his last words, 
but remained silent, and involuntarily quickened her 
pace. Louis said no more, but seemed sunk in thought, 
and this silence remained uninterrupted till they en- 
tered the abbey. 


CHAPTER VI 

Near a month elapsed without any remarkable occur- 
rence. The melancholj of La Motte suffered little 
abatement, and the behaviour of Madame to Adeline, 
though somewhat softened, was still far from kind. 
Louis, by numberless little attentions, testified his grow- 
ing affection for Adeline, who continued to treat them 
as passing civilities. 

It happened one stormy night, as they were prepar- 
ing for rest, that thej were alarmed by a trampling of 
horses near the abbey The sound of several voices 
succeeded, and a loud knocking at the great gate of the 
hall soon after confirmed the alarm La Motte had, 
little doubt that the officers of justice had at length 
discovered his retreat, and the perturbation of fear 
almost confounded Ins senses He however ordered 
the lights to be extinguished and a profound silence to 
be observed, unwilling to neglect even the slightest pos- 
sibility of securitv There was a chance, he thought, 
that the persons might suppose the place uninhabited, 
and believe thev had mistaken the object of their search. 
His arders were scarcely obeyed when the knocking 
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was renewed, and with increased violence. La Matte 
now repaired to a small grated window m the portal of 
this gffcte, that he might observe the number and appear- 
ance of the strangers. 

The darkness of the night baffled his purpose. He 
could only perceive a group of men on horseback; but 
listening attentively, he distinguished a part of their 
discourse. Several of the men contended that they had 
mistaken the place, till a person who from his au- 
thoritative voice appeared to be their leader, affirmed 
that the lights had issued from this spot, and he was 
positive there were persons within Having said this, 
he again knocked loudly at the gate, and was answered 
only by hollow echoes La Motte’s heart trembled at 
the sound, and he was unable to ino\ e 

After waiting some time, the strangers seemed as if 
in consultation, but their discourse was conducted m 
such a low tone of voice that La Motte was unable to 
distinguish its purport. They withdrew from the gate 
as if to depart, but he presently thought he heard them 
amongst the trees on the other side of the fabric, aud 
soon became convinced they had not left the abbey A 
few minutes held La Motte in a state of torturing sus- 
pense. He quitted the grate, where Louis now sta- 
tioned himself, for that part of the edifice winch over- 
looked the spot where he supposed them to be waiting 

The storm was now loud, and the hollow blasts which 
rushed among the trees prevented his distinguishing any 
other sound Once in the pauses of the wind he thought 
be heard distinct voices ; but he was not long left to 
conjecture, for the renewed knocking at the gate again 
appalled him; and regardless of the terrors of Madame 
La Motte and Adeline, he ran to try his last chance of 
concealment by means of the trap-door 
- Soon after, the violence of the assailants seeming to 
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increase with every gust of the tempest, the gate, which 
was old and decayed, burst from its hinges, and ad- 
mitted them to the hall. At the moment of their en- 
trance, a scream from Madame La Motte, who stood 
at the door of an adjoining apartment, confirmed the 
suspicions of the principal stranger, who continued to 
advance as fast as the darkness would permit him 

Adeline had fainted, and Madame La Motte was call- < 
mg loudly for assistance, when Peter entered with 
lights, and discovered the hall filled with men, and his 
young mistress senseless upon the floor A chevalier 
now advanced, and soliciting pardon of Madame for 
the rudeness of his conduct, was attempting an apology 
when, perceiving Adeline, he hastened to raise her from 
the ground; but Louis, who now returned, caught her 
in his arms, and desired the stranger not to interfere. 

The person, to whom he spoke this, wore the star 
of one of the first orders in France, and had an air of 
dignity which declared him to be of superior rank. 
He appeared to be about forty, but perhaps the spirit 
and fire of his countenance made the impression of time 
upon his features less perceptible. His softened aspect 
and insinuating manners while, regardless of himself, 
he seemed attenti\e only to the condition of Adeline, 
gradually dissipated the apprehensions of Madame La. 
Motte, and subdued the sudden resentment of Louis. 
Upon Adeline, who was yet insensible, he gazed with 
an eager admiration which seemed to absorb all the 
faculties of his mind She was, indeed, an object not 
to be contemplated with indifference 

Her beauty, touched with the languid delicacy of 
illness, gained from sentiment what it lost in bloom. 
The negligence of her dress, loosened for the purpose 
of freer respiration, discovered those glowing charms 
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which her auburn tresses, that fell in profusion over 
her bosom, shaded, but could not conceal. 

There now entered another stranger, a young cheva- 
lier, who, having spoken hastily to the elder, joined the 
general group that surrounded Adeline. He was of a 
person in which elegance was happily blended with 
strength, and had a countenance animated but not 
haughty, noble, yet expressive of peculiar sweetness. 
What rendered it at present more interesting was the 
compassion he seemed to feel for Adeline, who now re- 
vived and saw him, the fust object that met her eyes, 
bending over her in silent anxiety 

On perceiving him, a blush of quick surprise passed 
over her cheek, for she knew him to be the stranger 
she had seen in the forest Her countenance instantly 
changed to the paleness of terror when she obsemd the 
room crowded with people Louis now supported her 
into another apartment, where the two chevaliers, who 
followed her, again apologized for the alarm thc\ had 
occasioned. The elder, turning to Madame La Motte, 
said, “You are no doubt, madam, ignorant that I am 
Ike proprietor of this abbey ” She started. “Be not 
alarmed, madam, you are safe and welcome This 
ruinous spot has been long abandoned by me and if it 
has afforded you a shelter, I am happy ” Madame La 
Motte expressed her gratitude for this condescension, 
and Louis declared his sense of the politeness of the 
Marquis de Montalt, for that was the name of the 
noble stranger 

“My chief residence,” said the Marquis, "is in a dis- 
tant province, but I have a chateau near the borders 
of the forest, and in returning from an excursion I 
have been benighted and lost my way A light which 
gleamed through the trees attracted me hither, and such 
was the darkness without that I did not know it pro- 
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ceeded from the abbey till I came to the door.” The 
noble deportment of the strangers, the splendour of 
their apparel, and, aboxe all, this speech, dissipated 
every remaining doubt of Madame’s, and she was giving 
orders for refreshments to be set before them, when 
La Motte, who had listened, and was now convinced 
he had nothing to fear, entered the apartment 

He advanced towards the Marquis with a complacent 
air, but as he would haie spoke, the words of welcome 
faltered on his lips, his limbs trembled, and a ghastly 
paleness overspread his countenance The Marquis was 
little less agitated, and in the first moment of surprise, 
put his hand upon his sword, but recollecting himself, 
he withdrew it, and endeavoured to obtain a command 
of features A pause of agonizing silence ensued. La 
Motte made some motion towards the door, but his agi- 
tated frame refused to support him, and he sunk into a 
chair, silent and exhausted The horror of his coun- 
tenance, together with his whole behanour, excited the 
utmost surprise in Madame, whose exes inquired of the 
Marquis more than he thought proper to answer His 
looks increased, instead of explaining the mystery, and 
expressed a mixture ot emotions, wdneh she could not 
analyze. Meanwhile she endeaxoured to soothe and 
revive her husband, but he repressed her efforts, and 
averting his face, coxered it with his hands. 

The Marquis, seeming to recover his presence of 
mind, stepped, to the door of the hall where his people 
were assembled, when La Motte, starting from his seat, 
with a frantic air called on him to return. The Mar- 
quis looked back and stopped, but still hesitating 
whether to proceed. The supplications of Adeline, who 
was now returned, added to those of La Motte, deter- 
mined him, and he sat down. “I request of you, my 
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lord,” said La Matte, “that we may converse for a few 
moments by ourselves." 

“The request is bold, and the indulgence, perhaps, 
dangerous,” said the Marquis; “it is more also than I 
will grant. You can have nothing to say with which 
your family are not acquainted — speak your purpose 
and be brief.” La Motte’s complexion varied to every 
sentence of this speech. “Impossible, my lord,” said 
he; “my lips shall close forever ere they pronounce 
before another human being the words reserved for you 
alone I entreat — I supplicate of you a few moments’ 
private discourse.” As he pronounced these words, 
tears swelled into his eyes, and the Marquis, softened 
by his distress, consented, though with evident emotion 
and reluctance, to his request 

La Motte took a light and led the Marquis to a small 
room in a remote part of the edifice, where they re- 
mained near an hour. Madame, alarmed by the length 
of their absence, went in quest of them. As she drew 
near, a curiosity in such circumstances perhaps not 
unjustifiable, prompted her to listen. La Motte just 
then exclaimed — “The phrenzy of despair — Some 
words followed, delivered in a low tone which she could 
not understand — “I have suffered more than I can ex- 
press,” continued he, “the same image has pursued me 
m my midnight dream, and in my daily wanderings. 
There is no punishment short of death which I would 
not have endured to regain the state of mind with which 
I entered this forest. I again address myself to your 
compassion ” 

A loud gust of wind that burst along the passage 
where Madame La Motte stood, overpowered his voice 
and that of the Marquis, who spoke in reply but she 
soon after distinguished these words, — “Tomorrow, my 
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lord, if you return to these ruins, I will lead you to the 
spot.” 

‘‘That is scarcely necessary, and may be dangerous,” 
said the Marquis. “From you, my lord, I can excuse 
these doubts,” resumed La Motte; “but I will swear 
whatever you shall propose. Yes,” continued he, 
"whatever may be the consequence, I will swear to sub- 
mit to your decree The rising tempest again drowned 
the sound of their voices, and Madame La Motte vainly 
endeavoured to hear those words upon which probably 
hung the explanation of this mysterious conduct They 
now moved towards the door, and she retreated with 
precipitation to the apartment where she had left Ade- 
line with Louis and the young chevalier. 

Hither the Marquis and La Motte soon followed, the 
first haughty and cool, the latter somewhat more com- 
posed than before, though the impression of horror was 
not yet faded from his countenance. The Marquis 
passed on to the hall where his retinue awaited. The 
storm was not yet subsided, but he seemed impatient 
to be gone, and ordered his people to be in readiness. 
La Motte observed a sullen silence, frequently pacing 
the room with hasty steps, and sometimes lost m reverie. 
Meanwhile the Marquis, seating himself by Adeline, di- 
rected to her his whole attention, except when sudden 
fits of absence came over his mind and suspended him 
in silence. At these times the young chevalier ad- 
dressed Adeline, who with diffidence and some agita- 
tion shrunk from the observance of both 

The Marquis had been near two hours at the abbey, 
and the tempest still continuing, Madame La Motte 
offered him a bed. A look from her husband made her 
tremble for the consequence. Her offer was, however, 
politely declined, the Marquis being evidently as impa- 
tient to be gone as his tenant appeared distressed by 
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his presence. He often returned to the hall, .and from 
the gates raised a look of impatience to the clouds. 
Nothing was to be seen through the darkness of night 
— nothing heard but the bowlings of the storm. 

The morning dawned before he departed As he 
was preparing to leave the abbey, La Motte again drew 
him aside and held him for a few moments m close 
conversation His impassioned gestures, which Madame 
La Motte obsen ed from a remote part of the room, 
added to her curiosity a degree of wild apprehension 
derived from the obscurity of the subject Her en- 
deavour to distinguish the corresponding words was 
baffled by the low voice in which they were uttered 
The Marquis and 1ns retinue at length departed, and 
La Motte, having himself fastened the gates, silently 
and dejectedly withdrew to his chamber The moment 
they were alone, Madame seized the opportunity of 
entreating her husband to explain the scene she had 
witnessed “Ask me no questions,” said La Motte 
sternly, “for I will answer none I have already for- 
bidden your speaking to me on this subject ” 

“What subject 5 ” said his wife La Motte seemed 
to recollect himself — “No matter — I was mistaken — 
I thought you had repeated these questions before ” 
“Ah said Madame La Motte, "it is then as I sus- 
pected' your former melancholy and the distress of 
this same night have the same cause ” 

“And why should you either suspect or inquire 5 Am 
I always to be persecuted with conjectures 5 ” 

“Pardon me, I meant not to persecute you; hut my 
anxiety for your welfare will not suffer me to rest 
under this dreadful uncertainty Let me claim the 
privilege of a wife and share the affliction which op- 
/ presses you. Deny me not.” — La Motte interrupted her, 
“Whatever may be the cause of the emotions which 
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you have witnessed, I swear that I will not now reveal 
it A time may come when I shall no longer judge 
concealment necessary, till then be silent, and desist 
from importunity. Above all, forbear to remark to 
anyone what you may ha\e seen uncommon in me. 
Bury your surmise in jour own bosom, as you would 
avoid my curse and my destruction ” The determined 
air with which he spoke this, while his countenance was 
overspread with a livid hue, made his wife shudder, 
and she forbore all reply 

Madame La Motte retired to bed, but not to rest. 
She ruminated on the past occurrence, and her sur- 
prise and curiosity concerning the words and behasiour 
of her husband were but mare strongly stimulated by 
reflection. One truth, however, appeared she could 
not doubt but the mysterious conduct of La Motte 
whuh had for so many months oppressed her with 
anxiety, and the late scene with the Marquis, originated 
from the same cause This belief, which seemed to 
proie how unjustly she had suspected Adeline, brought 
with it a pang of self-accusation She looked forward 
to the morrow, which would lead the Marquis again to 
the abbej', with impatience Weaned nature at length 
resumed her rights and y lclded a short oblivion of 
care 

At a late hour the next da\ the family assembled to 
breakfast. Each individual of the party appeared silent 
and abstracted, but verj T difterent w r as the aspect of 
their features, and still more the complexion of their 
thoughts La Motte seemed agitated bj’ impatient fear, 
yet the sullenness of despair overspread his counte- 
nance. A certain wildness in his eye at times expressed 
the sudden start of horror, and again his features would 
sink into the gloom of despondency. 

Madame La Motte seemed harassed with anxiety; 
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she watched every turn of her husband’s countenance, 
and impatiently awaited the arrival of the Marquis 
Louis was composed and thoughtful. Adeline seetaed 
to feel her full share of uneasiness She had observed 
the behaviour of La Motte the preceding night with 
much surprise, and the happy confidence she had 
hitherto reposed in him was shaken She feared also 
lest the exigency of his circumstances should precipi- 
tate him again into the world, and that he would be 
either unable or unwilling to afford her a shelter be- 
neath his roof 

During breakfast La Motte frequently rose to the 
window, from whence he cast many an anxious look. 
His wife understood too well the cause of his impa- 
tience, and endeavoured to repress her own In these 
intervals, Louis attempted by whispers to obtain some 
information from his father, but La Motte always re- 
turned to the table, where the presence of Adeline pre- 
vented farther discourse 

After breakfast, as he walked upon the lawn, Louis 
would have joined him, but La Motte peremptorily de- 
clared he intended to be alone, and soon after, the 
Marquis having not yet arrived, proceeded to a greater 
distance from the abbey. 

Adeline retired into their usual working room with 
Madame La Motte, who affected an air of cheerfulness, 
and even of kindness Feeling the necessity of offering 
some reason for the striking agitation of La Motte, and 
of preventing the surprise which the unexpected appear- 
ance of the Marquis would occasion Adeline, if she was 
left to connect it with his behaviour of the preceding 
night, she mentioned that the Marquis and La Motte 
had long been known to each other, and that this unex- 
pected meeting after an absence of many years, and 
under circumstances so altered and humiliating on the 
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part of the latter, had occasioned him much painful 
emotion. This had been heightened by a consciousness 
that the Marquis had formerly misinterpreted some 
circumstances in his conduct towards him which had 
caused a suspension of their intimacy. 

This account did not bring conviction to the mind of 
Adeline, for it seemed inadequate to the degree of emo- 
tion which the Marquis and La Motte had mutually be- 
trayed. Her surprise was excited and her curiosity 
awakened by the words, which were meant to delude 
them both. But she forbore to express her thoughts. 

Madame, proceeding with her plan, said the Marquis 
was now expected, and she hoped whatever differences 
remained would be perfectly adjusted. Adeline blushed, 
and endeavouring to reply, her lips faltered. Con- 
scious of this agitation and of the observance of 
Madame La Motte, her confusion increased, and her 
endeavours to suppress served only to heighten it. Still 
she tried to renew the discourse, and still she found it 
impossible to collect her thoughts. Shocked lest 
Madame should apprehend the sentiment which had till 
this moment been concealed almost from herself, her 
colour fled, she fixed her eyes on the ground, and, for 
some time found it difficult to respire Madame La 
Motte inquired if she was ill, when Adeline, glad of 
the excuse, withdrew to the indulgence of her own 
thoughts, which were now wholly engrossed by the ex- 
pectation of seeing again the young chevalier who had 
accompanied the Marquis. 

As she looked from her room, she saw the Marquis 
on horseback, with several attendants, advancing at a 
distance, and she hastened to apprize Madame La Motte 
of his approach. In a short time he arrived at the 
gates, and Madame and Louis went out to receive 
him, La Motte being not yet returned. He entered the 
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hall, followed by the young chevalier, and accosting 
Madame with a sort of stately politeness, inquired for 
La Motte, whom Louis now went to seek. 

The Marquis remained for a few minutes silent, and 
then asked of Madame La Motte how her fair daughter 
did ? Madame understood it was Adeline he meant; 
and having answered his inquiry, and slightly said that 
she was not related to them, Adeline, upon some indica- 
tion of the Marquis's wish, was sent for She entered 
the room with a modest blush and a timid air, which 
seemed to engage all his attention His compliments 
she received with a sweet grace, but when the young 
chevalier approached, the warmth of Ins manner ren- 
dered hers involuntarily more reserved, and she scarcely 
dared to raise her eyes from the ground lest they should 
encounter his 

La Motte now entered and apologized for his ab- 
sence, which the Marquis noticed only by a slight in- 
clination of his head, expressing at the same time by 
his looks both distrust and pride They immediately 
quitted the abbey together, and the Marquis beckoned 
his attendants to follow at a distance La Motte for- 
bade his son to accompany him, but Louis observed he 
took the way into the thickest part of the forest He 
was lost in a chaos of conjecture concerning this affair, 
but curiosity and anxiety for his father induced him to 
follow at some distance 

In the meantime the young stranger, whom the Mar- 
quis addressed by the name of Theodore, remained at 
the abbey with Madame La Motte and Adeline. The 
former, with all her address, could scarcely conceal her 
agitation during this interval She moved involun- 
tarily to the door whenever she heard a footstep, and 
several times she went to the hall door in order to look 
into the forest, but as often returned, checked by dis- 
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appointment. No person appeared Theodore seemed 
to address as much of his attention to Adeline as polite- 
ness would allow him to withdraw from Madame La 
Motte. His manners, so gentle, yet dignified, insen- 
sibly subdued her timidity and banished her reserve. 
Her conversation no longer suffered a painful constraint, 
but gradually disclosed the beauties of her mind, and 
seemed to produce a mutual confidence. A similarity of 
sentiment soon appeared, and Theodore, by the impa- 
tient pleasure which animated his countenance, seemed 
frequently to anticipate the thought oi Adeline 

To them the absence of the Marquis was short, though 
long to Madame La Motte, whose countenance bright- 
ened when she heard the trampling of horses at the 
gate 

The Marquis appeared but for a moment and passed 
on with La Motte to a private room, where they re- 
mained for some time in conference, immediately after 
which he departed Theodore took leave of Adeline, 
who, as well as La Motte and Madame, attended them 
to the gates, with an expression of tender regret, and 
often as he went, looked back upon the abbey, till the 
intervening branches entirely' excluded it from his view. 

The transient glow of pleasure diffused over the 
cheek of Adeline disappeared with the young stranger, 
and she sighed as she turned into the hall The image 
of Theodore pursued her to her chamber, she recol- 
lected with exactness e\ ery particular of his late con- 
versation — lus sentiments so congenial with her own, 
Ins manners so engaging, ins countenance so animated, 
so ingenuous and so noble, in which manly dignity was 
blended with the sweetness of beneiolenee — these and 
every other grace she recollected, and a soft melancholy 
stole upon her. “I shall see him no more,” said she. 
A sigh that followed told her more of her heart than 
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she wished to know. She blushed, and sighed again, 
and then suddenly recollecting herself, she endeavoured 
to divert her thoughts to a different subject La 
Motte’s connection with the Marquis for some time en- 
gaged her attention, but unable to develop the mystery 
that attended it, she sought a refuge from her own re- 
flections in the more pleasing ones to be derived from 
books 

During this time, Louis, shocked and surprised at 
the extreme distress which Ins father had manifested 
upon the first appearance of the Marquis, addressed 
him upon the subject He had no doubt that the Mar- 
quis was intimately concerned m the event which made 
it necessary for La Motte to leave Paris, and he spoke 
his thoughts without disguise, lamenting at the same 
time the unlucky chance which had brought lum to 
seek refuge in a place of all others the least capable 
of affording it— the estate of his enemy La Motte 
did not contradict this opinion of Ins son’s, and joined 
in lamenting the evil fate which had conducted him 
thither. 

The term of Louis’s absence from his regiment was 
now nearly expired, and lie took occasion to express his 
sorrow that he must soon be obliged to leave his father 
in circumstances so dangerous as the present “I should 
leave you, sir, with less pain,” continued he, "was I 
sure I knew the full extent of jour misfortunes At 
present I am left to conjecture evils which perhaps 
do not exist Relieve me, sir, from this state of painful 
uncertainty, and suffer me to prove myself worthy of 
your confidence ” 

“I have already answered you on this subject,” said 
La Motte, “and forbade you to renew it I am now 
obliged to tell you I care not how soon you depart if 
I am to be subjected to these inquiries.” La Motte 
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walked abruptly away and left his son to doubt and 
concern. 

The arrival of the Marquis had dissipated the jealous 
fears of Madame La Motte, and she awoke to a sense of 
her cruelty towards Adeline When she considered her 
orphan state — the uniform affection which had appeared 
in her behaviour — the mildness and patience with which 
she had borne her injurious treatment, she was shocked, 
and took an early opportunity of renewing her former 
kindness But she could not explain this seeming incon- 
sistency of conduct w ithout betraying her late sus- 
picions, which she now blushed to remember, nor could 
she apologize for her former behaviour without giving 
this explanation 

She contented herself, therefore, with expressing m 
her manner the regard which was thus revived Ade- 
line was at first surprised, but she felt too much pleas- 
ure at the change to be scrupulous in inquiring its 
cause. 

But notwithstanding the satisfaction which Adeline 
recent d from the revival of Madame La Motte’s kind- 
ness, her thoughts frequently recurred to the peculiar 
and forlorn circumstances of her condition She could 
not help feeling less confidence than she had formerly 
done in the friendship of Madame La Motte, whose 
character now appeared less amiable than her imagi- 
nation had represented it, and seemed strongly tinc- 
tured with caprice Her thoughts often dwelt upon the 
strange introduction of the Marquis at the abbey, and 
on the mutual emotions and apparent dislike of La 
Motte and himself ; and, under these circumstances it 
equally excited her surprise that La Motte should 
choose, and that the Marquis should permit him, to 
remain in his territory 

Her mind returned the oftener, perhaps, to this sub- 
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that some person had been confined here by order of 
the Marquis, who was said to have died unfairly. This 
was alleged as a reason for the Marquis’s having aban- 
doned the abbey ” 

"All the mere coinage of idleness,” said La Motte; 
“a romantic tale to excite wonder. To see the Marquis 
is alone sufficient to refute this, and if we credit half 
the number of those stories that spring from the same 
source, we prove ourselves little superior to the sim- 
I pletons who invent them Your good sense, Adeline, 
I think will teach you the merit of disbelief ” 

Adeline blushed and was silent, but La Motte’s de- 
fence of the Marquis appeared much warmer and more 
diffuse than was consistent with his own disposition or 
required by the occasion. His former conversation with 
Louis occurred to her, and she was the more surprised 
at what passed at present 

She looked forward to the morrow with a mixture 
of pain and pleasure ; the expectation of seeing again 
the young chevalier occupying her thoughts, and agi- 
tating them with a \arious emotion now she feared lus 
presence, and now she doubted whetbei he would come. 
At length she observed this, and blushed to find how 
much he engaged her attention The morrow arrived 
— the Marquis came — but he came alone , and the sun- 
shine of Adeline’s mind was clouded, though she was 
able to wear her usual air of cheerfulness The Mar- 
quis was polite, affable, and attentive, to manners the 
most easy and elegant was added the last refinement of 
polished life His conversation was hiely, amusing, 
sometimes even witty, and discovered great knowledge 
of the world, or, what is often mistaken for it, an 
acquaintance with the higher circles and with the topics 
of the day 

Here La Motte was also qualified to converse with 
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him, and they entered into a discussion of the char- 
acters and manners of the age with great spirit and 
some humour. Madame La Motte had not seen her 
husband so cheerful since they left Pans, and sometimes 
she could almost fancy she was there. Adeline listened 
till the cheerfulness which she had at first only assumed 
became real The address of the Marquis was so in- 
sinuating and affable that her reserve insensibly gave 
way before it and her natural vivacity resumed its long 
lost empire 

At parting, the Marquis told La Motte he rejoiced at- 
having found so agreeable a neighbour La Motte 
bowed “I shall sometimes visit you,” continued he, 
“and I lament that I cannot at present invite Madame 
La Motte and her fair friend to my chateau, but it is 
undergoing some repairs which make it but an uncom- 
fortable residence ” 

The vivacity of La Motte disappeared with his guest, 
and he soon relapsed into fits of silence and abstrac- 
tion. “The Marquis is a very agreeable man,” said 
Madame La Motte. "Very agreeable,” replied he. 
“And seems to have an excellent heart,” she resumed. 
“An excellent one,” said La Motte 

“You seem discomposed, my dear, what has dis- 
turbed you 

“Not in the least — I was only thinking that with such 
agreeable talents and such an excellent heart, it was a 
pity the Marquis should ” 

“What ? my dear,” said Madame with impatience. 

“That the Marquis should — should suffer this abbey 
to fall into ruins,” replied La Motte 

“Is that all?” said Madame with disappointment. 

“That is all, upon my honour,” said La Motte, and 
left the room. 

Adeline’s spirits, no longer supported by the ani- 
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mated conversation of the Marquis, sunk into languor, 
and when he departed she walked pensively into the 
forest. She followed a little romantic path that wound 
along the margin of the stream and was overhung with 
deep shades The tranquillity of the scene, which 
autumn now touched with her sweetest tints, softened 
her mind to a tender kind of melancholy, and she suf- 
fered a tear which, she knew not wherefore, had stolen 
into her eye, to tremble there unchecked She came to 
a little lonely recess formed by high trees. The wind 
sighed mournfully among the branches, and as it waved 
their lofty heads, scattered their leaves to the ground. 
She seated herself on a bank beneath, and indulged the 
melancholy reflections that pressed on her mind 

“Oh 1 could I dive into futurity and behold the events 
which await me 1 ” said she, "I should perhaps by con- 
stant contemplation be enabled to meet them with forti- 
tude. An orphan in this wide world — thrown upon the 
friendship of strangers for comfort, and upon their 
bounty for the very means of existence, what but evil 
have I to expect' Alas, my father' how could you thus 
abandon your child — how leave her to the storms of 
life — to sink perhaps beneath them ? Alas, I have no 
friend 

She was interrupted by a rustling among the fallen 
leaves; she turned her head, and perceiving the Mar- 
^quis’s young friend, arose to depart. “Pardon this in- 
trusion,” said he, “your voice attracted me hither, and 
your words detained me. My offence, however, brings 
with it its own punishment; having learned your sor- 
rows — how can I help feeling them myself ? Would 
that my sympathy or my suffering could rescue you 
from them '” — He hesitated, — “Would that I could de- 
serve the title of your friend, and be thought worthy of 
it by yourself'” 
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The confusion of Adeline’s thoughts could scarcely 
permit her to reply , she trembled, and gently withdrew 
her hand, which he had taken while he spoke. “You 
have, perhaps, heard, sir, more than is true I am, in- 
deed, not happy, but a moment of dejection has made 
me unjust, and I am less unfortunate than I have rep- 
resented When I said I had no friend, I was ungrate- 
ful to the kindness of Monsieur and Madame La Motte, 
who have been more than friends — have been as parents 
to me ” 

“If so, I honour them,” cried Theodore with warmth; 
“and if I did not feel it to be presumption, I would 
ask why you are unhappy ? — But” — he paused Ade- 
line, raising her ejes, saw hitn gazing upon her with 
intense and eager anxiety, and her looks were again 
fixed upon the ground “I have pained you,” said 
Theodore, “by an improper request Can you forgive 
me, and also when I add that it was an interest in your 
welfare which urged my inquiry 

“Forgiveness, sir, it is unnecessary to ask. I am cer- 
tainly obliged by the compassion you express But the 
evening is cold. If you please, we will walk toward® 
the abbey.” As thej moied on, Theodore was for some 
time silent At length, “It was but lately that I so- 
licited your pardon,” said he, “and I shall now, per- 
haps, have need of it again, but you will do me the 
justice to believe, that I haie a strong and, indeed, a 
pressing reason to inquire how nearly you are related 
to Monsieur La Motte ” 

“We are not at all related,” said Adeline, “but the 
service he has done me I can never repay, and I hope 
my gratitude will teach me never to forget it.” 

"Indeed 1 ” said Theodore, surprised, “and may I ask 
how long you have known him?” 
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"Rather, sir, let me ask why these questions should 
be necessary.” 

“You are just," said he, with an air of self-condem- 
nation ; “my conduct has deserved this reproof, I should 
have been more explicit ” He looked as if his mind was 
labouring with something which he was unwilling to 
express “But you know not how delicately I am cir- 
cumstanced,” continued he, “yet I will aver that my 
questions are prompted by the tenderest interest m 
your happiness — and even by my fears for your safety.” 
Adeline started “I fear you are deceived,” said he, “I 
fear there’s danger near you ” 

Adeline stopped, and looking earnestly at him, 
begged he would explain himself. She suspecttd that 
some mischief threatened La Motte, and Theodore con- 
tinuing silent, she repeated her request “If La Motte 
is concerned in this danger.” said she. “let me entreat 
you to acquaint him with it immediately. He has but 
too many misfortunes to apprehend ” 

“Excellent Adeline cried Theodore, “that heart 
must be adamant that would injure vou How shall 
I hint what I fear is too true, and how forbear to warn 
you of your danger without” — He was interrupted by a 
step among the trees, and presently after saw La Motte 
cross into the path they were in. Adeline felt confused 
at being thus seen with the chevalier, and was hasten- 
ing to join La Motte, but Theodore detained her and 
entreated a moment’s attention “There is now no time 
to explain myself,” said he, “yet what I would say is 
of the utmost consequence to yourself ” 

“Promise, therefore, to meet me in some part of the 
forest at about this time to-morrow evening You will 
then, I hope, be convinced that my conduct is directed 
neither by common circumstances nor common regard ” 
Adeline shuddered at the idea of making an appoint- 
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inent; she hesitated, and at length entreated Theodore 
not to delay till to-morrow an explanation which ap- 
peared to be so important, but to follow La Motte and 
inform him of his danger immediately “It is not with 
La Motte I would speak,” replied Theodore, “I know 
of no danger that threatens him — but he approaches 
Be quick, lovely Adeline, and promise to meet me.” 

“I do promise,” said Adeline, with a faltering voice, 
“I will come to the spot where you found me this eve- 
ning, an hour earlier to-morrow. Saying this, she with- 
drew her trembling hand, which Theodore had pressed 
to his lips in token of acknowledgement, and he imme- 
diately disappeared. 

La Motte now approached Adeline, who, fearing 
that he had seen Theodore, was in some confusion. 
“Whither is Louis gone so fast' 1 ” said La Motte. She 
rejoiced to find his mistake, and suffered him to remain 
in it They walked pensively towards the abbey, where 
Adeline, too much occupied by her own thoughts to bear 
company, retired to her chamber. She ruminated upon 
the words of Theodore, and the more she considered 
them, the more she was perplexed. Sometimes she 
blamed herself for having made an appointment, doubt- 
ing whether he had not solicited it for the purpose of 
pleading a passion , and now delicacy checked this 
thought and made her vexed that she had presumed 
upon having inspired one She recollected the serious 
earnestness of his voice and manner when he entreated 
her to meet him , and as they convinced her of the im- 
portance of the subject, she shuddered at a danger 
which she could not comprehend, looking forward to the 
morrow with anxious impatience 

Sometimes, too, a remembrance of the tender interest 
he had expressed for her welfare, and of his corre- 
spondent look and air, would steal across her memory, 
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awakening a pleasing emotion and a latent hope that 
she was not indifferent to him. From reflections like 
these she was roused by a summons to supper. The 
repast was a melancholy one, it being the last evening 
of Louis’s stay at the abbey. Adeline, who esteemed 
him, regretted his departure, while his eyes were often 
bent on her with a look which seemed to express that 
he was about to leave the object of his affection. She 
endeavoured by her cheerfulness to reanimate the whole 
party, and especially Madame La Alotte, who frequently 
shed tears. “We shall soon meet again,” said Adeline, 
“I trust, in happier circumstances ” La Motte sighed. 
The countenance of Louis brightened at her words, 
“Do you wish it said lie, with peculiar emphasis. 
“Most certainly I do,” she replied “Can you doubt 
my regard for my best friends' 1 ” 

“I cannot doubt any thing that is good of you,” 
said he. 

“You forget you have left Pans,” said La Motte to 
his son, while a faint smile crossed his face, "such a 
compliment would there be in character with the place 
— in these solitary woods it is quite outre.” 

“The language of admiration is not always that of 
compliment, sir,” said Louis. Adeline, willing to change 
the discourse, asked to what part of France he was go- 
ing. He replied that his regiment was now at Peronne, 
and he should go immediately thither. After some men- 
tion of indifferent subjects, the family withdrew for 
the night to their several chambers 

The approaching departure of her son occupied the 
thoughts of Madame La Motte, and she appeared at 
breakfast with eyes swollen with weeping. The pale 
countenance of Louis seemed to indicate that he had 
rested no better than his mother. When breakfast was 
over, Adeline retired for a while, that she might not 
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interrupt by her presence their last conversation. As 
she walked on the lawn before the abbey she returned 
in thought to the occurrence of yesterday evenmg, and 
her impatience for the appointed interview increased. 
She was soon joined by Louis “It was unkind of you 
to leave us,” said he, “in the last moments of my stay 
Could I hope that you would sometimes remember me 
when I am far away, I should depart with less sorrow ” 
He then expressed his concern at leaving her, and 
though he had hitherto armed himself with a resolution 
to forbear a direct avowal of an attachment which must 
be fruitless, his heart now yielded to the force of pas- 
sion, and he told what Adeline every moment feared 
to hear. 

“This declaration,” said Adeline, endeavouring to 
overcome the agitation it excited, “gives me inexpres- 
sible concern ” 

“O, saj not so'” interrupted Louis, “but give me 
some slender hope to support me in the miseries of 
absence Say that you do not hate me — Say ” 

“That I do most readily say,” replied Adeline, m a 
tremulous voice, "if it will give you pleasure to be as- 
sured of my esteem and friendship — receive this assur- 
ance, as the son of my best benefactors, you are 
entitled to ” 

“Name not benefits,” said Louis; “your merits outrun 
them all. And suffer me to hope for a sentiment less 
cool than that of friendship, as well as to believe 
that I do not owe your approbation of me to the actions 
of others. I have long borne my passion in silence be- 
cause I foresaw the difficulties that would attend it; 
nay, I have even dared to endeavour to overcome it. 
I have dared to believe it possible, forgive the suppo- 
sition, that I could forget you — and ” 

“You distress me,” interrupted Adeline; “this is a 
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conversation which I ought not to hear. I am above 
disguise, and therefore assure you that though your 
virtues will always command my esteem, you have noth- 
ing to hope from my love. Were it even otherwise, 
our circumstances would effectually decide for us. If 
you are really my friend, you will rejoice that I am 
spared this struggle between affection and prudence. 
Let me hope also that time will teach you to reduce 
love within the limits of friendship ” 

“Never,” cried Louis vehemently "Were this pos- 
sible, my passion would be unworthy of its object.” 
While he spoke, Adeline’s favourite fawn came bound- 
ing towards her This circumstance affected Louis even 
to tears. “This little animal,” said he, after a short 
pause, "first conducted me to you. It was witness to 
that happy moment when I first saw you, surrounded 
by attractions too powerful for my heart; that moment 
is now fresh in my memory, and the creature comes 
even to witness this sad one of my departure.” Grief 
interrupted his utterance. 

When he recovered his voice, he said, "Adeline * 
when you look upon your little favourite and caress it, 
remember the unhappy Louis, who will then be far — 
far from you. Do not deny me the poor consolation of 
believing this 

"I shall not require such a monitor to remind me of 
you,” said Adeline with a smile, "your excellent parents 
and your own merits have sufficient claim upon my re- 
membrance. Could I see jour natural good sense re- 
sume its influence over passion, my satisfaction would 
equal my esteem for you.” 

“Do not hope it,” said Louis, "nor will I wish it — for 
passion here is virtue.” As he spoke he saw La Motte 
J;urn round an angle of the abbev. “The moments are 
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precious," said he, "I am interrupted. 0 1 Adeline, 
farewell 1 and say that you will sometimes think of me " 

"Farewell,” said Adeline, who was affected by his 
distsess — “farewell* and peace attend you I will think 
of you with the affection of a sister ” — He sighed deeply 
and pressed her hands , when La Motte, winding round 
another projection of the ruin, again appeared. Ade- 
line left them together and withdrew to her chamber, 
oppressed by the scene. Louis’s passion and her esteem 
were too sincere not to inspire her with a strong degree 
of pity for his unhappy attachment She remained in 
her chamber till he had quitted the abbey, unwilling to 
subject him or herself to the pain of a formal parting. 

As evening and the hour of appointment drew nigh, 
Adeline’s impatience increased, yet when the time ar- 
rived, her resolution failed, and she faltered from her 
purpose There was something of indelicacy and dis- 
simulation in an appointed interview on her part that 
shocked her. She recollected the tenderness of Theo- 
dore’s manner, and several little circumstances which- 
seemed to indicate that his heart was not unconcerned 
m the event Again she was inclined to doubt whether 
he had not obtained her consent to this meeting upon 
some groundless suspicion, and she almost determined 
not to go Yet it was possible Theodore’s assertion 
might be sincere and her danger real The chance of 
this made her delicate scruples appear ridiculous; she 
wondered that she had for a moment suffered them to 
weigh against so serious an interest, and, blaming her- 
self for the delay they had occasioned, hastened to the 
place of appointment 

The little path which led to this spot was silent 
and solitary, and when she reached the recess Theodore 
had not arrived. A transient pride made her unwilling 
he should find that she was more punctual to his ap- 
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pointment than himself, and she turned from the recess 
.nto a track which wound among the trees to the right. 
Having walked some way without seeing any person 
or hearing a footstep, she returned, but he was not 
come, and she again left the place A second time she 
came back, and Theodore was still absent Recollecting 
the time at which she had quitted the abbey, she grew 
uneasy, and calculated that the hour appointed was now 
much exceeded. She was offended and perplexed, but 
she seated herself on the turf and was resolved to wait 
the event After remaining here till the fall of twi- 
light in fruitless expectation, her pride became more 
alarmed She feared that he had discovered something 
of the partiality he had inspired, and believing that he 
now treated her with purposed neglect, she quitted the 
place with disgust and self-accusation 

When these emotions subsided and reason resumed 
its influence, she blushed for what she termed this child- 
ish effervescence of self-lore She recollected as if for 
the first time these words of Theodore "I fear you are 
deceived, and that some danger is near you ” Her 
judgment now acquitted the offender, and she saw only 
the friend. The import of these words, whose truth 
she no longer doubted, again alarmed her. Why did he 
trouble himself to come from the chateau oil purpose 
to hint her danger, if he did not wish to preserve her? 
And if he wished to preserve her, what but necessity 
could have withheld him from the appointment ? 

These reflections decided her at once She resolved 
to repair on the following day at the same hour to the 
recess, whither the interest which she believed him to 
•■ake in her fate would no doubt conduct him m the hope 
if meeting her That some evil hovered over her she 
could not disbelieve, but what it might be she was un- 
able to guess. Monsieur and Madame La Motte were 
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her friends, and who else, removed as she now thought 
herself beyond the reach of her father, could injure 
her ? But why did Theodore say she was deceived? 
She found it impossible to extricate herself from the 
labyrinth of conjecture, but endeavoured to command 
her anxiety till the following evening In the mean 
time she engaged herself in efforts to amuse Madame 
La Motte, who required some relief after the departure 
of her son. 

Thus oppressed by her own cares and interested 
by those of Madame La Motte. Adeline retired to rest. 
She soon lost her recollection, but it was only to fall 
into harassed slumbers, such as but too often haunt the 
couch of the unhappy. At length her perturbed fancy 
suggested the following dream. 

She thought she was in a large old chamber belonging 
to the abbey, more ancient and desolate, though in part 
furnished, than any she had j’et seen. It was strongly 
barricadoed, yet no person appeared. While she stood 
musing and surveying the apartment, she heard a low 
voice call her, and looking towards the place whence 
it came, she perceived by the dim light of a lamp a 
figure stretched on a bed that lav on the floor. The 
voice called again, and approaching the bed, she dis- 
tinctly saw the features of a man who appeared to be 
dying A ghastly paleness overspread his countenance, 
yet there was an expression of mildness and dignity in 
it which strongly interested her. 

While she looked on him. Ins features changed and 
seemed convulsed in the agonies of death The spec- 
tacle shocked her and she started back, but he sud- 
denly stretched forth Ins hand, and seizing hers, grasped 
it with violence She struggled in terror to disengage 
herself, and again looking on his face, saw a man who 
appeared to be about thirty, with the same features, 
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bat in full health and of a most benign countenance, 
He smiled tenderly upon her and moved his’ lips as if 
to speak, when the floor of the chamber suddenly 
opened and he sunk from her view. The effort she 
made to save herself from following awoke her. — 
This dream had so strongly impressed her fancy that 
it was some time before she could overcome the terror 
it occasioned, or even be perfectly convinced she was 
in her own apartment At length, however, she com- 
posed herself to sleep , again she fell into a dream. 

She thought she was bewildered m some winding 
passages of the abbey, that it was almost dark and that 
she wandered about a considerable time without being 
able to find a door. Suddenly she heard a bell toll from 
above, and soon after a confusion of distant voices. 
She redoubled her efforts to extricate herself Pres- 
ently all was still, and at length, weaned with the 
search, she sat down on a step that crossed the passage. 
She had not been long here when she saw a light glim- 
mer at a distance on the walls, but a turn m the pas- 
sage, which was very long, prevented her seeing from 
what it proceeded It continued to glimmer faintly 
for some time *.nd then grew stronger, when she saw a 
man enter the passage habited in a long black cloak, 
like those usually worn by attendants at funerals, and 
bearing a torch He called to her to follow him, and 
led her through a long passage to the foot of a stair- 
case. Here she feared to proceed, and was running 
back, when the man suddenly turned to pursue her, and 
with the terror which this occasioned she awoke 

Shocked by these visions, and more so by tlieiT seem- 
ing connection, which now struck her, she endeavoured 
to continue awake, lest their terrific images should again 
baunt her mind. After some time, however, her 
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harassed spirits again sunk into slumber, though not to 
repose. 

She now thought herself in a large old gallery, and 
saw at one end of it a chamber door standing a little 
open, and a light within She went towards it, and per- 
ceived the man she had before seen, standing at the 
door and beckoning her towards him With the incon- 
sistency so common in dreams, she no longer endeav- 
oured to avoid him, but advancing, followed him into a 
suite of very ancient apartments hung with black and 
lighted up as if for a funeral Still he led her on, till 
she found herself in the same chamber she remembered 
to have seen in her former dream A coffin covered with 
a pall stood at the farther end of the room; some lights 
and several persons surrounded it, who appeared to be 
m great distress 

Suddenly she thought these persons were all gone, 
and that she was left alone, that she went up to the 
coffin, and while she gazed upon it. she heard a voice 
speak as if from within, but saw nobody The man 
she had before seen soon after stood bj the coffin, and 
lifting the pall, she saw beneath it a dead person, whom 
she thought to be the dvmg chevalier she had seen in 
her former dream His features were sunk in death, 
but they were yet serene While she looked at him, a 
stream of blood gushed from his side, and descending 
to the floor, the whole chamber was overflowed, at the 
same time some words were uttered in the voice she 
heard before, but the horror of the scene so entirely 
overcame her that she started and awoke 

When she had recovered her recollection, she raised 
herself in the bed, to be convinced it was a dream she 
had witnessed, and the agitation of her spirits was so 
great that she feared to be alone, and almost deter- 
mined to call Annette. The features of the deceased 
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person, and the chamber where he lay, were strongly 
impressed upon her memory, and she still thought she 
heard the voice and saw the countenance which her 
dream represented The longer she considered these 
dreams, the more she was surprised, they were so very 
terrible, returned so often, and seemed to be so con- 
nected with each other, that she could scarcely think 
them accidental, yet why they should be supernatural 
she could not tell. She slept no more that night. 


CHAPTER VIII 

When Adeline appeared at breakfast, her harassed and 
languid countenance struck Madame I.a Motte, who 
inquired if she was ill. Adeline, forcing a smile upon 
her features, said she had not rested well, for that 
she had had very disturbed dreams She was about 
to describe them, but a strong and involuntary impulse 
prevented her At the same time La Motte ridiculed 
her concern so unmercifully that she was almost 
ashamed to have mentioned it, and tried to overcome 
the remembrance of its cause 

After breakfast she endeavoured to employ her 
thoughts by conversing with Madame La Motte, but 
they were really engaged by the incidents of the last 
two days, the circumstance of her dreams, and her con- 
jectures concerning the information to be communi- 
cated to her by Theodore They had thus sat for some 
time when a sound of voices arose from the great gate 
of the abbey, and on going to the casement, Adeline 
saw the Marquis and his attendants on the lawn below. 
The portal of the abbey concealed several people from 
her view, and among these it was possible might be 
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Theodore, who had not yet appeared. She continued to 
look for him with great anxiety, till the Marquis entered 
the hall with La Motfe and some other persons, soon 
after which Madame went to receive him, and Adeline 
retired to her own apartment. 

A message from La Motte, however, soon called her 
to join the party, where she vainly hoped to find Theo- 
dore. The Marquis arose as she approached, and 
having paid her some general compliments, the conversa- 
tion took a very lively turn Adeline, finding it impos- 
sible to counterfeit cheerfulness while her heart was 
sinking with anxiety and disappointment, took little part 
in it Theodore was not once named. She would have 
asked concerning him, had it been possible to inquire 
with propriety, but she was obliged to content herself 
with hoping, first, that he would arrive before dinner, 
and then before the departure of the Marquis 

Thus the day passed m expectation and disappoint- 
ment. The evening was now approaching, and she was 
condemned to remain in the presence of the Marquis, 
apparently listening to a conversation which in truth 
she scarcely heard, while the opportunity was perhaps 
escaping that would decide her fate She was suddenly 
relieved from this state of torture, and thrown into one 
if possible still more distressing. 

The Marquis inquired for Louis, and being informed 
of his departure, mentioned that Theodore Peyrou had 
that morning set out for his regiment in a distant prov- 
ince. He lamented the loss he should sustain by his 
absence, and expressed some very flattering praise of 
lus talents. The shock of this intelligence overpowered 
the long-agitated spirits of Adeline; the blood forsook 
her cheeks and a sudden faintness came over her, from 
which she recovered only to a consciousness of having 
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discovered her emotion, and the danger of relapsing into 
a second fit. 

She retired to her chamber, where, being once more 
alone, her oppressed heart found relief from tears, in 
which she freely indulged. Ideas crowded so fast upon 
her mind that it was long ere she could arrange them so 
as to produce anything like reasoning She endeavoured 
to account for the abrupt departure of Theodore. "Is 
it possible,” said she, “that he should take an interest 
in my welfare and yet leave me exposed to the full 
force of a danger which he himself foresaw ? Or am I 
to believe that he has trifled with my simplicity for 
an idle frolic, and has now left me to the wondering 
apprehension he has raised ? Impossible 1 a counte- 
nance so noble and a manner so amiable could never 
disguise a heart capable of forming so despicable a 
design. No 1 — whatever is reserved for me, let me not 
relinquish the pleasure of believing that he is worthy 
of my esteem.” 

She was awakened from thoughts like these by a 
peal of distant thunder, and now perceived that the 
gloominess of evening was deepened by the coming 
storm, it rolled onward, and soon after the lightning be- 
gan to flash along the chamber Adeline was superior 
to the affectation of fear, and was not apt to be terri- 
fied, but she now felt it unpleasant to be alone, and 
hoping that the Marquis might have left the abbey, she 
went down to the sitting-room But the threatening as- 
pect of the heavens had hitherto detained him, and now 
the evening tempest made him rejoice that he had not 
quitted a shelter The storm continued, and night came 
on La Motte pressed his guest to take a bed at the 
abbey, and he at length consented, a circumstance which 
threw Madame La Motte into some perplexity as to the 
accommodation to be afforded him. After some time 
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she arranged the affair to her satisfaction, resigning her 
own apartment to the Marquis, and that of Louis to 
two of his superior attendants; Adeline, it was farther 
settled, should give up her room to Monsieur and 
Madame La Motte, and remove to an inner chamber, 
where a small bed, usually occupied by Annette, was 
placed for her. 

\t supper, the Marquis was less gay than usual, he 
frequently addressed Adeline, and his look and manner 
seemed to express the tender interest, which her indis- 
position, for she still appeared pale and languid, had 
excited. Adeline, as usual, made an effort to forget 
her anxiety and appear happy, but the veil of assumed 
cheerfulness was too thin to conceal the features of 
sorrow, and her feeble smiles only added a peculiar soft- 
ness to her air The Marquis conversed with her on a 
variety of subjects, and displayed an elegant mind. 
The observations of Adeline, which when called upon 
she gave with reluctant modesty, in words at once sim- 
ple and forceful, seemed to excite Ins admiration, 
which he sometimes betrayed by an inadvertent ex- 
pression 

Adeline rt tired early to her room, which adjoined 
on one side to Madame La Motte’s, and on the other 
to the closet formerly mentioned It was spacious and 
lofty, and what little furniture it contained was falling' 
to decay, but perhaps the present tone of her spirits 
might contribute more than these circumstances to give 
that air of melancholy which seemed to reign in it. 
She was unwilling to go to bed, lest the dreams that 
had lately pursued her should return, and determined 
to sit up till she found herself oppressed by sleep, 
when it was probable her rest would be profound. She 
placed the light on a small table, and taking a book, 
continued to rtad for above an hour, till her mind re- 
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fused any longer to abstract itself from its own cares, 
and she sat for some time leaning pensively on her 
arm. 

The wind was high, and as it whistled through the 
desolate apartment and shook the feeble doors, she often 
started, and sometimes even thought she heard sighs be- 
tween the pauses of the gust, but she checked these 
illusions, which the hour of the night and her own mel- 
ancholy imagination conspired to raise As she sat mus- 
ing, her eyes fixed on the opposite wall, she perceived 
the arras with which the room was hung wave back- 
wards and forwards , she continued to observe it for 
some minutes, and then rose to examine it farther. It 
was moved by the wind and she blushed at the mo- 
mentary fear it had excited, but she observed that the 
tapestry was more strongly agitated in one particular 
place than elsewhere, and a noise that seemed something 
more than that of the wind issued thence The old 
bedstead which La Motte had found in this apartment 
had been removed to accommodate Adeline, and it was 
behind the place where this had stood that the wind 
seemed to rush with particular force Curiosity 
prompted her to examine still farther, she felt about 
the tapestry, and perceiving the wall behind shake under 
her hand, she lifted the arras and discovered a small 
door, whose loosened hinges admitted the wind and 
occasioned the noise she had beard 

The door was held only by a bolt, having undrawn 
which and brought the light, she descended by a few 
steps into another chamber. She instantly remembered 
her dreams. The chamber was not much like that in 
which she had seen the dying chevalier, and afterwards 
the bier; but it gave her a confused remembrance of one 
through which she had passed Holding up the light 
to examine it more fully, she was convinced by its struc- 



THE ROMANCE OF THE FOREST 38? 

ture that it was part of the ancient foundation. A shat- 
tered casement, placed high from the floor, seemed to 
be the only opening to admit light. She observed a door 
on the opposite side of the apartment, and after some 
moments of hesitation gained courage and determined 
to pursue the inquiry. “A mystery seems to hang over 
these chambers,” said she, “which it is perhaps my lot 
to develop, I will at least see to what that door leads.” 

She stepped forward, and hating unclosed it, pro- 
ceeded with faltering steps along a suite of apartments 
resembling the first in style and condition, and ter- 
minating in one exactly like that where her dream had 
represented the dying person. The remembrance struck 
so forcibly upon her imagination that she was in danger 
of fainting, and looking round the room, almost expected 
to see the phantom of her dream 

Unable to quit the place, she sat down on some old 
lumber to recover herself, while her spirits were nearly 
overcome by a superstitious dread such as she had never 
felt before She wondered to what part of the abbey 
these chambers belonged, and that they had so long 
escaped detection The casements were all too high to 
afford any information from without When she was 
sufficiently composed to consider the direction of the 
rooms and the situation of the abbey, there appeared not 
a doubt that they formed an interior part of the origi- 
nal building. 

As these reflections passed over her mind, a sudden 
gleam of moonlight fell upon some object without the 
casement. Being now sufficiently composed to wish to 
pursue the inquiry, and believing this object might af- 
ford her some means of learning the situation of these 
rooms, she combated her remaining terrors, and in order 
to distinguish it more clearly, removed the light to an 
outer chamber; but before she could return, a heavy 
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cloud was driven over the face of the moon, and all 
without was perfectly dark. She stood for some mo- 
ments waiting a returning gleam, but the obscurity con- 
tinued. As she went softly back for the light, her foot 
stumbled over something on the floor, and while she 
stooped to examine it the moon again shone, so that she 
could distinguish through the casement the eastern tow- 
ers of the abbey. This discovery confirmed her former 
conjectures concerning the interior situation of these 
apartments The obscurity of the place prevented her 
discovering what it was that had impeded he r steps, but 
having brought the light forward, she percened on the 
floor an old dagger. With a trembling hand she took 
it up, and upon a closer view perceived that it was 
spotted and stained with rust. 

Shocked and surprised, she looked round the room 
for some object that might confirm or destroy the dread- 
ful suspicion which now rushed upon her mind, but 
she saw only a great chair with broken arms that stood 
m one corner of the room, and a table m a condition 
equally shattered, except that in another part lay a con- 
fused heap of things, which appeared to be old lumber. 
She went up to it and percened a broken bedstead with 
some decayed remnants of furniture, covered with dust 
and cobwebs, and which seemed, indeed, as if they had 
not been moved for many years Desirous, however, of 
examining farther, she attempted to Taise what appeared 
to have been part of the bedstead, but it slipped from 
her hand and, rolling to the floor, brought with it some 
of the remaining lumber Adeline started aside and 
saved herself, and when the noise it made had ceased, 
she heard a small rustling sound, and as she was about 
to leave the chamber saw something falling gently 
among the lumber 

It was a small roll of paper tied with a string and 
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covered with dust. Adeline took it up, and on opening- 
it perceived an hand-writing She attempted to read 
it, but the part of the manuscript she looked at was so 
much obliterated that she found this difficult, though 
what few words were legible impressed her with curi- 
osity and terror, and induced her to return with it imme- 
diately to her chamber 

Having reached her own room, she fastened the pri- 
vate door and let the arras fall o\er it as before It was 
now midnight. The stillness of the hour, interrupted 
only at mteri uls by the hollow sighings of the blast, 
heightened the solemnity of Adeline’s feelings. She 
wished she was not alone, and before she proceeded to 
look into the manuscript, listened whether Madame La 
Motte was jet in her chamber Not the least sound was 
heard, and she gently opened the door The profound 
silence within almost cominccd her that no person was 
there, but willing to be farther satisfied, she brought 
the light and found the room empty The lateness of 
the hour made her wonder that Madame La Motte was 
not in her chamber, and she proceeded to the top of 
the tower stairs to hearken it anv person was stirring. 

She heard the sound of pilots from below, and, 
amongst the rest that of La Motte speaking in his 
usual tone Being now satisfied that all was well, she 
turned towards her room, when she heard the Marquis 
pronounce her name with cerv unusual emphasis. She 
paused “I adore htr,” pursued lie, “and by heaven’’ — 
He was interrupted by La Motte “Mv lord, remember 
your promise " 

“I do,” replied the MaTquis. “and I will abide by it. 
But we trifle To-morrow I \\ ill declare myself, and I 
shall then know both what to hope and how to act ” 
Adeline trembled so excessneh that she could scarcely 
support herself She wished to return to her chamber; 
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yet she was too much interested in the words she had 
heard not to be anxious to have them more fully ex- 
plained. There was an interval of silence, after which 
they conversed in a lower tone Adeline remembered 
the hints of Theodore, and determined if possible to be 
relieved from the terrible suspense she now suffered. 
She stole softly down a few steps that she might catch 
the accents of the speakers, but they were so low that 
she could only now and then distinguish a few words 
“Her father, say you ? ” said the Marquis “Yes, my 
lord, her father I am well informed of what I say ” 
Adeline shuddered at the mention of her father, a new 
terror seized her, and with increasing eagerness she 
endeavoured to distinguish their words, but lor some 
time found this to be impossible. “Here is no tune to be 
lost,” said the Marquis, “to-morrow then ” — She heard 
La Motte rise, and believing it was to leave the room, 
she hurried up the steps, and having reached her cham- 
ber, sunk almost lifeless in a chair 

It was her father only of whom she thought She 
doubted not that he had pursued and discovered her 
retreat, and though this conduct appeared very incon- 
sistent with his former behaviour in abandoning her to 
strangers, her fears suggested that it would terminate 
in some new cruelty She did not hesitate to pronounce 
this the danger of which Theodore had warned her, but 
it was impossible to surmise how lie had gained lus 
knowledge of it, or how lie had become sufficiently ac- 
quainted with her story, except through La Motte, her 
apparent friend and protector, whom she was thus, 
though unwillingly, led to suspect of treachery. Why, 
indeed, should La Motte conceal from her only his 
knowledge of her father’s intention, unless he designed 
to deliver her into his hands' 1 Yet it was long ere she 
could bring herself to believe this conclusion possible. 
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To discover depravity in those whom we have loved is 
one of the most exquisite tortures to a virtuous mind, 
and the conviction is often rejected before it is finally 
admitted. 

The words of Theodore, which told her he was fear- 
ful she was deceived, confirmed this most painful ap> 
prehension of La Motte, with another yet more dis- 
tressing, that Madame La Motte was also united against 
her This thought for a moment subdued terror and 
left her only grief, she wept bitterly. “Is this human 
nature cried she. “Am I doomed to find everybody 
deceitful An unexpected discovery of vice in those 
whom we ha\e admired inclines us to extend our censure 
of the indii idual to the species, we henceforth contemn 
appearances and too hastily conclude that no person 
is to be trusted. 

Adeline determined to throw herself at the feet of 
La Motte on the following morning, and implore his 
pity and protection Her mind was now too much 
agitated by her own interests to permit her to examine 
the manuscripts, and she sat musing in her chair till 
she heard the steps of Madame La Motte when she 
retired to bed. La Motte soon after came up to his 
chamber, and Adeline, the mild, persecuted Adeline, 
who had now passed two days of torturing anxiety and 
one night of terrific visions, endeavoured to compose 
her mind to sleep. In the prestnt state of her spirits, 
she quickly caught alarm, and she had scarcely fallen 
into a slumber when she was roused by a loud and un- 
common noise. She listened, and thought the sound 
came from the apartments below, but in a few min- 
utes there was a hasty knocking at the door of La 
Motte’s chamber. 

La Motte, who had just fallen asleep, was not easily 
to be roused, but the knocking increased with such vio- 
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lence that Adeline, extremely terrified, arcwe and went 
to the door that opened from her chamber into his, 
with a design to call him. She was stopped by the 
voice of the Marquis, which she now clearly dis- 
tinguished at the door. He called to La Motte to rise 
immediately, and Madame La Motte endeavoured at 
the same time to rouse her husband, who, at length, 
awoke m much alarm, and soon after joining the Mar- 
quis, they went down stairs together. Adeline now 
dressed herself as well as her trembling hands would 
permit, and went into the adjoining chamber, where 
she found Madame La Motte extremely surprised and 
terrified 

The Marquis in the mean time told La Motte with 
great agitation that he recollected having appointed 
some persons to meet him upon business of importance 
early m the morning, and it was therefore necessary for 
him to set off for his chateau immediately. As he said 
this, and desired that his servants might be called. La 
Motte could not help observing the ashy paleness of 
his countenance, or expressing some apprehension that 
his lordship was ill. The Marquis assured him he was 
perfectly well, but desired that he might set out imme- 
diately. Peter was now ordered to call the other serv- 
ants, and the Marquis, having refused to take any re- 
freshment, bade La Motte a hasty adieu, and as soon as 
his people were ready left the abbey. 

La Motte returned to his chamber musing on the 
abrupt departure of his guest, whose emotion appeared 
much too strong to proceed from the cause assigned 
He appeased the anxiety of Madame La Motte, and 
at the same time excited her surprise by acquainting 
her with the occasion of the late disturbance Adeline, 
who had retired from the chamber on the approach of 
La Motte, looked out from her window on bearing the 
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trampling of horses. It was the Marquis and his peo- 
ple, who just then passed at a little distance. Unable 
to distinguish who the persons were, she was alarmed 
at observing such a party about the abbey at that hour, 
and calling to inform La Motte of the circumstance, 
was made acquainted with what had passed. 

At length she retired to her bed, and her slumbers 
were this night undisturbed by dreams 

When she arose m the morning, she observed La 
Motte walking alone in the avenue below, and she 
hastened to seize the opportunity which now offered 
of pleading her cause She approached him with fal- 
tering steps, while the paleness and timidity of her 
countenance discovered the disorder of her mind Her 
first words, without entering upon any explanation, im- 
plored his compassion. La Motte stopped, and looking 
earnestly in her face, inquired whether any part of his 
conduct towards her merited the suspicion which her 
request implied Adeline for a moment blushed that she 
had doubted las integrity, but the words she had over- 
heard returned to her memory. 

“Your behaviour, sir,” said she, “I acknowledge to 
have been kind and generous beyond what I had a 
right to expect, but” — and she paused. She knew not 
how to mention what she blushed to believe La Motte 
continued to gaze on her in silent expectation, and at 
length desired her to proceed and explain her meaning. 
She entreated that he would protect her from her father. 
La Motte looked surprised and confused “Your 
father!” said lit “Yes, sir,” replied Adeline, “I am 
not ignorant that he has discovered my retreat I have 
everything to dread from a parent who has treated 
me with such cruelty as you was witness of ; and I again 
implore that you will save me from his hands ” 

La Motte stood fixed in thought, and Adeline con- 
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turned her endeavours to interest his pity. "What rea- 
son have you to suppose, or, rather, how have you 
learned, that your father pursues you?” The question 
confused Adeline, who blushed to acknowledge that she 
had overheard his discourse, and disdained to invent or 
utter a falsity. At length she confessed the truth. The 
countenance of La Motte instantly changed to a savage 
fierceness, and sharply rebuking her for a conduct to 
which she had been rather tempted by chance than 
prompted by design, he inquired what she had over- 
heard that could so much alarm her. She faithfully 
repeated the substance of the incoherent sentences that 
had met her ear. While she spoke he regarded her 
with a fixed attention “And was this all you heard * 
Is it from these few words that you draw such a posi- 
tive conclusion' 1 Examine them, and you will find they 
do not justify it ” 

She now perceived, what the fervor of her fears had 
not permitted her to observe before, that the words, un- 
connectedly as she heard them, imported little, and 
that her imagination had filled up the void in the 
sentences so as to suggest the evil apprehended Not- 
withstanding this, her fears were little abated “Your 
apprehensions are doubtless now removed,” resumed La 
Motte ; “but to give you a proof of the sincerity which 
you have ventured to question, I will tell you they were 
just. You seem alarmed, and with reason Your father 
has discovered your residence, and has already de- 
manded you. It is true that from a motive of compas- 
sion I have refused to resign you, but I have neither 
authority to withhold nor means to defend you When 
he comes to enforce his demand you will perceive this. 
Prepare yourself, therefore, for the evil which you see 
is inevitable.” 

Adeline for some time could speak only by her tears 
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At length, with a fortitude which despair had roused, 
she said, "I resign myself to the will of heaven 1 ” La 
Motte gazed on her in silence, and a strong emotion 
appeared in his countenance He forbore, however, to 
renew the discourse, and withdrew to the abbey, leaving 
Adeline in the avenue absorbed in grief. 

A summons to breakfast hastened her to the parlour, 
where she passed the morning in conversation with 
Madame La Motte, to whom she told all her apprehen- 
sions and expressed all her sorrow Pity and super- 
ficial consolation was all that Madame La Motte could 
offer, though apparently much affected by Adeline’s dis- 
course. Thus the hours passed heav lly away, while the 
anxiety of Adeline continued to increase and the mo- 
ment of her fate seemed fast approaching Dinner 
was scarcely oxer when Adeline was surprised to see 
the Marquis arrne He entered the room with his 
usual ease, and apologizing for the disturbance he had 
occasioned on the preceding night, repeated what he had 
before told La Motte 

The remembrance of the conversation she had over- 
heard at first gave Adeline some confusion, and with- 
drew her mind from a sense of the evils to be appre- 
hended from her father The Marquis, who was as 
usual attentn e to Adeline, seemed affected by her ap- 
parent indisposition, and expressed much concern for 
that dejection of spirits which, notwithstanding every 
effort, her manner betrayed When Madame La Motte 
withdrew, Adeline would have followed her, but the 
Marquis entreated a few moments’ attention and led her 
back to her seat La Motte immediately disappeared. 

Adeline knew too well what would be the purport of 
the Marquis’s discourse, and his words soon increased 
the confusion which her fears had occasioned. While 
he was declaring the ardour of his passion m such terms 
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as but too often make vehemence pass for sincerity,, 
Adeline, to whom this declaration, if honourable, was 
distressing, and if dishonourable, was shocking, inter- 
rupted him and thanked him for the offer of a distinc- 
tion, which, with a modest but determined air she said 
she must refuse. She rose to withdraw. “Stay, too 
lovely Adeline said he, “and if compassion for my 
sufferings will not interest you m my favour, allow a 
consideration of your own dangers to do so -Monsieur 
La Motte has informed me ot your misfortunes, and 
of the evil that now threatens you, accept from me the 
protection which he cannot afford " 

Adeline continued to move towards the door, when 
the Marquis threw himself at her feet, and seizing her 
hand, impressed it with kisses. She struggled to dis- 
engage herself. “Hear me, charming Adeline 1 hear 
me,” cried the Marquis, “I exist bat for you Listen 
to my entreaties and my fortune shall be yours Do 
not drive me to despair by ill-judged rigour, or be- 
cause ” 

“My lord,” interrupted Adeline, with an air of in- 
effable dignity, and still affecting to believe his proposal 
honourable, “I am sensible of the generosity- of your 
conduct, and also flattered by the distinction you offi r 
me. I will therefore say something more than is neces- 
sary to a bare expression of the denial which I must 
continue to give I can not bestow my heart You can 
not obtain more than my esteem, to which, indeed, noth- 
ing can so much contribute as a forbearance from any 
similar offers in future ” 

She again attempted to go, but the Marquis prevented 
her, and after some hesitation again urged his suit, 
though in terms that would no longer allow her to mis- 
understand him. Tears swelled into her eyes, but she 
endeavoured to check them, and with a look in which 
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grief and indignation seemed to struggle for preemi' 
nonce she said, “My lord, this is unworthy of reply, 
let me pass.” 

For a moment, he was awed by the dignity of her 
manner, and he threw himself at her feet to implore 
forgiveness. But she waved her hand in sdence and 
hurried from the room When she reached her cham- 
ber. she locked the door, and sinking into a chair, 
yielded to the sorrow that pressid at her heart And 
it was not the least of her sorrow to suspect that La 
Motte was unworthy of her confidence, for it was al- 
most impossible that be could be ignorant of the real 
designs of the Marquis Madame I, a Motte, she be- 
lieved, was impost d upon by a specious pretence of 
honourable attachment , and thus was slit spared the 
pang which a doubt of htr integrity would have added 

She threw a trembling glance upon the prospect 
around her On one side was her father, whose cruelty 
had already been hut too plainly manifested, and on 
the other the Marquis pursuing her with insult and 
vicious passion She resol led to acquaint Madame La 
Motte with tht purport of the late conversation, and 
in the hope of her protection and svmpathv she wiped 
awaj her tears, and was leaving the room just as 
Madame La Motte entered it While Adeline related 
what had passed, her friend wept, and appeared to 
suffer great agitation She endeav cured to comfort her 
and promised to ust her influence in persuading La 
Motte to prohibit the addresses of the Marquis. “You 
know, my dear.” added Madame, “that our present cir- 
cumstances oblige us to preserve terms with the Mar- 
quis, and you will therefore suffer as little resentment 
to appear in your manner towards him as possible, con- 
duct yourself with your usual ease m his presence and 
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I doubt not this affair will pass over without subjecting 
you to farther solicitation.” 

‘‘Ah, madam said Adeline, “how hard is the task 
you assign me ! I entreat you that I may never more 
be subjected to the humiliation of being in his presence, 
that whenever he visits the abbey I may be suffered to 
remain m my chamber.” 

“This,” said Madame La Motte, “I would most read- 
ily consent to, would our situation permit it. But you 
well know our asylum in this abbey depends upon the 
good will of the Marquis, which we must not wantonly 
lose, and surely such a conduct as you propose would 
endanger this Let us use milder measures, and we 
shall preserve his friendship without subjecting you to 
any serious evil Appear with your usual complaisance; 
the task is not so difficult as you imagine.” 

Adeline sighed. “I obey you, madam,” said she, “it 
is my duty to do so, but I may be pardoned for saying 
— it is with extreme reluctance ” Madame La Motte 
promised to go immediately to her husband, and Ade- 
line departed, though not convinced of her safety, yet 
somewhat more at ease 

She soon after saw the Marquis depart, and, as there 
now appeared to be no obstacle to the return of Madame 
La Motte, she expected her with extreme impatience. 
After thus waiting near an hour in her chamber, she 
was at length summoned to the parlour, and there found 
Monsieur La Motte alone He arose upon her entrance, 
and for some minutes paced the room in silence. He 
then seated himself and addressed her “What you have 
mentioned to Madame La Motte,” said he, "would give 
me much concern, did I consider the behaviour of the 
Marquis m a light so serious as she does. I know that 
young ladies are apt to misconstrue the unmeaning gal- 
lantry of fashionable manners, and you, Adeline, can 
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never be too cautious in distinguishing between a levity 
of this kind and a more serious address.” 

Adeline was surprised and offended that La Motte 
should think so lightly both of her understanding and 
disposition as his speech implied ‘‘Is it possible, sir,” 
said she, ‘‘that you have been apprized of the Marquis’s 
conduct 

‘‘It is very possible, and very certain,” replied La 
Motte with some asperity, “and very possible also that 
I may see this affair with a judgment less discoloured 
by prejudice than you do But, however, I shall not 
dispute this point I shall only request that since you 
are acquainted with the emergency of my circumstances, 
you will conform to them, and not by an ill timed re- 
sentment expose me to the enmity of the Marquis. He 
is now my friend, and it is necessary to my safety 
that he should continue such, but if I suffer any part 
of my family to treat him with rudeness, I must ex- 
pect to see him my enemy You may surely treat him 
with complaisance ” Adeline thought the term rudeness 
a harsh one, as La Motte applied it, but she forbore 
from any expression of displeasure. “I could have 
wished, sir,” said she, “for the privilege of retiring 
whenever the Marquis appeared, but since you believe 
this conduct would affect your interest, I ought to 
submit ” 

“This prudence and good will delights me,” said La 
Motte, “and since you wish to serve me, know that you 
cannot more effectually do it than by treating the Mar- 
quis as a friend.” The word friend, as it stood con- 
nected with the Marquis, sounded dissonantly to Ade- 
line’s ear; she hesitated and looked at La Motte. “As 
your friend, sir,” said she, “I will endeavour to,” 
“Treat him as mine,” she would have said, but she found 



tOO MRS. ANN BADCLIFFE 

it impossible to finish the sentence. She entreated hi9 
protection from the power of her father. 

“What protection I can afford is yours,” said La 
Motte, “but you know how destitute I am both of the 
right and the means of resisting him, and also how much 
I require protection myself Since he has discovered 
your retreat, he is probably not ignorant of the circum- 
stances which detain me here, and if I oppose him, he 
may betray me to the officers of the law as the surest 
method of obtaining possession of you We are encom- 
passed with dangers,” continued La Motte, "would I 
could see any method of extricating ourselves 

“Quit this abbey,” said Adeline, “and seek an asylum 
m Switzerland or Germany , you will then be freed 
from farther obligation to the Marquis and from the 
persecution you dread Pardon me for thus offering 
advice which is certainly in some degree prompted by 
a sense of my own safety, but which at the same time 
seems to afford the only means of insuring yours.” 

“Your plan is reasonable,” said La Motte. “had I 
money to execute it As it is, I must be contented to 
remain here as little known as possible, and defend my - 
self by T making those who know me my’ friends Chiefly 
I must endeavour to preserve the favour of the Marquis 
He may do much, should your father even pursue des- 
perate measures. But why do I talk thus ? Your father 
may ere this have commenced these measures, and the 
effects of his vengeance may now be hanging over my 
head My regard for you, Adeline, has exposed me to 
this , had I resigned you to his will, I should have re- 
mained secure ” 

Adeline was so much affected by this instance of La 
Motte’s kindness, which she could not doubt, that she 
was unable to express her sense of it When she could 
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speak, she uttered her gratitude m the most lively terms. 
“Are you sincere in these expressions' 1 ” said La Motte. 

“Is it possible I can be less than sincere replied 
Adeline, weeping at the idea of ingratitude. — "Senti- 
ments are easily pronounced,” said La Motte, “though 
they may have no connection with the heart, I believe 
them to be sincere so far only as they influence our 
actions ” 

“What mean you, sir' 1 ” said Adeline with surprise. 

“I mean to inquire whether if an opportunity should 
ever offer of thus proving jour gratitude, you would 
adhere to jour sentiments 

“Name one that I shall refuse,” said Adeline with 
energy. 

“If, for instance, the Marquis should hereafter avow 
a serious passion for vou, and offer j-ou his hand, would 
no petty resentment, no lurking prepossession for some 
more happv lover prompt you to refuse it ? ” 

Adeline blushed and fixed her ej-es on the ground 
“You have, indeed, sir, named the only means I should 
reject of evincing my sincerity The Marquis I can 
never love, nor, to speak sinoerelj', ever esteem I con- 
fess the peace of one’s whole life is too much to sac- 
rifice even to gratitude ” — La Mottte looked displeased. 
“ ’Tis as I thought,” said he, “these delicate sentiments 
make a fine appearance in speech, and render the person 
who utters them infinitely amiable, but bring them to 
the test of action and thev dissolve into air, leaving only 
the wreck of vanity behind ” 

This unjust sarcasm brought tears to her ev r es “Since 
your safety, sir, depends upon mv conduct,” said she, 
“resign me to mv father I am willing to return to 
him, since my stav here must involve you in new mis- 
fortune Let me not prove mj'self unworthy of the 
protection I have hitherto experienced by preferring 
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my own welfare to yours. When I am gone, you will 
have no reason to apprehend the Marquis’s displeasure, 
which you may probably incur if I stay here - for I feel 
it impossible that I could even consent to receive his 
addresses, however honourable were his views.” 

La Motte seemed hurt and alarmed. “This must not 
be,” said he; “let us not harass ourselves by stating pos- 
sible evils, and then, to avoid them, fly to those which 
are certain. No, Adeline, though you are ready to sac- 
rifice yourself to my safety, I will not suffer you to 
do so. I will not yield you to your father but upon 
compulsion. Be satisfied therefore upon this point The 
only return I ask is a civil deportment towards the 
Marquis.” 

“I will endeavour to obey you, sir,” said Adeline. — 
Madame La Motte now entered the room and this con- 
versation ceased. Adeline passed the evening m melan- 
choly thoughts, and retired as soon as possible to her 
chamber, eager to seek in sleep a refuge from sorrow. 


CHAPTER IX 

The MS. found by Adeline the preceding night had 
several times occurred to her recollection in the course 
of the day, but she had then been either too much 
interested by the events of the moment, or too appre- 
hensive of interruption, to attempt a perusal of it. She 
now took it from the drawer in which it had been de- 
posited, and intending only to look cursorily over the 
few first pages, sat down with it by her bedside. 

She opened it with an eagerness of inquiry which 
the discoloured and almost obliterated mk but slowly 
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gratified. The first words on the page were entirely 
lost, but those that appeared to commence the narrative 
were as follows. 

“O 1 ye, whoever ye are, whom chance or misfortune 
may hereafter conduct to this spot — to you I speak — 
to you reveal the story of my wrongs, and ask you to 
avenge them Vain hope 1 yet it imparts some comfort 
to believe it possible that what I now write may one 
day meet the eye of a ftliow-ereature, that the words 
which tell my sufferings may one day draw pity from 
the feeling heart 

“Yet stay your tears — your pity now is useless. 
Long since have the pangs of misery ceased , the voice 
of complaining is passed away It is weakness to wish 
for compassion which einnot be felt till I shall sink m 
the repose of death, and taste, I hope, the happiness of 
eternity ' 

“Know, then, that on the night of the twelfth of 
October, in the year 1(542, I was arrested on the Toad 
to Caux, and on the very spot where a column is erected 
to the memory of the immortal Henry, by four ruffians 
who, after disabling my seri ant, bore me through wilds 
and woods to this abbey Their demeanour was not that 
of common banditti, and I soon percened they were 
employed by a superior power to perpetrate some dread- 
ful purpose Entreaties and bribes were sainly offered 
them to discover their employer and abandon their de- 
sign. They would not reveal even the least circum- 
stunce of their intentions. 

“But when after a long journey they arrived at this 
edifice, their base employer was at once revealed, and 
his horrid scheme but too well understood. What a 
moment was that 1 All the thunders of heaven seemed 
launched at this defenceless head 1 O 1 fortitude ! nerve 
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Adeline’s light was now expiring in the socket, and 
the paleness of the ink, so feebly shone upon, baffled her 
efforts to discriminate the letters It was impossible 
to procure a light from below without discovering that 
she was yet up, a circumstance which would excite 
surprise and lead to explanations such as she did not 
wish to enter upon Thus compelled to suspend the 
inquiry which so many attendant circumstances had 
rendered aw r fully interesting, she retired to her hum- 
ble bed 

What she had read of the MS awakened a dreadful 
interest in the fate of the w'nter, and called up terrific 
images to her mind “In these apartments •” — said she, 
and she shuddered and closed her eves At length she 
heard Madame La Motte enter her chamber, and the 
phantoms of fear beginning to dissipate, left her to 
repose. 

In the morning she was awakened by Madame La 
Motte, and found to her disappointment that she had 
slept so much beyond her usual time as to be unable 
to renew the perusal of the MS — La Motte appeared 
uncommonly gloomy, and Madame wore an air of mel- 
ancholy which Adeline attributed to the concern she 
felt for her. Breakfast was scarcely over when the 
sound of horses’ feet announced the arrival of a 
stranger, and Adeline, from the oriel recess of the hall, 
saw the Marquis alight She retreated with precipita- 
tion, and forgetting the request of La Motte, was hasten- 
ing to her chamber, but the Marquis was already in 
the hall, and seeing her leaving it, turned to La Motte 
with a look of inquiry La Motte called her back, and 
by a frown too intelligent, reminded her of her prom- 
ise. She summoned all her spirits to her aid, but ad- 
vanced, notwithstanding, in visible emotion, while the 
Marquis addressed her as usual, the same easy gaiety 
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playing upon his countenance and directing his 
manner 

Adeline was surprised and shocked at this careless 
confidence, which, however, by awakening her pride, 
communicated to her an air of dignity that abashed him. 
He spoke with hesitation, and frequently appeared ab- 
stracted from the subject of discourse. At length aris- 
ing, he begged Adeline would favour him with a few 
moments’ conversation Monsieur and Madame La 
Motte were now leai ing the room, when Adeline, turn- 
ing to the Marquis, told him she would not hear any 
conversation except in the presence of her friends. But 
she said it in vain, for they were gone; and La Motte, 
as he withdrew, expressed by his looks how much an 
attempt to follow would displease him. 

She sat for some time in silence and trembling ex- 
pectation. “I am sensible,” said the Marquis at length, 
“that the conduct to which the ardour of my passion 
lately betraved me has injured me in your opinion, and 
that you will not easilv restore me to your esteem, but 
I trust the offer which I now make you, both of my 
title and fortune, will sufficiently prove the sincerity of 
mv attachment and atone for the transgression which 
loie only prompted ” 

After tins specimen of commonplace verbosity, which 
the Marquis seemed to consider as a prelude to triumph, 
he attempted to impress a kiss upon the hand of Adeline, 
who witlidi awing it hastily, said, "You are already, 
my lord, acquainted with my sentiments upon this sub- 
ject, and it is almost unnecessary for me now to repeat 
that I cannot accept the honour you offer me ” 

“Explain yourself, loiely Adeline' I am ignorant 
that till now I ever made you this offer ” 

“Most true, sir,” said Adeline, “and you do well to 
remind me of this, since after having heard your former 
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proposal, I can listen for a moment to any other.” She 
rose to quit the room. “Stay, madam,” said the Mar- 
quis, with a look in which offended pride struggled to 
conceal itself; “do not suffer an extravagant resentment 
to , operate against your true interests , recollect the 
dangers that surround you, and consider the value of 
an, offer which may afford you at least an honourable 
asylum.” 

“My misfortunes, my lord, whatever they are, I have 
never obtruded upon you; you will therefore excuse my 
observing that your present mention of them conveys 
a much greater appearance of insult than compassion.” 
The Marquis, though with evident confusion, was going 
to reply, but Adeline would not be detained, and retired 
to her chamber. Destitute as she was, her heart re- 
volted from the proposal of the Marquis, and she deter- 
mined never to accept it To her dislike of his general 
disposition and the aversion excited by his late offer, 
was added, indeed, the influence of a prior attachment, 
and of a remembrance which she found it impossible to 
erase from her heart. 

The Marquis staid to dine, and in consideration of 
La Motte, Adeline appeared at table, where the former 
gazed upon her with such frequent and silent earnest- 
ness that her distress became insupportable, and when 
the cloth was drawn she instantly retired. Madame La 
Motte soon followed, and it was not till evening that 
she had an opportunity of returning to the MS When 
Monsieur and Madame La Motte were in their chamber 
and all was still, she drew forth the narrative, and trim- 
ming her lamp, sat down to read as follows. 

“The ruffians unbound me from my horse and led 
me through the hall up the spiral staircase of the abbey. 
Resistance was useless, but I looked around in the hope 
of seeing some person less obdurate than the men who 
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brought me hither, some one who might be sensible to 
pity and capable at least of civil treatment. I looked 
in vain, no person appeared, and this circumstance con- 
firmed my worst apprehensions. The secrecy of the 
business foretold a horrible conclusion. Having passed 
some chambers, they stopped in one hung with old tap- 
estry. I inquired why we did not go on, and was told 
I should soon know 

“At that moment I expected to see the instrument of 
death uplifted, and silently recommended myself to 
God. But death was not then designed for me, they 
raised the arras and discovered a door, which they then 
opened Seizing my arms, thej T led me through a suite 
of dismal chambers beyond Ha\ mg reached the farth- 
est of these, they again stopped The horrid gloom of 
the place seemed congenial to murder, and inspired 
deadly thoughts. Again I looked round for the instru- 
ment of destruction, and again I was respited. I sup- 
plicated to know what was designed me. It was now 
unnecessary to ask who was the author of the design. 
They were silent to my question, but at length told me 
this chamber was my prison Having said this and set 
down a jug of water, they left the room, and I heard 
the door barred upon me. 

“O sound of despair' O moment of unutterable an- 
guish ' The pang of death itself is surely not superior 
to that I then suffered Shut out from day, from 
friends, from life — for such I must foretell it — in the 
prime of my years, m the height of my transgressions, 
and left to imagine horrors more terrible than any, 
perhaps, which certainty could give — I sink beneath 
the ” 

Here several pages of the manuscript were decayed 
■with damp and totally illegible. With much difficulty 
Adeline made out the following lines 
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"Three days have now passed in solitude and silence: 
the horrors of death are ever before my eyes, let me 
endeavour to prepare for the dreadful change 1 When 
I awake m the morning I think I shall not live to see 
another night, and when night returns, that I must 
never more unclose my eyes on morning. Why am I 
brought hither — why confined thus rigorously — but for 
death 1 Yet what action of my life has deserved this at 
the hand of a fellow creature ? — Of ” 


“O my children' O friends far distant' I shall 
never see you more — never more receive the parting 
look of kindness — never bestow a parting blessing ' 
Ye know not my wretched state — alas ' ye cannot know 
it by human means. Ye believe me happy, or ye would 
fly to my relief. I know that what I now write cannot 
avail me, yet there is comfort in pouring forth my 
griefs; and I bless that man, less savage than his fel- 
lows, who has supplied me these means of recording 
them. Alas' he knows full well that from this indul- 
gence he has nothing to fear My pen can call no 
friends to succour me, nor reveal my danger ere it is 
too late. O ' ye who may hereafter read what I now 
write, give a tear to my sufferings, I have wept often 
for the distresses of my fellow creatures 

Adeline paused Here the wretched writer appealed 
directly to her heart , he spoke in the energy of truth, 
and by a strong illusion of fancy it seemed as if his 
past sufferings were at this moment present. She was 
for some time unable to proceed, and sat m musing sor- 
row "In these very apartments,” said she, "this poor 
sufferer was confined — here he” — Adeline started, and 
thought she heard a sound, but the stillness of the night 
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was undisturbed. — “In these very chambers,” said she, 
“these lines were written — these lines, from which he 
then derived a comfort in believing they would hereafter 
be read by some pitying eye This time is now come. 
Your miseries, O injured being 1 are lamented, where 
they were endured. Here, where you suffered, I weep 
for your sufferings 

Her imagination was now strongly impressed, and to 
her distempered senses the suggestions of a bewildered 
mind appeared with the force of reality. Again she 
started and listened, and thought she heard Here dis- 
tinctly repeated by a whisper immediately behind her. 
The terror of the thought, however, was but momentary; 
she knew it could not be. Convinced that her fancy 
had deceived her, she took up the MS. and again began 
to read. 

“For what am I reserved 1 Why this delay 5 If I 
am to die — why not quickly ? Three weeks have I now 
passed within these walls, during which time no look 
of pity has softened my afflictions, no voice save my 
own has met my ear The countenances of the ruffians 
who attend me are stern and inflexible, and their silence 
is obstinate. This stillness is dreadful 1 0 1 ye who 

have known what it is to live in the depths of solitude, 
who have passed your dreary days without one sound 
to cheer you, ye, and ye only, can tell what now I feel; 
and ye may know how much I would endure to hear the 
accents of a human voice 

“O dire extremity 1 0 state of living death 1 What 

dreadful stillness 1 All around me is dead , and do I 
really exist, or am I hut a statue ? Is this a vision? 
Are these things real ? Alas, I am bewildered 1 — this 
death-like and perpetual silence, this dismal chamber, 
the dread of farther sufferings, have disturbed my 
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fancy. O for some friendly breast to lay my weary 
head on 1 some cordial accents to revive my soul 1 


“I write by stealth He who furnished me with the 
means, I fear, has suffered for some symptoms of pity 
he may have discovered for me, I have not seen him for 
several days Perhaps he is inclined to help me, and 
for that reason is forbid to come O that hope' but how 
vain Never more must I quit these walls while life 
remains Another day is gone, and yet I live, at this 
time tomorrow night my sufferings may be sealed in 
death I will continue my journal nightly, till the 
hand that writes shall be stopped by death. When the 
journal ceases, the reader will know I am no more. 
Perhaps these are the last lines I shall ever write.” 


Adeline paused, while her tears fell fast “Unhappy 
man’” she exclaimed, “and was there no pitying soul 
to save thee’ Great God’ thy ways are wonderful!” 
While she sat musing, her fancy, which now wandered 
in the regions of terror, gradually subdued reason. 
There* was a glass before her upon the table, and she 
feared to raise her looks towards it, lest some other 
face than her own should meet her eyes other dreadful 
ideas and strange images of fantastic thought now 
crossed her mind 

A hollow sigh seemed to pass near her “Holy Vir- 
gin, protect me’” cried she, and threw a fearful glance 
round the room, “this is surely something more than 
fancy.” Her fears so far overcame her that she was 
several times upon the point of calling up part of the 
family, but unwillingness to disturb them, and a dread 
of ridicule, withheld her. She was also afraid to move 
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and almost -to breathe. As she listened to the wind that 
murmured at the casement of her lonely chamber, she 
again thought she heard a sigh. Her imagination re- 
fused any longer the control of reason, and turning her 
eyes, a figure whose exact form she could not distin- 
guish appeared to pass along an obscure part of the 
chamber , a dreadful dullness came over her, and she sat 
fixed in her chair At length a deep sigh somewhat re- 
lieved her oppressed spirits, and her senses seemed to 
return. 

All remaining quiet, after some time she began to 
question whether her fancy had not deceived her, and 
she so far conquered her terror as to desist from calling 
Madame La Motte Her mind was, however, so much 
disturbed that she did not venture to trust herself that 
night again with the MS , but having spent some time 
in prayer and in endeavouring to compose her spirits, 
she retired to bed 

When she awoke in the morning, the cheerful sun- 
beams played upon the casements and dispelled the 
illusions of darkness Her mind, soothed and invig- 
orated by sleep, rejected the mystic and turbulent 
promptings of imagination. She arose refreshed and 
thankful, but upon going down to breakfast, this tran- 
sient gleam of peace fled upon the appearance of the 
Marquis, whose frequent visits at the abbey, after what 
had passed, not only displeased but alarmed her. She 
saw that he was determined to persevere in addressing 
her, and the boldness and insensibility of this conduct, 
while it excited her indignation, increased her disgust. 
In pity to La Motte she endeavoured to conceal these 
emotions, though she now thought that he required too 
much from her complaisance, and began seriously to 
consider how she might avoid the necessity of continu- 
ing it. The Marquis behaved to her with the most 
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respectful attention; but Adeline was silent and re- 
served, and seized the first opportunity of withdrawing. 

As she passed up the spiral staircase, Peter entered 
the hall below, and seeing Adeline, he stopped and 
looked earnestly at her. She did not observe him, but 
he called her softly, and she then saw him make a signal 
as if he had something to communicate. In the next 
instant La Motte opened the door of the vaulted room, 
and Peter hastily disappeared She proceeded to her 
chamber, ruminating upon this signal and the cautious 
manner in which Peter had given it. 

But her thoughts soon returned to their wonted sub- 
jects. Three days were new passed, and she heard no 
intelligence of her father. She began to hope that he 
had relented from the violent measures hinted at by 
La Motte, and that he meant to pursue a milder plan, 
but when she considered his character, this appeared 
improbable, and she relapsed into her former fears. 
Her residence at the abbey was now become painful, 
from the perseverance of the Marquis and the conduct 
which La Motte obliged her to adopt , yet she could not 
think without dread of quitting it to return to her 
father. 

The image of Theodore often intruded upon her busy 
thoughts, and brought with it a pan g which his strange 
departure occasioned. She had a confused notion that 
his fate was somehow connected with her own , and her 
struggles to prevent the remembrance of him served 
only to shew how much her heart was Ins. 

To divert her thoughts from these subjects, and 
gratify the curiosity so strongly excited on the pre- 
ceding night, she now took up the MS., but was hin- 
dered from opening it by the entrance of Madame La 
Motte, who came to tell her the Marquis was gone. 
They passed their morning together in work and gen- 
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eral conversation; La Motte not appearing till dinner, 
when he said little and Adeline less. She asked him, 
however, if he had heard from her father. “I have 
not heard from him,” said La Motte, “but there is good 
reason, as I am informed by the Marquis, to believe he 
is not far off.” 

Adeline was shocked, yet she was able to reply with 
becoming firmness “I have already, sir, involved you 
too much m my distress, and now see that resistance 
will destroy you without serving me, I am therefore 
contented to return to my father and thus spare you 
farther calamity.” 

“This is a rash determination,” replied La Motte, 
“and if you pursue it, I fear you will severely repent. 
1 speak to you as a friend, Adeline, and desire you will 
endeavour to listen to me without pre judice. The Mar- 
quis, I find, lias offc red you Ins hand. I know not 
which circumstance most excites my surprise, that a 
man of lus rank and consequence should solicit a mar- 
riage with a person without fortune or ostensible con- 
nections, or that a person so circumstanced should even 
for a moment rcjtct the advantages thus 'Offered her. 
You weep, Adeline, let me hope that vou are convinced 
of the absurdity of this conduct and will no longer trifle 
with your good fortune The kindness I have shewn 
you must nominee you of mv regard, and that I have 
no motive for offering you this advice but your advan- 
tage It is necessarv, however, to say that, should 
your father not insist upon your removal, I know not 
how long my circumstances may enable me to' afford 
even the humble pittance \ou receive here. Still you 
are silent " 

The anguish which this speech excited suppressed 
her utterance, and she continued to weep. At length 
she said, “Suffer me, sir, to go back to my father; I 
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should indeed make an ill return for the kindness you 
mention, could I wish to stay after what you now tell 
me; and to accept the Marquis, I feel to be impossible.” 
The remembrance of Theodore arose to her mind, and 
she wept aloud 

La Motte sat for some time musing. “Strange in- 
fatuation,” said he , “is it possible that you can persist 
in this heroism of romance, and prefer a father so 
inhuman as yours to the Marquis de Montalt, a destiny 
so full of danger to a life of splendour and delight 1 ” 

“Pardon me,” said Adeline, “a marriage with the 
Marquis would be splendid, but never happy. His 
character excites my aversion, and I entreat, sir, that 
he may no more be mentioned.” 


CHAPTER X 

The conversation related m the last chapter was inter- 
rupted by the entrance of Peter, who as he left the 
room looked significantly at Adeline, and almost beck- 
oned. She was anxious to know what he meant, and 
soon after went into the hall, where she found him 
loitering. The moment he saw her, he made a sign of 
silence, and beckoned her into the recess. “Well, Peter, 
what is it you would say said Adeline 

“Hush, ma'mselle, for heaven’s sake speak lower if 
we should be overheard, we are all blown up — ’’Ade- 
line begged him to explain what he meant. “Yes, ma’rn- 
selle, that is what I have wanted all day long I have 
watched and watched for an opportunity, and looked 
and looked, till I was afraid my master himself would 
see me ; but all would not do : you would not 
understand ” 
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Adeline entreated he would be quick. “Yes, ma’am, 
but I’m so afraid we shall be seen; but I would do 
much to serve such a good young lady, for I could not 
bear to think of what threatened you without telling 
you of it.” 

“For God’s sake,” said Adeline, “speak quickly, or 
we shall be interrupted.” 

“Well, then, but you must first promise by the Holy 
Virgin never to say it was I that told you My 
master would ” 

"I do, I do said Adeline 

“Well, then — on Monday evening as I — hark 1 did 
not I bear a step ? Do, ma'mselle, just step this way 
to the cloisters. I would not for the world we should 
be seen. I’ll go out at the hall door and you can go 
through the passage I would not for the world we 
should be seen.” — Adeline was much alarmed by Peter’s 
words, and hurried to the cloisters. He quickly ap- 
peared, and looking cautiously round, resumed his dis- 
course. “As I was saying, ma’mselle, Monday night 
when the Marquis slept here, you know he sat up very 
late, and I can guess, perhaps, the reason of that. 
Strange tilings came out, but it is not my business to 
tell all I think.” 

“Pray do speak to the purpose,” said Adeline impa- 
tiently; “what is this danger winch you say threatens 
me ? Be quick, or we shall be observed ” 

“Danger enough, ma’mselle,” replied Peter, “if you 
knew all, and when you do, what will it signify, for 
you can’t help yourself But that’s neither here nor 
there; I was resolved to tell you, though I may re- 
pent it.” 

“Or rather you are resolved not to tell me,” said 
Adeline; “for you have made no progress towards it. 
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But what do you mean ^ Yon was speating of the 
Marquis.” 

‘‘Hush, ma’am, not so loud. The Marquis, as I said, 
sat up very late and my master sat up with him. One 
of his men went to bed in the oak room, and the other 
staid to undress his lord. So as we were sitting together 
— Lord have mercy 1 it made my hair stand on end 1 I 
tremble yet. So as we were sitting together, — but as 
sure as I live yonder is my master, I caught a glimpse 
of him between the trees. If he sees me, it is all over 
with us. I’ll tell you another time ” So saying, he 
hurried into the abbey, leaving Adeline m a state of 
alarm, curiosity, and vexation. She walked out in the 
forest, ruminating upon Peter's words and endeavour- 
ing to guess to what they alluded, there Madame La 
Motte joined her, and the} conversed on various topics 
till they reached the abbey. 

Adeline watched in vain through that day for an 
opportunity of speaking with Peter. While he waited 
at supper, she occasionally observed Ins countenance 
with great anxiety, hoping it might afford her some 
degree of intelligence on the subject of her fears. When 
she retired, Madame La Motte accompanied her to her 
chamber and continued to converse with her foT a con- 
siderable time, so that she had no means of obtaining 
an interview with Peter — Madame La Motte appeared 
to labour under some great affliction, and when Adeline, 
noticing this, entreated to know the cause of her de- 
jection, tears started into her eyes and she abruptly 
left the room. 

This behaviour of Madame La Motte concurred with 
Peter’s discourse to alarm Adeline, who sat pensively 
upon her bed, given up to reflection, till she was roused 
by the sound of a clock which stood in the roonj below. 
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and which now struck twelve. She was preparing for 
rest, when she recollected the MS. and was unable to 
conclude the night without reading it. The first words 
she could distinguish were the following. 

“Again I return to this poor consolation — again I 
have been permitted to see another day It is now mid- 
night 1 My solitary lamp burns beside me, the time is 
awful, but to me the silence of noon is as the silence of 
midnight a deeper gloom is all in which they differ. 
The still, unvarying hours are numbered only by my 
sufferings 1 Great God' when shall I be released' 


“But whence this strange confinement'' I have never 
injured him If death is designed me, why this delay; 
and for what but death am I brought hither * This 
abbey — alas — Here the MS. was again illegible, and 
for several pages Adeline could only make out dis- 
jointed sentences. 

“O bitter draught' When, when shall I have rest' 
O my friends' will none of ye fly to aid me; will none 
of ye avenge my sufferings'* Ah' when it is too late — 
when I am gone for ever, ye will endeavour to avenge 
them * ' 

“Once more is night returned to me Another day 
has passed in solitude and niiserv I have climbed 
to the easement, thinking the View of nature would 
refresh my soul, and somewhat enable me to support 
these afflictions Alas' even this small comfort is de- 
nied me, the windows open towards other parts of this 
abbey, and admit only a portion of that dav which I 
must never more fully behold. Last night ' last night ' 
O scene of horror'” 

Adeline shuddered. She feared to read the coming 
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sentence, yet curiosity prompted her to proceed. Still 
she paused an unaccountable dread came over her. 
“Some horrid deed has been done here,” said she; “the 
reports of the peasants are true. Murder has been 
committed.” The idea thrilled her with horror. She 
recollected the dagger which had impeded her steps in 
the secret chamber, and this circumstance served to 
confirm her most terrible conjectures. She wished to 
examine it, but it lay in one of these chambers, and she 
feared to go in quest of it. 

“Wretched, wretched victim •” she exclaimed, “could 
no friend rescue thee from destruction 1 O that I had 
been near 1 yet what could I have done to save thee * 
Alas 1 nothing. I forget that even now, perhaps, I am 
like thee abandoned to dangers from which I have no 
friend to succour me. Too surely I guess the author of 
thy miseries She stopped, and thought she' heard 
a sigh such as on the preceding night had passed along 
the chamber Her blood was chilled, and she sat mo- 
tionless. The lonely situation of her Toom, remote from 
the rest of the family, (for she was now in her old 
apartment, from which Madame La Motte had re- 
moved) who were almost beyond call, struck so forcibly 
upon her imagination that she with difficulty preserved 
herself from fainting She sat for a considerable time, 
but all was still. When she was somewhat recovered, 
her first design was to alarm the family; but farther 
reflection again withheld her. 

She endeavoured to compose her spirits, and ad- 
dressed a short prayer to that Being who had hitherto 
protected her in every danger. While she was thus 
employed, her mind gradually became elevated and re- 
assured; a sublime complacency filled her heart, and 
she sat down once more to pursue the narrative. 
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Several lines that immediately followed were ob- 
literated — 


"He had told me I should not be permitted to live 
long, not more than three days, and bade me choose 
whether I would die by poison or the sword O the 
agonies of that moment 1 Great God 1 thou seest my 
sufferings 1 I often viewed, with a momentary hope of 
escaping, the high grated windows of my prison — all 
things within the compass of possibility I was resolved 
to try, and with an eager desperation I climbed towards 
the casements, but my foot slipped, and falling back 
to the floor, I was stunned by the blow On recovering, 
the first sounds I heard were the steps of a person en- 
tering my prison A recollection of the past returned, 
and deplorable was my condition. I shuddered at what 
was to come The same man approached, he looked at 
me at first with pity, but his countenance soon recov- 
ered its natural ferocity. Yet he did not then come 
to execute the purposes of bis employer. I am reserved 
to another day — Great God, thy will he done 

Adeline could not go on. All the circumstances that 
seemed to corroborate the fate of this unhappy man 
crowded upon her mind — the reports concerning the 
abbey, the dreams which had forerun her discovery of 
the private apartments, the singular manner m which 
she had found the MS., and the apparition, which she 
now believed she had really seen. She blamed herself 
for having not yet mentioned the discovery of the 
manuscript and chambers to La Motte, and resolved to 
delay the disclosure no longer than the following morn- 
ing. The immediate cares that had occupied her mind, 
and a fear of losing the manuscript before she bad 
read it, had hitherto kept her silent. 
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Such a combination of circumstances she believed 
could only be produced by some supernatural power 
operating for the retribution of the guilty. These re- 
flections filled her mind with a degree of awe which 
the loneliness of the large old chamber in which she 
sat, and the hour of the night, soon heightened into 
terror. She had never been superstitious, but circum- 
stances so uncommon had hitherto conspired in this 
affair that she could not believe them accidental. Her 
imagination, wrought upon by these reflections, again 
became sensible to every impression, she feared to look 
round lest she should again see some dreadful phantom, 
and she almost fancied she heard voices swell in the 
storm, which now shook the fabric. 

Still she tried to command her feelings so as to 
avoid disturbing the family, but they became so painful 
that even the dread of La Motte’s ridicule had hardly 
power to prevent her quitting the chamber. Her mind 
was now in such a state that she found it impossible to 
pursue the story in the MS., though, to avoid the tor- 
tures of suspense^, she had attempted it She laid it 
down again and tried to argue herself into composure. 
"‘What have I to fear ? ” said she, “I am at least inno- 
cent, and I shall not be punished for the crime of 
.another.” 

The violent gust of wind that now rushed through 
the whole suite of apartments shook the door that led 
from her late bedchamber to the private rooms so 
forcibly that Adeline, unable to remain longer in doubt, 
ran to see from whence the noise issued. The arras 
which concealed the door was violently agitated, and 
she stood for a moment observing it in indescribable 
terror, till believing it was swayed by the wind, she 
made a sudden effort to overcome her feelings, and was 
.stooping to raise it. At that instant she thought she 
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heard a voice She stopped and listened, but every 
thing was still ; yet apprehension so far overcame her 
that she had no power either to examine or to leave the 
chambers 

In a few moments the voice returned. She was now 
convinced she had not been deceived, for, though low, 
she heard it distinctly, and vas almost sure it repeated 
her own name So much was her fancy affected that 
she eitn thought it was the same voice she had heard 
in her dreams This comiction entirely subdued the 
small remains of her courage, and sinking into a chair, 
she lost all recollection. 

How long she remained in tins state she knew not, 
but when she room c red she exerted all her strength and 
reached the winding staircase, where she called aloud. 
No one heard her, and she hastened as fast as her 
feebleness would permit to the chamber of Madame La 
Motte. She tapped gently at the door and was an- 
swered bv Madame, who was alarmed at being awak- 
entd at so unusual an hour, and believed that some 
danger threatened her husband When she understood 
that it was Adeline, and that she was unwell, she 
quickly came to her reliet. The terror that was yet vis- 
ible in Adeline’s countenance excited her inquiries, and 
the occasion of it was explained to her. 

Madame was so much discomposed by the relation 
that she called La Motte from his bed, who, more angry 
at being disturbed than interested for the agitation he 
witnessed, reproved Adeline for suffering her fancies 
to overcome lit r reason She now mentioned the dis- 
covery she had made of the inner chambers and the 
manuscript, circumstances which roused the attention 
of La Motte so much that he desired to see the MS., 
and resolved to go immediately to the apartments de- 
scribed by Adeline. 
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Madame La Motte endeavoured to dissuade him from 
his purpose, but La Motte, with whom opposition had 
always an effect contrary to the one designed, and who 
wished to throw farther ridicule upon the terrors of 
Adeline, persisted in his intention. He called to Peter 
to attend with a light, and insisted that Madame La 
Motte and Adeline should accompany him. Madame La 
Motte desired to be excused, and Adeline at first de- 
clared she could not go, but he would be obeyed. 

They ascended the tower and entered the first cham- 
bers together, for each of the party was reluctant to 
be the last In the second chamber all was quiet and in 
order. Adeline presented the MS. and pointed to the 
arras which concealed the door La Motte lifted the 
arras, and opened the door, but Madame La Motte and 
Adeline entreated to go no farther Again he called 
to them to follow. All was quiet in the first chamber, 
he expressed his surprise that the rooms should so long 
have remained undiscovered, and was proceeding to the 
second, but suddenly stopped. “We will defer our 
examination till to-morrow,” said he, “the damps of 
these apartments are unwholesome at any time, but 
they strike one more sensibly at night I am chilled. 
Peter, remember to throw open the windows early m 
the morning, that the air may circulate.” 

“Lord bless your honour,” said Peter, “don’t you see 
I can’t reach them besides, I don’t believe they are 
made to open, see what strong iron bars there are, the 
room looks for all the world like a prison I suppose 
this is the place the people meant when they said no- 
body that had been in ever came out ” La Motte, who 
during this speech had been looking attentively at the 
high windows, which, if he had seen them at first, he 
had certainly not observed, now interrupted the elo- 
quence of Peter and bade him carry the light before 
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them. They all willingly quitted these chambers, and 
returned to the room below, where a fire was lighted 
and the party remained together for some time. 

La Motte, for reasons best known to himself, at- 
tempted to ridicule the discovery and fears of Adeline 
till she, with a seriousness that checked him, entreated 
he would desist. He was silent, and soon after, Adeline, 
encouraged by the return of daylight, ventured to her 
chamber, and for some hours experienced the blessing 
of undisturbed repose. 

On the following day Adeline’s first care was to ob- 
tain an interview with Peter, whom she had some hopes 
of seeing as she went down stairs. He, however, did 
not appear, and she proceeded to the sitting-room, 
where she found La Motte apparently much disturbed. 
Adeline asked him if he had looked at the MS. “I have 
run my eye over it,” said he, “but it is so much ob- 
scured bv time that it can scarcely be deciphered. It 
appears to exhibit a strange romantic story; and I do 
not wonder that after you had suffered its terrors to 
impress your imagination, you fancied you saw spectres 
and heard wondrous noises.” 

Adeline thought La Motte did not choose to be con- 
vinced, and she therefore forbore reply. During break- 
fast she often looked at Peter (who waited) with anx- 
ious inquiry, and from his countenance was still more 
assured that he had something of importance to com- 
municate In the hope of some conversation with him, 
she left the room as soon as possible and repaired to 
her favourite avenue, where she had not long remained 
when he appeared “God bless you 1 ma’mselle,” said 
he, “I’m sorry I frighted you so last night.” 

“Frighted me,” said Adeline, “how was you con- 
cerned in that 11 ” 

He then informed her that when he thought Mon- 
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sieur and Madame La Motte were asleep, he had stolen 
to her chamber door with an intention of giving her 
the sequel of what he had begun in the morning, that 
he had called several times as loudly as he dared, but 
receiving no answer, he believed she was asleep or did 
not choose to speak with him, and he had therefore 
left the door This account of the voice she had heard 
relieved Adeline’s spirits ; she was even surprised that 
she did not know it, till remembering the perturbation 
of her mind for some time preceding, this surprise 
■disappeared 

She entreated Peter to be brief in explaining the 
danger with which she was thrtatened “If you’ll let 
me go on my own way* ma’am, you’ll soon know it; 
but if you hurry me and ask me questions here and 
there, out of their places, I don’t know what I am 
saying ” 

“Be it so,” said Adeline; “only remember that we 
may he observed ” 

“Yes, ma’mselle, I’m as much afraid of that as you 
aTe, for I believe I should be almost as ill off ; however, 
that is neither here nor there, but I’m sure if you stay 
in this old abbey another night, it will be worse for 
you, for as I said before, I know all about it.” 

“What mean you, Peter 

“Why, about this scheme that’s going on.” 

“What, then, is my father' 1 ” "Your father,” in- 

terrupted Peter , “Lord bless you, that is all fudge to 
frighten you, your father nor nobody else has ever sent 
after you. I dare say he knows no more of yon than 
the pope does — not he ” Adeline looked displeased. 
“You trifle,” said she, “if you have anything to tell, 
jay it quickly; I am in haste.” 

"Bless you, young ladj, T meant no harm I hope 
you’re not angrv, hut I’m sure you can't deny that your 
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father is cruel. But, as I was saying, the Marquis de 
Montajt likes you, and he and my master” (Peter looked 
round) “have been laying their heads together about 
you.” Adeline turned pale — she comprehended a part 
of the truth and eagerly entreated him to proceed. 

“They have been laying their heads together about 
you. This is what Jaques, the Marquis’s man, tells 
me. Says he, ‘Peter, you little know what is going on — 
I could tell all if I chose it, but it is not for those who 
are trusted to tell again. I warrant now your master 
is close enough with you ’ Upon which I was piqued, 
and resolved to make him believe I could be trusted as 
well as he. ‘Perhaps not,’ says I, ‘perhaps I know as 
much as you, though I do not choose to brag on’t,’ and 
I winked — ‘Do you so ? ’ says he, ‘then you are closer 
than I thought for. She is a tine girl,’ says he, meaning 
you, ma’mselle , ‘but she is nothing but a poor found- 
ling after all— so it does not much signify.’ I had a 
mind to know farther what he meant — so I did not 
knock him down By seeming to know as much as he, 
I at last made him discover all, and he told me— but 
you look pale, ma’mselle, are you ill 

“No,” said Adeline, m a tremulous accent, and 
scarcely able to support herself, “pray proceed.” 

“And he told me that the Marquis had been courting 
you a good while, but you would not listen to him, and 
had even pretended he would marry you, and all would 
not do. ‘As for marriage,’ says I, ‘I suppose she knows 
the Marchioness is alive, and I’m sure she is not one 
for his turn upon other terms.’ " 

“The Marchioness is really living then said Ade- 
line. 

“O yes, ma’mselle 1 we all know that, and I thought 
you had known it too. — ‘We shall see that,’ replies 
Jaques; ‘at least, I believe that our master will outwit 



426 MRS. ANN RADCLIFFE 

her.’ — I stared, I could not help it — ‘Aye,’ says he, 
‘you know your master has agreed to give her up to 
my lord.’ ” 

“Good God 1 what will become of me 1 ” exclaimed 
Adeline. 

“Aye, ma’mselle, I am sorrv for you , but hear me 
out When Jaques said this. I quite forgot myself. 
‘I’ll never believe it,’ said I, ‘I’ll never believe mv 
master would be guilty of such a base action he’ll not 
give her up, or I’m no Christian ’ — 'Oh •’ said Jaques, 
‘for that matter, I thought you’d known all, else 1 
should not have said a word about it However, you 
may soon satisfy yourself bv going to the parlour door, 
as I have done, they’re in consultation about it now, 

I dare say 

“You need not repeat am more of this conversation,” 
said Adeline, "but tell me the result of wliat you heard 
from the parlour.” 

“Why, ma’mselle, when he said this. 1 took him at 
his word and went to the door, where, sure enough, I 
heard my master and the Marquis talking about vou. 
They said a great deal, which I could make nothing of; 
but, at last, I heard the Marquis say, ‘You know the 
terms; on these terms only will I consent to bury the 
past in ob — ob — oblivion ’ that was the word Mon- 

sieur La Motte then told the Marquis if he would return 
to the abbey upon such a night, meaning this very 
night, ma’mselle, everything should be prepared ac- 
cording to his wishes ‘Adeline shall then be yours, 
my lord,’ said he, — ‘you are already acquainted with 
her chamber.’ ” 

At these words Adeline clasped her hands and raised 
her eyes to heaven in silent despair — Peter *vent on. « 
“When I heard this, I could not doubt what Jaques had 
■said. — ‘Well,’ said he, “what do you think of it now ? ’ 
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— ‘Why, that my master’s a rascal,’ says I — 'It’s well 
you don’t think mine one too,’ says he — ‘Why, as for 

that matter,’ says I” Adeline, interrupting him, 

inquired if he had heard an\ thing farther “Just 
then,” said Peter, “we heard Madame La Motte come 
out from another room and so we made haste back to 
the kitchen ” 

“Sht was not present at this conversation then 5 ” said 
Adeline “No, ma’mselle, but my master has told her 
of it, I warrant ” Adeline was almost as much shocked 
by this apparent perfidy of Madame La Motte as by 
a know ledge of the destruction that threatened her 
After musing a few moments in extreme agitation, 
“Peter,” said she, “\ou have a good heart, and feel a 
just indignation at your master’s treachery — will you 
assist me to escape 5 ” 

“Ah, ma’mselle said he, “how can I assist you; 
besides, where can we go 5 I have no friends about 
here, no more than yourself ” 

“O replied Adeline in extreme emotion, “we fly 
from enemies, strangers may prove friends Assist me 
but to escape from this forest, and you will claim my 
eternal gratitude I have no fears beyond it.” 

“Wh v as for this forest,” replied Peter, “I am 
weary of it my self, though when we first came I thought 
it would be fine living here, at least I thought it was 
very different from any life I had ever lived before. 
But these ghosts that haunt the abbey — I am no more 
a coward than other men, but I don’t like them. And 
then there is so many T strange reports abroad, and my 
master — I thought I could have served him to the end 
of the world, but now I care not how soon I leave him, 
for his behaviour to you, ma’mselle ” 

"You consent, then, to assist me in escaping said 
Adeline with eagerness. 
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“Why as to that, ma’mselle, I -would willingly if 
1 knew whqge to go. To be sure, I have a sister lives 
in Savoy, but that is a great way off, and I have saved 
a little money out of my wages, but that won’t carry 
us such a long journey.” 

“Regard not that,” said Adeline, “if I was once be- 
yond this forest, I would then endeavour to take care 
of myself, and repay you for your kindness.” 

“O 1 as for that, madam” 

“Well, well, Peter, let us consider how we may es- 
cape. This night, say you, this night — the Marquis is 
to return 

“Yes, ma’mselle, to-night, about dark. I have just 
thought of a scheme my master’s horses are grazing 
in the forest. We may take one of them and send it 
back from the first stage; but how shall we avoid be- 
ing seen > Besides, if we go off in the day-light, he 
will soon pursue and overtake us, and if you stay till 
night, the Marquis will be come, and then there is no 
chance If they miss us both at the same time, too, 
they’ll guess how it is and set off directly Could not 
you contrive to go first and wait for me till the hurly- 
burly’s over ? Then while they’re searching in the place 
underground for you, I can slip away, and we should be 
out of their reach before they thought of pursuing us ” 

Adeline agreed to the truth of all this, and was some- 
what surprised at Peter’s sagacity She inquired if he 
knew of any place in the neighbourhood of the abbey 
where she could remain concealed till he came with 
a horse “Why yes, madam, there is a place, now I 
think of it, where you may be safe enough, for nobody 
goes near but they say it’s haunted, and perhaps you 
would not like to go there.” Adeline, remembering the 
last night, was somewhat startled at this intelligence, 
but a sense of her present danger pressed again upon 
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her mind and overcame every other apprehension. 
“Where is this place f ” said she; “if it will conceal me, 
I shall not hesitate to go." 

“It is an old tomb that stands in the thickest part of 
the forest about a quarter of a mile off the nearest way, 
and almost a mile the other. When my master used to 
hide himself so much in the forest, I have followed him 
somewhere thereabouts, but I did not find out the tomb 
till t’other day. However, that’s neither here or there; 
if you dare venture to it, ma'mselle, I’ll shew you the 
nearest way.” So saying, he pointed to a winding path 
on the right. Adeline, having looked round without per- 
ceiving any person near, directed Peter to lead her to 
the tomb. They pursued the path, till turning into a 
gloomy, romantic part of the forest, almost impervious 
to the rays of the sun, they came to the spot whither 
Louis had formerly traced his father 

The stillness and solemnity of the scene struck awe 
upon the heart of Adeline, who paused and surveyed 
it for some time in silence At length Peter led her 
into the interior part of the ruin, to which they de- 
scended by several steps “Some old abbot,” said he, 
“was formerly buried here, as the Marquis’s people 
say, and it’s like enough that he belonged to the abbey 
yonder. But I don't see why he should take it m his 
head to walk, he was not murdered, surely.” 

“I hope not,” said Adeline. 

“That's more than can be said for all that lies bur- 
led at the abbey though, and ” Adeline inter- 

rupted him. “Hark 1 surely I hear a noise,” said she; 
“heaven protect us from discovery'” They listened, 
but all was still, and they went on. Peter opened a low 
door, and they entered upon a dark passage frequently 
obstructed by loose fragments of stone, and along which 
they moved with caution “Whither are we going?" 
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said Adeline. — “I scarcely know myself,” said Peter, 
“for I never was so far before, but the place seems 
quiet enough ” Something obstructed his way. It was 
a door, which yielded to his hand and discovered a 
kind of cell, obscurely seen by the twilight admitted 
through a grate above. A partial gleam shot athwart 
the place, leaving the greatest part of it in shadow. 

Adeline sighed as she surveyed it. “This is a fright- 
ful spot,” said she, “but if it will afford me a shelter, 
it is a palace. Remember, Peter, that my peace and 
honour depend upon your faithfulness, be both discreet 
and resolute. In the dusk of the evening I can pass 
from the abbey with least danger of being observed, 
and in this cell I will wait your arrival. As soon as 
Monsieur and Madame La Motte are engaged in search- 
ing the vaults, you will bring here a horse. Three 
knocks upon the tomb shall inform me of your arrival. 
For heaven’s sake be cautious, and be punctual.” 

“I will, ma’mselle, let come what may ” 

They reascended to the forest, and Adeline, fearful 
of observation, directed Peter to run first to the abbey 
and invent some excuse for his absence, if he had been 
missed. When she was again alone, she yielded to a 
flood of tears and indulged the excess of her distress. 
She saw herself without friends, without relations, des- 
titute, forlorn, and abandoned to the worst of evils t 
betrayed by the very persons to whose comfort she had 
80 long administered, whom she had loved as her pro- 
tectors, and revered as her parents’ These reflections 
touched her heart with the most afflicting sensations, 
and the sense of her immediate danger was for a while 
absorbed in the grief occasioned by a discovery of such 
guilt in others. 

At length she roused all her fortitude, and turning 
towards the abbey, endeavoured to await with patience 
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the houT of evening, and to sustain an appearance of 
composure in the presence of Monsieur and Madame La 
Motte For the present she wished to avoid seeing 
either of them, doubting her ability to disguise her emo- 
tions Having reached the abbey. She therefore passed 
on to her chamber Here she endeavoured to direct her 
attention to indifferent subjects, but in vain, the danger 
of her situation and the severe disappointment she had 
received m the character of those whom she had so 
much esteemed, and even loved, pressed hard upon her 
thoughts To a generous mind few circumstances are 
more afflicting than a discovery of perfidy in those whom 
we have trusted, even though it may fail of any absolute 
inconvenience to ourselves The behaviour of Madame 
La Motte in thus, by concealment, conspiring to her 
destruction, particularlv shocked her 

“How has my imagination deceived me'” said she; 
“What a picture did it draw of the goodness of the 
world' And must I then believe that everybody is 
cruel and deceitful ? No — let me still be deceived and 
still suffer, rather than be condemned to a state of 
such wretched suspicion ” She now endeavoured to 
extenuate the conduct of Madame La Motte by attrib- 
uting it to a fear of her husband “She dare not 
oppose his will,” said she, “else she would warn me of 
my danger and assist me to escape from it. No — I 
will never believe her capable of conspiring my ruin. 
Terror alone keeps her silent” 

Adeline was somewhat comforted by this thought. 
The benevolence of her heart taught her in this instance 
to sophisticate She perceived not that by ascribing 
the conduct of Madame La Motte to terror, she only 
softened the degree of her guilt, imputing it to a mo- 
tive less depraved but not less selfish She remained in 
her chamber till summoned to dinner, when, drying her 
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tears, she descended with faltering steps and a palpi- 
tating heart to the parlour. When she saw La Motte, 
in spite of all her efforts, she trembled and grew pale. 
She could not behold even with apparent indifference the 
man who she knew had destined her to destruction. 
He observed her emotion, and inquiring if she was ill, 
she saw the danger to which her agitation exposed her. 
Fearful lest La Motte should suspect its true cause, she 
rallied all her spirits, and with a look of complacency 
answered she was well 

'During dinner she preserved a degree of composure 
that effectually concealed the varied anguish of her 
heart. When she looked at La Motte, terror and in- 
dignation were her predominant feelings; but when she 
regarded Madame La Motte, it was otherwise. Grati- 
tude for her former tenderness had long been confirmed 
into affection, and her heart now swelled with the bit- 
terness of grief and disappointment. Madame La 
Motte appeared depressed, and said little. La Motte 
seemed anxious to prevent thought by assuming a ficti- 
tious and unnatural gaiety He laughed and talked and 
threw off frequent bumpers of wine, it was the mirth 
of desperation. Madame became alarmed and would 
have restrained him, but he persisted in his libations to 
Bacchus till reflection seemed to be almost overcome. 

Madame La Motte, fearful that in the carelessness of 
the present moment he might betray himself, withdrew 
with Adeline to another room. Adeline recollected the 
happy hours she once passed with her, when confidence 
banished reserve and sympathy and esteem dictated the 
sentiments of friendship. Now those hours were gone 
for ever, she could no longer unbosom her griefs to 
Madame La Motte, no longer even esteem her Yet 
notwithstanding all the danger to which she was ex- 
posed by the criminal silence of the latter, she could not 
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converse with her, consciously for the last time, without 
feeling a degree of sorrow which wisdom may call 
weakness, but to which benevolence will allow a softer 
name. 

Madame La Motte in her conversation appeared tiv 
labour under an almost equal oppression with Adeline. 
Her thoughts were abstracted from the subject of dis- 
course, and there were long and frequent intervals of 
silence Adeline more than once caught her gazing 
with a look of tenderness upon her, and saw her eyes 
fill with tears By this circumstance she was so much 
affected that she was several times upon the point of 
throwing herself at her feet and imploring her pity and 
protection Cooler reflection shewed her the extrava- 
gance and danger of this conduct She suppressed her 
emotions, but they at length compelled her to withdraw 
from the presence of Madame La Motte. 


CHAPTER X 2 * 

Adeline anxiously watched from her chamber win- 
dow the sun set behind the distant hills, and the time 
of her departure draw nigh It set with uncommon 
splendour and threw a fiery gleam athwart the woods 
and upon some scattered fragments of the ruins, which 
she could not gaze upon with indifference “Never, 
probably, again shall I see the sun sink below those 
hills,” said she, “or illumine this scene 1 Where shall 
I be when next it sets — where this time tomorrow ? 
Sunk, perhaps, in misery She wept to the thought. 
“A few hours,” resumed Adeline, “and the Marquis will 
arrive — a few hours, and this abbey will be a scene of 
confusion and tumult Every eye will be in search of 
* See the Editor’s Note p. xxiv Ante 
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me; every recess will be explored.” These reflections 
inspired her with new terror and increased her impa- 
tience to be gone. 

Twilight gradually came on, and she now thought it 
sufficiently dark to venture forth, but before she went, 
she kneeled down and addressed herself to heaven. She 
implored support and protection, and committed herself 
to^ the care of the God of mercies Having done this, 
she quitted her chamber and passed with cautious steps 
down the winding staircase. No person appeared, and 
she proceeded through the door of the tower into the 
forest. She looked around , the gloom of the evening 
obscured every object. 

With a trembling heart she sought the path pointed 
out by Peter, which led to the tomb, having found it, 
she passed along forlorn and terrified. Often did she 
start as the breeze shook the light leaves of the trees, 
or as the bat flitted by gamboling in the twilight, and 
often as she looked back towards the abbey, thought 
she distinguished amid the deepening gloom the figures 
of men. Having proceeded some way, she suddenly 
heard the feet of horses, and soon after a sound of 
voices, among which she distinguished that of the Mar- 
quis. They seemed to come from the quarter she was 
approaching, and evidently adi anced Terror for some 
minutes arrested her steps , she stood m a state of 
dreadful hesitation. To proceed was to run into the 
hands of the Marquis; to return was to fall into the 
.power of La Motte. 

After remaining for some time uncertain whither to 
fly, the sounds suddenly took a different direction, and 
wheeled towards the abbey. Adeline had a short cessa- 
tion of terror. She now understood that the Marquis 
had passed this spot only in his way to the abbey, and 
she hastened to secrete herself in the ruin. At length 
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after much difficulty she reached it, the deep shades 
almost concealing it from her search. She paused at the 
entrance, awed by the solemnity that reigned within and 
the utter darkness of the place At length she deter- 
mined to watch without till Peter should arrive. “If 
any person approaches,” said she, “I can hear them 
before they can see me, and I can then secrete myself 
in the cell ” i 

She leaned against a fragment of the tomb m trem- 
bling expectation, and as she listened, no sound broke 
the silence of the hour The state of her mind can only 
be imagined by considering that upon the present time 
turned the crisis of her fate. “They have now,” thought 
she, “discovered my flight , even now they are seeking 
me in every part of the abbey I hear their dreadful 
voices call me, I see their eager looks.” The power of 
imagination almost overcame her. While she yet looked 
around, she saw lights moving at a distance, sometimes 
they glimmered between the trees and sometimes they 
totally disappeared 

They seemed to be in a direction with the abbey; and 
she now remembered that in the morning she had seen 
a part of the fabric through an opening in the forest. 
She had therefore no doubt that the lights she saw pro- 
ceeded from people in search of her, who, she feared, 
not finding her at the abbey, might direct their steps 
towards the tomb Her place of refuge now seemed too 
near her enemies to be safe, and she would have fled 
to a more distant part of the foresf, but recollected that 
Peter would not know where t 9 find her 

While these thoughts passed over her mind, she 
heard distant voices in the wind, and was hastening to 
conceal herself in the cell, when she observed the 
lights suddenly disappear All was soon after hushed 
in silence and darkness . yet she endeavoured to find the 
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way to the ceil. She remembered the situation of the 
outward door and of the passage, and having passed 
these, she unclosed the door of the cell Within it was 
utterly dark. She trembled violently, but entered ; and, 
having felt about the walls, at length seated herself on 
a projection of stone. 

She here again addressed herself to heaven, and en- 
deavoured to reanimate her spirits till Peter should 
arrive Above half an hour elapsed in this gloomy re- 
cess, and no sound foretold Ins approach Her spirits 
sunk, she feared some part of their plan was discov- 
ered, or interrupted, and that he was detained by La 
Motte This com iction operated sometimes so strongly 
upon her fears as to urge her to quit the cell alone, and 
seek in flight her only chance of escape. 

While this design was fluctuating in her mind, she 
distinguished through the grate above a clattering of 
hoofs. The noise approached, and at length stopped 
at the tomb In the succeeding moment she heard three 
strokes of a whip, her heart beat, and for some mo- 
ments her agitation was such that she made no effort 
to quit the cell The strokes were repeated she now 
roused her spirits, and, stepping forward, ascended to 
the forest She called Peter, for the deep gloom would 
not permit her to distinguish either man or horse. She 
was quickly answered “Hush ' ma’mselle, our voices 
will betray us.” 

They mounted and rode off as fast as the darkness 
would permit Adeline’s heart revived at every step 
they took She inquired what had passed at the abbey, 
and how he had contrived to get away. “Speak softly, 
ma’mselle ; you’ll know all by and bye, but I can’t tell 
you now.” He had scarcely spoke ere they saw lights 
move along at a distance, and coming now to a more 
open part of the forest, he set off on a full gallop, and 
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continued the pace tilL the horse could hold it no longer. 
They looked back, and no lights appearing, Adeline’s 
terror subsided She inquired again what had passed 
at the abbey when her flight was discovered. “You may 
speak without fear of being heard,” said she; “we are 
gone beyond their reach I hope.” 

“Why, ma’mselle,” said he, “you had not been gone 
long before the Marquis arrived, and Monsieur La 
Motte then found out you was fled Upon this a great 
rout there was, and he talked a great deal with the 
Marquis ” 

“Speak louder,” said Adeline, “I cannot hear you." 

“I will, ma’mselle ” — 

“Oh 1 heaiens 1 ' interrupted Adeline, “what voice is 
this ? It is not Peter’s. For God’s sake tell me who 
you are, and whither I am going*” 

“You’ll know that soon enough, young lady,” an- 
swered the stranger, for it was indeed not Peter. “I 
am taking you where my master ordered.” Adeline, not 
doubting he was the Marquis’s servant, attempted to 
leap to the ground, but the man, dismounting, bound 
her to the horse. One feeble ray of hope at length 
beamed upon her mind she endeavoured to soften the 
man to pity, and pleaded with all the genuine eloquence 
of distress; but he understood his interest too well to 
yield even for a moment to the compassion which, in 
spite of himself, her artless supplication inspired. 

She now resigned herself to despair, and in passive 
silence submitted to her fate. They continued thus to 
travel till a storm of rain, accompanied by thunder and 
lightning, drove them to the covert of a thick grove. 
The man believed this a safe situation, and Adeline was 
now too careless of life to attempt convincing him of 
his error. The storm was violent and long, but as soon 
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as it abated they set off on full gallop, and having 
continued to travel for about two hours, they came to 
the borders of the forest, and, soon after to a high 
lonely wall which Adeline could just distinguish by the 
moon-light which now streamed through the parting 
clouds. 

Here they stopped. The man dismounted, and having 
opened a small door m the wall, he unbound Adeline, 
who shrieked, though involuntarily and in vain, as he 
took her from the horse The door opened upon a 
narrow passage dimly lighted by a lamp which hung at 
the farther end He led her on. They came to an- 
other door; it opened and disclosed a magnificent 
saloon, splendidly illuminated and fitted up m the most 
airy and elegant taste. 

The walls were painted in fresco, representing scenes 
from Ovid, and hung above with silk drawn up m fes- 
toons and richly fringed. The sofas were of a silk to 
suit the hangings. From the centre of the ceiling, 
which exhibited a scene from the Armida of Tasso, 
descended a silver lamp of Etruscan form. It diffused 
a blaze of light that, reflected from large pier glasses, 
completely illuminated the saloon. Busts of Horace, 
Ovid, Anacreon, Tibullus, and Petronius Arbiter 
adorned the recesses, and stands of flowers, placed in 
Etruscan vases, breathed the most delicious perfume. 
In the middle of the apartment stood a small table 
spread with a collation of fruits, ices, and liquors. No 
person appeared. The whole seemed the works of en- 
chantment, and rather resembled the palace of a fairy 
than anything of human conformation. 

Adeline was astonished, and inquired where she was, 
but the man refused to answer her questions, and hav- 
ing desired her to take some refreshment, left her. 
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She walked to the windows, from which a gleam of 
moon-light discovered to her an extensive garden, where 
groves and lawns and water glittering in the moon-beam 
composed a scenery of varied and romantic beauty. 
“What can this mean 1 ” said she - “Is this a charm to 
lure me to destruction She endeavoured with a hope 
of escaping to open the windows, but they were all 
fastened , she next attempted several doors, and found 
them also secured 

Perceiving all chance of escape was removed, she 
remained for some time given up to sorrow and reflec- 
tion, but was at length drawn from her reverie by the 
notes of soft music, breathing such dulcet and entranc- 
ing sounds as suspended grief and waked the soul to 
tenderness and pensive pleasure Adeline listened m 
surprise, and insensibly became soothed and interested, 
a tender melancholy stole upon her heart and subdued 
every harsher feeling But the moment the strain 
ceased, the enchantment dissolved, and she returned to 
a sense of her situation 

Again the music sounded — music such as charmeth 
sleep — and again she gradually yielded to its sweet 
magic A female voice, accompanied by a lute, a haut- 
boy, and a few other instruments, now gradually 
swelled into a tone so exquisite, as raised attention into 
ecstasy It sunk by degrees, and touched a few simple 
notes with pathetic softness, when the measure was 
suddenly changed, and in a gay and airy melody Ade- 
line distinguished the following words 

Song. 

Life’s a varied, bright illusion, 

Joy and sorrow — light and shade; 

Turn from sorrow’s dark suffusion, 

Catch the pleasures ere they fade. 
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, Fancy paints with hues unreal, 

/ Smile of bliss, and sorrow’s mood; 

If they both are but ideal, 

Why reject the seeming good' 1 

Hence * no more * ’tis wisdom calls ye, 

Bids ye court Time’s present aid, 

The future trust not — hope enthrals ye, 

“Catch the pleasures ere they fade ” 

The music ceased, but the sound still vibrated on her 
imagination, and she was sunk in the pleasing languor 
they had inspired when the door opened and the Mar- 
quis de Montalt appeared. He approached the sofa 
where Adeline sat, and addressed her, but she heard not 
h|s voice — she had fainted. He endeavoured to recover 
her, and at length succeeded, but when she unclosed her 
eyes and again beheld him, she relapsed into a state of 
insensibility, and having in vain tried various methods 
to restore her, he was obliged to call assistance. Two 
young women entered, and when she began to revive, 
he left them to prepare her for his reappearance. 
When Adeline perceived that the Marquis was gone, 
and that she was m the care of women, her spirits 
gradually returned , she looked at her attendants and 
was surprised to see so much elegance and beauty. 

Some endeavour she made to interest their pity; but 
they seemed wholly insensible to her distress, and began 
to talk of the Marquis in terms of the highest admira- 
tion. They assured her it would be her own fault if she 
was not happy, and advised her to appear so in his 
presence. It was with the utmost difficulty that Adeline 
forbore to express the disdain which was rising to her 
lips, and that she listened to their discourse m silence. 
But she saw the inconvenience and fruitlessness of op- 
position, and she commanded her feelings. 
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They were thus proceeding in their praises of the 
Marquis, when he himself appeared, and waving his 
hand, they immediately quitted the apartment. Adeline 
beheld him with a kind of mute despair, while he ap- 
proached and took her hand, which she hastily with- 
drew, and turning from him with a look of unutterable 
distress, burst into tears. He was for some time silent, 
and appeared softened by her anguish. But again ap- 
proaching, and addressing her in a gentle voice, he 
entreated her pardon for the step which despair and, 
as he called it, love, had prompted. She was too much 
absorbed m grief to reply, till he solicited a return of 
his love, when her sorrow yielded to indignation and 
she reproached him with his conduct. He pleaded that 
he had long loved and sought her upon honourable 
terms, and his offer of those terms he began to repeat, 
but raising his eves towards Adeline, he saw m her 
looks the contempt which he was conscious he deserved. 

For a moment he was confused, and seemed to under- 
stand both that his plan was discovered and his per- 
son despised; but soon resuming his usual command of 
feature, he again pressed his suit and solicited her 
love. A little reflection shewed Adeline the danger of 
exasperating Ins pride by an avowal of the contempt 
which his pretended offer of marriage excited; and she 
thought it not improper upon an occasion in which the 
honour and peace of her life was concerned to yield 
somewhat to the policy of dissimulation. She saw that 
her only chance of escaping his designs depended upon 
delaying them, and she now wished him to believe heT 
ignorant that the Marchioness was living and that his 
offers were delusive. 

He observed her pause, and in the eagerness to turn 
her hesitation to his advantage, renewed his proposal 
with increased vehemence. — "To-morrow shall unite us, 
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lovely Adeline; to-morrow you shall consent to become 
the Marchioness de Montalt. You will then return my 
love and 

"You must first deserve my esteem, my lord ” 

"I will — I do deserve it. Are you not now in my 
power, and do I not forbear to take advantage of 
your situation ? Do I not make you the most honour- 
able proposals 11 ’’ — Adeline shuddered. "If you wish 
I should esteem you, my lord, endeavour if possible to 
make me forget by what means I came into your power; 
if your views are indeed honourable, prove them so by 
releasing me from my confinement ” 

“Can you then wish, loiely Adeline, to fly from him 
who adores you J ” replied the Marquis, with a studied 
air of tenderness. "Why will you exact so severe a 
proof of my disinterestedness, a disinterestedness which 
is not consistent with love ? No, charming Adeline, let 
me at least have the pleasure of beholding you till the 
bonds of the church shall remove every obstacle to my 
love To-morrow ” 

Adeline saw the danger to which she was now ex- 
posed, and interrupted him. “Deserve my esteem, sir, 
and then you will obtain it. As a first step towards 
which, liberate me from a confinement that obliges me 
to look on you only with terror and aversion. How can 
I believe your professions of love while you shew that 
you have no interest in my happiness Thus did 
Adeline, to whom the arts and the practice of dissimu- 
lation were hitherto equally unknown, condescend to 
make use of them in disguising her indignation and con- 
tempt But though these arts were adopted only for 
the purpose of self-preservation, she used them with 
reluctance, and almost with abhorrence, for her mind 
was habitually impregnated with the love of virtue in 
thought, word, and action, and while her end m using 
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them was certainly good, she scarcely thought that eni 
could justify the means. 

The Marquis persisted in his sophistry. “Can you. 
doubt the reality of that love which, to obtain you, has 
urged me to risk your displeasure? But have I not 
consulted your happiness even in the very conduct 
which you condemn' 1 I have removed you from a soli- 
tary and desolate ruin to a gay and splendid villa, 
where every luxury is at your command and where 
every person shall be obedient to your wishes.” 

"My first wish is to go hence,” said Adeline, "I 
entreat, I conjure you, my lord, no longer to detain 
me. I am a friendless and wretched orphan, exposed 
to many evils, and I fear abandoned to misfortune. I 
do not wish to be rude, but allow me to say that no 
misery can exceed that I shall feel in remaining here, 
or indeed in being anywhere pursued by the offers you 
make me 1 ” Adeline had now forgot her policy. Tears 
prevented her from proceeding, and she turned away 
her face to hide her emotion. 

“By heaven! Adeline, you do roe wrong,” said the 
Marquis, rising from his seat, and seizing her hand; 
“I love, I adore you , yet you doubt my passion, and 
are insensible to my vows. Every pleasure possible 
to be enjoyed within these walls you shall partake, but 
beyond them you shall not go.” She disengaged her 
hand, and in silent anguish walked to a distant part of 
the saloon. Deep sighs burst from her heart, and 
almost fainting, she leaned on a window frame for 
support. 

The Marquis followed her; "Why thus obstinately 
persist in refusing to be happy said he; “recollect 
the proposal I have made you, and accept it while it is 
yet m your power. To-morrow a priest shall join our 
hands — Surely, being, as you are, in my power, it must 
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be your interest to consent to this?” Adeline could 
answer only by tears; she despaired of softening his 
heart to pity, and feared to exasperate his pride by 
disdain. He now led her, and she suffered him, to a 
seat near the banquet, at which he pressed her to par- 
take of a variety of confectionaries, particularly of 
some liquors, of which he himself drank freely: Adeline 
accepted only of a peach. 

And now the Marquis, who interpreted her silence 
into a secret compliance with his proposal, resumed all 
his gaiety and spirit, while the long and ardent regards 
he bestowed on Adeline, overcame her with confusion 
and indignation. In the midst of the banquet soft 
music again sounded the most tender and impassioned 
airs, but its effect on Adeline was now lost, her mind 
being too much embarrassed and distressed by the 
presence of the Marquis to admit even the soothings of 
harmony. A song was now heard written with that 
sort of impotent art by which some voluptuous poets be- 
lieve they can at once conceal and Tecommend the prin- 
ciples of vice. Adeline received it with contempt and 
displeasure, and the Marquis, perceiving its effect, pres- 
ently made a sign for another composition, which add- 
ing the force of poetry to the charms of music, might 
withdraw her mind from the present scene and enchant 
it m sweet delirium. 

Song of a Spirit 

In sightless air I dwell, 

On the sloping sun-beams ploy, 

Delve the cavern’s inmost cell, 

Where never yet did day-light stray: 

Dive beneath the green sea waves, 

And gambol m the briny deeps; 
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Skim every shore that Neptnne laves, 

From Lapland’s plains to India’s steeps. 

Oft I mount with rapid force 

Above the wide earth's shadowy zone ; 

Follow the day-star’s flaming course 

Through realms of space to thought unknown 

And listen oft celestial sounds 

That swell the air unheard of men. 

As I watch my nightly rounds 
O’er woody steep, and silent glen 

Under the shade of waving trees. 

On the green bank of fountain clear. 

At pensive eve I sit at ease, 

While dying music murmurs near. 

And oft on point of airy clift. 

That hangs upon the western main, 

I watch the gay tints passing swift, 

And twilight veil the liquid plain 

Then, when the breeze has sunk away. 

And ocean scarce is heard to lave, 

For me the sea-nymphs softly play 
Their dulcet shells beneath the wave. 

Their dulcet shells ■ I hear them now. 

Slow swells the strain upon mine ear; 

Now faintly falls — now warbles low, 

Till rapture melts into a tear. 

The ray that silvers o’er the dew, 

And trembles through the leafy shade 

And tints the scene with softer hue, 

Calls me to rove the lonely glade, 
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Or hie me to some min’d tower, 

Faintly shewn by moon-light gleam, 

Where the lone wanderer owns my power 
In shadows dire that substance seem; 

In thrilling sounds that murmur woe. 

And pausing silence make more dread, 

In music breathing from below 

Sad solemn strains, that wake the dead. 

Unseen I moie — unknown am fear’d 1 
Fancy’s wildest dreams I weave, 

And oft by bards my voice is heard 
To die along the gales of eve 

When the voice ceased, a mournful strain, played 
with exquisite expression, sounded from a distant horn 
Sometimes the notes floated on the air m soft undula- 
tions — now they swelled into full and sweeping melody, 
and now died faintly into silence, when again they 
rose and trembled in sounds so sweetly tender as drew 
tears from Adeline and exclamations of rapture from 
the Marquis He threw his arm round her, and would 
have pressed her towards him, but she liberated herself 
from his embrace, and with a look on which was im- 
pressed the firm dignity of virtue, yet touched with 
sorrow, she awed him to forbearance Conscious of a 
superiority which he was ashamed to acknowledge, and 
endeavouring to despise the influence which he could 
not resist, he stood for a moment the slave of virtue, 
though the votary of vice. Soon, however, he recovered 
his confidence, and began to plead his love ; when Ade- 
line, no longer animated by the spirit she had lately 
shewn, and sinking beneath the languor and fatigue 
which the various and violent agitations of her mind 
produced, entreated he would leave her to repose. 
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The paleness of her countenance and the tremulous 
tone of her voice were too expressive to be misunder- 
stood , and the Marquis, bidding her remember to-mor- 
row, with some hesitation withdrew. The moment she 
was alone, she yielded to the bursting anguish of her 
heart, and was so absorbed in grief that it was some 
time before she perceived she was m the presence of 
the young women who had lately attended her, and had 
entered the saloon soon after the Marquis quitted it. 
They came to conduct her to her chamber. She fol- 
lowed them for some time in silence, till prompted by 
desperation, she again endeavoured to awaken their 
compassion. But again the praises of the Marquis 
were repeated, and perceiving that all attempts to in- 
terest them in her favour were m vain, she dismissed 
them. She secured the door through which they had 
departed, and then, in the languid hope of discovering 
some means of escape, she surveyed her chamber. The 
airy elegance with which it was fitted up and the lux- 
urious accommodations with which it abounded seemed 
designed to fascinate the imagination and to seduce the 
heart. The hangings were of straw-coloured silk, 
adorned with a variety of landscapes and historical 
paintings, the subjects of which partook of the volup- 
tuous character of the owner. The chimney-piece, of 
Parian marble, was ornamented with several reposing 
figures from the antique. The bed was of silk the col- 
our of the hangings, richly fringed with purple and 
silver, and the head made in form of a canopy. The 
steps which were placed near the bed to assist in as- 
cending it were supported by cupids, apparently of solid 
silver. China vases, filled with perfume^ stood in sev- 
eral of the recesses upon stands of the same structure 
as the toilet, which was magnificent, and ornamented 
with a variety of trinkets. 
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Adeline threw a transient look upon these Various 
objects, and proceeded to examine the windows, which 
descended to the floor and opened into balconies towards 
the garden she had seen from the saloon. They were 
now fastened, and her efforts to move them were in- 
effectual; at length she gave up the attempt. A door 
next attracted her notice, which she found was not 
fastened. It opened upon a dressing closet, to which 
she descended by a few steps. Two windows appeared; 
she hastened towards them. One refused to yield, but 
her heart beat with sudden joy when the other opened 
to her touch. 

In the transport of the moment she forgot that its 
distance from the ground might yet deny the escape she 
meditated. She returned to lock the door of the closet 
to prevent a surprise, which, however, was unnecessary, 
that of the bed-room being already secured. She now 
looked out from the window. The garden lay before 
her, and she perceived that the window, which de- 
scended to the floor, was so near the ground that she 
might jump from it with ease. Almost in the moment 
she perceived this, she sprang forward and alighted 
safely in an extensive garden, resembling more an Eng- 
lish pleasure ground than a series of French parterres. 

Thence she had little doubt of escaping, either by 
some broken fence or low part of the wall, she tripped 
lightly along, for hope played round her heart. The 
clouds of the late storm were now dispersed, and the 
moon-light, which slept on the lawns and spangled the 
flowerets yet heavy with rain-drops, afforded her a 
distinct view of the surrounding scenery. She followed 
the direction^of the high wall that adjoined the cha- 
teau, till it was concealed from her sight by a thick 
wilderness, so entangled with boughs and obscured by 
darkness that she feared to enter, and turned aside into 
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a walk on the right. It conducted her to the margin 
of a lake overhung with lofty trees. 

The moon-beams dancing upon the waters, that with 
gentle undulation played along the shore, exhibited a 
scene of tranquil beauty which would have soothed a 
heart less agitated than was that of Adeline. She sighed 
as she transiently surveyed it, and passed hastily on in 
search of the garden wall, from which she had now 
strayed a considerable way. After wandering foT some 
time through alleys and over lawns without meeting 
with anything like a boundary to the grounds, she again 
found herself at the lake, and now traversed its border 
with the footsteps of despair. Tears rolled down her 
cheeks. The scene around exhibited only images of 
peace and delight, every object seemed to repose; not 
a breath waved the foliage, not a sound stole through 
the air; it was in her bosom only that tumult and dis- 
tress prevailed She still pursued the windings of the 
shore, till an opening in the woods conducted her up 
a gentle ascent, the path now wound along the side of 
a hill, where the gloom w T as so deep that it was with 
some difficulty she found her way. Suddenly, however, 
the avenue opened to a lofty grove, and she perceived 
a light issue from a recess at some distance. 

She paused, and her first impulse was to retreat, but 
listening and hearing no sound, a faint hope beamed 
upon her mind that the person to whom the light be- 
longed might be won to favour her escape * She ad- 
vanced with trembling and cautious steps towards the 
recess, that she might secretly observe the person before, 
she ventured to enter it Her emotion increased as she 
approached, and having reached the bower, she beheld 
through an open window the Marquis reclining on a 
sofa, near which stood a table covered with fruit and 
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-wine. He was alone, and his countenance was flushed 
with drinking 

While she gazed, fixed to the spot by terror, he 
looked up towards the casement; the light gleamed full 
upon her face, but she stayed not to learn whether he 
had observed her, for with the swiftness of sound she 
left the place and ran without knowing whether she 
was pursued. Having gone a considerable way, fatigue 
at length compelled her to stop, and she threw herself 
upon the turf almost fainting with fear and languor. 
.She knew if the Marquis detected her in an attempt to 
escape, he would probably burst the bounds which she 
had hitherto prescribed to himself, and that she had 
the most dreadful evils to expect The palpitations of 
terror were so strong that she could with difficulty 
breathe 

She watched and listened in trembling expectation, 
but no form met her eye, no sound her ear. In this 
state she remained a considerable time. She wept, and 
the tears she shed relieved her oppressed heart “O 
my father'” said she, “why did vou abandon your child ? 
If you knew the dangers to which you have exposed 
her, you would surely pity and relieve her. Alas ' shall 
I never find a friend * Am I destined still to trust and 
be deceived ? — Peter too, could lie be treacherous She 
wept again, and then returned to a sense of her present 
danger and to a consideration of the means of escaping 
it — but no means appeared. 

To her imagination the grounds were boundless, she 
had wandered from lawn to lawn and from grove to 
grove without perceiving any termination to the place, 
the garden wall she could not find, but she resolved 
neither to return to the chateau nor to relinquish her 
search. As she was rising to depart, she perceived a 
shadow move along at some distance , she stood still to 
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observe it. It slowly advanced and then disappeared, 
but presently she saw a person emerge from the gloom 
and approach the spot where she Stood She had no 
doubt that the Marquis had observed her, and she ran 
with all possible speed to the shade of some woods on 
the left Footsteps pursued her and she heard her 
name repeated, while she in vain endeavoured to quicken 
her pace. 

Suddenly the sound of pursuit turned and sunk away 
in a different direction. She paused to take breath; 
she lpoked around and no person appeared. She now 
proceeded slowly along the avenue, and had almost 
reached its termination when she saw the same figure 
emerge from the woods and dart across the avenue. It 
instantly pursued her and approached. A voice called 
her, but she was gone beyond its reach, for she had 
sunk senseless upon the ground. It was long before 
she revived, when she did, she found herself m the 
arms of a stranger, and made an effort to disengage 
herself. 

“Fear nothing, lovely Adeline,” said he, “fear noth- 
ing. You are in the arms of a friend who will en- 
counter any hazard for your sake, who will protect you 
with his life.” He pressed her gently to his heart. 
“Have you then forgot me ? ” continued he She looked 
earnestly at him, and was now convinced that it was 
Theodore who spoke Joy was her first emotion, but, 
recollecting his former abrupt departure at a time SO' 
critical to her safety, and that he was the friend of 
the Marquis, a thousand mingled sensations struggled 
in her breast and overwhelmed her with mistrust, ap- 
prehension, and disappointment. 

Theodore raised her from the ground, and while he 
yet supported her, “Let us immediately fly from this 
place,” said he, “a carriage waits to receive us; it 
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shall go wherever you direct, and convey you to your 
friends.” This last sentence touched her heart: “Alas, 
I have no friend!” said she, “nor do I know whither 
to go.” Theodore gently pressed her hand between his, 
and in a voice of the softest compassion, said, "My 
friends then shall be yours , suffer me to lead yon to 
them. But I am in agony while you remain m this 
place; let us hasten to quit it” Adelme was going to 
reply, when voices were heard among the trees, and 
Theodore, supporting her with his arm, hurried her 
along the avenue. They continued their flight till Ade- 
line, panting for breath, could go no farther. 

Having paused a while, and heard no footsteps in 
pursuit, they renewed their course. Theodore knew 
that they were now not far from the garden wall, but 
he was also aware that in the intermediate space several 
paths wound from remote parts of the grounds into 
the walk he was to pass, from whence the Marquis’s 
people might issue and intercept him He, however, 
concealed his apprehensions from Adeline, and en- 
deavoured to soothe and support her spirits. 

At length they reached the wall, and Theodore was 
leading her towards a low part of it, near which stood 
the carriage, when again they heard voices in the air. 
Adeline’s spirits and strength were nearly exhausted, 
but she made a last effort to proceed, and she now saw 
the ladder at some distance by which Theodore had 
descended to the garden. “Exert yourself yet a little 
longer,” said he, “and you will be in safety " He held 
the ladder while she ascended, the top of the wall was 
broad and level, and Adeline, having reached it, re- 
mained there till Theodore followed and drew the 
ladder to the other side. 

When they had descended, the carriage appeared m 
waiting, but without the driver. Theodore feared to 
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call, lest his voice should betray him. He therefore 
put Adeline into the carriage and went himself in 
search of the postillion, whom he found asleep under 
a tree at some distance Having awakened him, they 
returned to the vehicle, which soon drove furiously 
away. Adeline did not yet dare to believe herself safe, 
but after proceeding a considerable time without inter- 
ruption, joy burst upon her heart and she thanked her 
deliverer m terms of the warmest gratitude. The sym- 
pathy expressed in the tone of his voice and manner 
proved that his happiness on this occasion almost 
equalled her own 

As reflection gradually stole upon her mind, anxiety 
superseded joy. In the tumult of the late moments she 
thought only of escape, but the circumstances of her 
present situation novfc appeared to her, and she became 
silent and pensive. She had no friends to w'hom she 
could fly, and was going with a young chevalier, almost 
a stranger to her, she knew not whither She remem- 
bered how often she had been deceived and betrayed 
where she trusted most, and her spirits sunk She re- 
membered also the former attention wdnbh Theodore 
had shewn her, and dreaded lest his conduct might be 
prompted by a selfish passion She saw this to be pos- 
sible, but she disdained to believe it probable, and felt 
that nothing could give her greater .pain than to doubt 
the integrity of Theodore. 

He interrupted her reverie by recurring to her late 
situation at the abbey. “You w r ould be much sur- 
prised,” said he, “and, I fear, offended, that I did not 
attend my appointment at the abbey after the alarming 
hints I had given you in our last interview. That cir- 
cumstance has perhaps injured me in your esteem, if 
indeed I was ever so happy as to possess it, but my 
designs were over-ruled by those of the Marquis de 
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Montalt, and I think I may venture to assert that my 
distress upon this occasion was at least equal to your 
apprehensions.” 

Adeline said she had been much alarmed by the hints 
he had given her, and by his failing to afford farther 
information, concerning the subject of her danger, 
and — She checked the sentence that hung upon her 
lips, for she perceived that she was unwarily betraying 
the interest he held in her heart There were a few 
moments of silence, and neither party seemed perfectly 
at ease. Theodore at length renewed the conversation 
“Suffer me to acquaint you,” said he, “with the circum- 
stances that withheld me from the interview I solicited; 
I am anxious to exculpate mjself.” Without waiting 
her reply, he proceeded to inform her that the Marquis 
jad by some inexplicable means learned or suspected 
the subject of their last conversation, and perceiving 
his designs were m danger of being counteracted, had 
taken effectual means to prevent her obtaining farther 
intelligence of them. Adeline immediately recollected 
that Theodore and herself had been seen in the forest 
by La Motte, who had no doubt suspected their growing 
intimacy, and had taken care to inform the Marquis 
how likely he was to find a rival in his friend 

“On the day following that on which I last saw 
you,” said Theodore, “the Marquis, who is my colonel, 
■commanded me to prepare to attend my regiment, and 
-appointed the following morning for my journey. This 
sudden order gave me some surprise, but I was not long 
in doubt concerning the motive for it A servant of the 
Marquis who had been long attached to me entered my 
room soon after I had left his lord, and expressing 
concern at my abrupt departure, dropped some hints 
respecting it which excited my surprise. I inquired 
farther, and was confirmed in the suspicions I had for 
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some time entertained of the Marquis’s designs upon 
you. 

“Jaques farther informed me that our late interview 
had been noticed and communicated to the Marquis. 
His information had been obtained from a fellow serv- 
ant, and it alarmed me so much that I engaged him to 
send me intelligence from time to time concerning the 
proceedings of the Marquis I now looked forward to 
the evening which would bring me again to } our pres- 
ence with increased impatience, but the ingenuity of the 
Marquis effectually counteracted my endeavours and 
wishes Fie had made an engagement to pass the day 
at the i ilia of a nobleman some leagues distant and not- 
withstanding all the excuses I could offer, I was obliged 
to attend him. Thus compelled to obey, I passed a day 
of more agitation and anxiety than I had ever before 
experienced. It was midnight before we returned to 
the Marquis’s chateau. I arose early in the morning 
to commence my journey, and resolved to seek an inter- 
view with you before I left the province 

“When I entered the breakfast room, I was much 
surprised to find the Marquis there already, who, com- 
mending the beauty of the morning, declared his inten- 
tion of accompanying me as far as Chineau. Thus 
unexpectedly deprived of my last hope, my countenance, 
I believe, expressed what I felt, for the scrutinizing 
eye of the Marquis instantly changed from seeming 
carelessness to displeasure The distance from Chineau 
to the abbey was at least twelve leagues , yet I had once 
some intention of returning from thence when the Mar- 
quis should leave me, till I recollected the very remote 
chance there would even then be of seeing you alone, 
and also that if I was observed by La Motte, it would 
awaken all his suspicions and caution him against any 
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future plan I ought see it expedient to attempt. I 
therefore proceeded to join my regiment. 

“Jaqnes sent me frequent accounts of the operations 
of the Marquis, but his manner of relating them was 
so very confused that they only served to perplex and 
distress me. His last letter, however, alarmed me so 
much that my residence m quarters became intolerable, 
and as I found it impossible to obtain leave of absence, 
I secretly left the regiment and concealed myself in a 
cottage about a mile from the chateau, that I might 
obtain the earliest intelligence of the Marquis’s plans. 
Jaqnes brought me daily information, and at last an 
account of the horrible plot which was laid for the fol- 
lowing night. 

“I saw little probability of warning you of your 
danger. If I ventured near the abbey, La Motte might 
discover me, and frustrate every attempt on my part 
to save you. Yet I determined to encounter this risk 
for the chance of seeing you, and towards evening I was 
preparing to set out for the forest, when Jaques arrived 
and informed me that you was to be brought to the 
chateau. My plan was thus rendered less difficult. I 
learned also that the Marquis, by means of those re- 
finements in luxury with which he is but too well ac- 
quainted, designed, now that his apprehension of losing 
you was no more, to seduce you to his wishes and impose 
upon you by a fictitious marriage. Having obtained 
information concerning the situation of the room allotted 
you, I ordered a chaise to be in waiting, and with a 
design of scaling your window and conducting you 
thence, I entered the garden at midnight.” 

Theodore having ceased to speak — “I know not how 
words can express my sense of the obligations I owe 
you,” said Adeline, “or my gratitude for your 
generosity.” 
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“Ah! call it not generosity,” he replied; “it was 
love.” He paused. Adeline was silent. After some 
moments of expressive emotion, he resumed: “But par- 
don this abrupt declaration. Yet why do I call it 
abrupt, since my actions have already disclosed what 
my lips have never till this instant ventured to ac- 
knowledge.” He paused again. Adeline was still silent. 
“Yet do me the justice to believe that I am sensible of 
the impropriety of pleading my love at present, and 
have been surprised into this confession. I promise 
also to forbear from a renewal of the subject till you 
are placed in a situation where you may freely accept 
or refuse the sincere regards I offer you. If I could, 
however, now be certain that I possess your esteem, it 
would relieve me from much anxiety ” 

Adeline felt surprised that he should doubt her es- 
teem for him, after the signal and generous service he 
had rendered her, but she was not yet acquainted with 
the timidity of love “Do you then,” said she, in a 
tremulous voice, “believe me ungrateful ? It is impos- 
sible I can consider your friendly interference in my 
behalf without esteeming you.” Theodore immediately 
took her hand and pressed it to Ins lips in silence. They 
were both too much agitated to converse, and continued . 
to travel for some miles without exchanging a word 


CHAPTERS XI AND XII 

[These two chapters (likewise Chapters XV to XVII 
in their proper place) are summarized. They are te- 
dious and rather loosely integrated with the plot, and 
show the characters in no new or specially interesting 
light. 
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Chapter XI continues with the flight of Theodore 
and Adeline, who discover with the dawn that they are 
pursued by a body of horsemen. They are overtaken 
at an inn at which they had sought safety. Theodore 
is apprehended as a deserter from his regiment, which 
he had m fact left to aid Adeline, and an affray follows 
in which he is seriously wounded. When Theodore is 
partly recovered, he is told to be prepared to leave 
shortly, under arrest, and in the urgency of the mo- 
ment he proposes to marry Adeline to protect her 
against the Marquis. Adeline, however, “though she 
had no friends to control and no contrariety of interests 
to perplex her, could not bring herself to consent thus 
hastily to a marriage with a man of whom she had little 
knowledge, and to whose family and connections she 
had no sort of introduction.” She resolves to seek 
refuge in a neighbouring convent. These plans are in- 
terrupted, however, by the arrival of the Marquis him- 
self. As Theodore is led off under arrest, in despair 
for Adeline he seizes a sword from one of his guards 
and dangerously wounds the Marquis. In the midst of 
her uncertainties as to the fate of either Theodore or 
the Marquis, Adeline is forced by the servants of the 
nobleman into a chaise and hurried from the village, 
ignorant of her destination 

Chapter XII gives a resume of the steps by which 
the Marquis had been informed of Theodore’s interven- 
tion in his plans, and the Marquis’s consequent resolve 
to punish him for his presumption. Theodore’s desper- 
ate situation excites the sympathy of the physician who 
has attended him, and who has been called to aid the 
Marquis in the later emergency. The physician there- 
fore attempts to delay the Marquis’s plans, by making 
him think that he is more dangerously injured than m 
fact he is. Meanwhile Theodore is sent off hurriedly 
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under guard, facing the prospect of death for assault 
upon the Marquis, his superior officer ] 


CHAPTER XIII 

Meanwhile the persecuted Adeline continued to travel 
witli little interruption all night Her mind suffered 
such a tumult of grief, regret, despair, and terror, that 
she could not be said to think The Marquis’s valet, 
who had placed himself in the chaise with her, at first 
seemed inclined to talk, but her inattention soon silenced 
him and left her to the indulgence of her own misery. 

They seemed to travel through obscure lanes and by- 
ways, along which the carriage drove as furiously as 
the darkness would permit When the dawn appeared, 
she perceived herself on the borders of a forest, and 
renewed her entreaties to know whither she was going. 
The man replied he had no orders to tell, but she would 
soon see. Adeline, w ho had hitherto supposed they 
were carrying her to the villa, now began to doubt 
it, and as every place appeared less terrible to her 
imagination than that, her despair began to abate, and 
she thought only of the devoted Theodore, whom she 
knew to be the victim of malice and revenge. 

They now entered upon the forest, and it occurred 
to her that she was going to the abbey, for though she 
had no remembrance of the scenery through which she 
passed, it was not the less probable that this was the 
forest of Fontanville, whose boundaries were by much 
too extensive to have come within the circle of her 
former walks. This conjecture revived a terror little 
inferior to that occasioned by the idea of going to the 
villa, for at the abbey she would be equally in the 
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power of the Marquis, and also m that of her cruel 
enemy La Motte. Her mind revolted at the picture 
her fancy drew, and as the carriage moved under the 
shades, she threw from the window a look of eager 
inquiry for some object which might confirm or destroy 
her present surmise. She did not long look, before 
an opening in the forest shewed her the distant towers 
of the abbey — “I am, indeed, lost then,” said she, 
bursting into tears. 

They were soon at the foot of the lawn, and Peter 
was seen running to open the gate, at which the car- 
nage stopped When he saw Adeline, he looked sur- 
prised and made an effort to speak, but the chaise now 
drove up to the abbey, where at the door of the hall 
La Motte himself appeared As he advanced to take 
her from the carriage, an universal trembling seized 
her. It was with the utmost difficulty she supported 
herself, and for some moments she neither observed 
his countenance nor heard his voice. He offered his arm 
to assist her into the abbey, which she at first refused, 
but having tottered a few paces, was obliged to accept. 
They then entered the vaulted room, where, sinking 
into a chair, a flood of tears came to her relief. La 
Motte did not interrupt the silence, which continued 
for some tune, but paced the room in seeming agitation. 
When Adeline was sufficiently recovered to notice ex- 
ternal objects, she observed his countenance, and there 
read the tumult of his soul, while he was struggling 
to assume a firmness which his better feelings opposed. 

La Motte now took her hand and would have led 
her from the room, but she stopped and with a kind 
of desperate courage made an effort to engage him to 
pity and to save her He interrupted her “It is not in 
my power,” said he, in a voice of emotion, “I am not 
master of myself or my conduct, inquire no farther — 
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it is sufficient for you to know that I pity you; more 
I cannot do.” He gave her no time to reply, but tak- 
ing her hand, led her to the stairs of the tower and 
from thence to the chamber she had formerly occupied. 

"Here you must remain for the present,” said he, 
“in a confinement which is perhaps almost as involun- 
tary on my part as it can be on yours. I am willing 
to render it as easy as possible, and have therefore 
ordered some books to be brought you.” 

Adeline made an effort to speak, but he hurried 
from the room, seemingly ashamed of the part he had 
undertaken, and unwilling to trust himself with her 
tears. She heard the door of the chamber locked, and 
then looking towards the windows, perceived they were 
secured The door that led to the other apartments 
was also fastened. Such preparation for security 
shocked her, and hopeless as she had long believed 
herself, she now perceived her mind sink deeper in 
despair. When the tears she shed had somewhat re- 
lieved her and her thoughts could turn from the sub- 
jects of her immediate concern, she was thankful for 
the total seclusion allotted her, since it would spare 
her the pain she must feel in the presence of Monsieur 
and Madame La Motte, and allow the unrestrained in- 
dulgence of her own sorrow and reflection;’ reflection 
which, however distressing, was preferable to the agony 
inflicted on the mind when, agitated by care and tear, 
it is obliged to assume an appearance of tranquillity 

In about a quarter of an hour her chamber-door 4ms 
unlocked and Annette appeared with refreshments aVd 
books She expressed satisfaction at seeing Adelnw- 
again, but seemed fearful of speaking, knowing, prob- \ 
ably, that it was contrary to the orders of La Motte, 
who she said was waiting at the bottom of the stairs. 
When Annette was gone, Adeline took some refresh- 



*62 MBS. ANN RADCLIFFE 

merit, which was indeed necessary; for she had tasted 
nothing since she left the inn. She was pleased but 
not surprised that Madame La Motte did not appear, 
who, it was evident, shunned her from a consciousness 
of her own ungenerous conduct, a consciousness which 
offered some presumption that she was still not wholly 
unfriendly to her. She reflected upon the words of 
La Motte: “I am not master of myself or my conduct,”’ 
and though they afforded her no hope, she derived some 
comfort, poor as it was, from the belief that he pitied 
her. After some time spent m miserable reflection and 
various conjectures, her long-agitated spirits seemed to 
demand repose, and she lay down to sleep. 

Adeline slept quietly for several hours, and awoke 
with a mind refreshed and tranquillized. To prolong 
this temporary peace, and to prevent therefore the 
intrusion of her own thoughts, she examined the books 
La Motte had sent her. Among these she found some 
that in happier times had elevated her mind and inter- 
ested her heart. Their effect was now weakened ; they 
were still, however, able to soften for a time the sense 
of her misfortunes. 

But this Lethean medicine to a wounded mind was 
but a temporary blessing, the entrance of La Motte 
dissolved the illusions of the page and awakened her 
to a sense of her own situation. He came with food, 
and having placed it on the table, left the room without 
speaking. Again she endeavoured to read, but his ap- 
pearance had broken the enchantment — bitter reflection 
returned to her mind, and brought with it the image 
of Theodore — of Theodore lost to her for ever 1 

La Motte, meanwhile, experienced all the terrors 
that could be inflicted by a conscience not wholly hard- 
ened to guilt. He had been led on by passion to dissi- 
pation — and from dissipation to vice; but having once 
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touched the borders of infamy, the progressive steps 
followed each other fast, and he now saw himself the 
pander of a villain and the betrayer of an innocent girl 
whom every plea of justice and humanity called upon 
him to protect. He contemplated his picture — he shrunk 
from it, but he could change its deformity only by an 
effort too nobly daring for a mind already effeminated 
by vice. He viewed the dangerous labyrinth into which 
he was led, and perceived, as if for the first time, the 
progression of lus guilt. From this labyrinth he weaklj 
imagined farther guilt could alone extricate him. In- 
stead of employing his mind upon the means of saving 
Adeline from destruction, and himself from being in- 
strumental to it, he endeavoured only to lull the pangs 
of conscience and to persuade himself into a belief that 
he must proceed in the course he had begun. He knew 
himself to be in the power of the Marquis, and he 
dreaded that power more than the sure though distant 
punishment that awaits upon guilt. The honour of 
Adeline and the quiet of his own conscience he con- 
sented to barter for a few years of existence. 

He was ignorant of the present illness of the Mar- 
quis, or lie would hase perceived that there was a chance 
of escaping the threatened punishment at a price less 
enormous than infamy, and he would perhaps have en- 
deavoured to save Adeline and himself by flight. But 
the Marquis, foreseeing the possibility of this, had or- 
dered his servants carefully to conceal the circumstance 
which detained him, and to acquaint La Motte that he 
should be at the abbey in a few days, at the same time 
directing his valet to await him there Adeline, as he 
expected, had neither inclination nor opportunity to 
mention it, and thus La Motte remained ignorant of the 
circumstance which might have preserved him from 
farther guilt and Adeline from misery. 
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Most unwillingly had La Motte made his wife ac- 
quainted with the action which had made him absolutely 
dependent upon the will of the Marquis, but the per- 
turbation of his mind partly betrayed him. Frequently 
in his sleep he muttered incoherent sentences, and fre- 
quently would start from his slumber and call in pas- 
sionate exclamation upon Adeline. These instances of 
a disturbed mind had alarmed and terrified Madame La 
Motte, who watched while he slept and soon gathered 
from his words a confused idea of the Marquis’s designs. 

She hinted her suspicions to La Motte, who reproved 
her for having entertained them, but his manner, in- 
stead of repressing, increased her fears for Adeline, 
fears which the conduct of the Marquis soon con- 
firmed On the night that he slept at the abbey, it had 
occurred to her that whatever scheme was in agita- 
tion, it would now most probably be discussed, and 
anxiety for Adeline made her stoop to a meanness which 
in other circumstances would have been despicable. She 
quitted her room, and concealing herself in an apart- 
ment adjoining that in winch she had left the Marquis 
and her husband, listened to their discourse. It turned 
upon the subject she had expected, and disclosed to her 
the full extent of their designs Terrified for Adeline, 
and shocked at the guilty weakness of La Motte, she 
was for some time incapable of thinking or determining 
how to proceed. She knew her husband to be under 
great obligation to the Marquis, whose territory thus 
afforded him a shelter from the world, and that it was 
in the power of the former to betray him into the 
hands of his enemies. She believed also that the Mar- 
quis would do this, if provoked, yet she thought upon 
such an occasion La Motte might find some way of 
appeasing the Marquis without subjecting himself to 
dishonour. After some farther reflection her mmd be- 
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came more composed, and she Tetumed to heT chamber, 
where La Motte soon followed. Her spirits, however, 
were not now in a state to encounter either his displeas- 
ure or his opposition, which she had too much reason to 
expect, whenever she should mention the subject of her 
concern, and she therefore resolved not to notice it till 
the morrow 

On the morrow she told La Motte all he had uttered 
in his dreams, and mentioned other circumstances which 
com meed him it was in vain any longer to deny the 
truth of her apprehensions. His wife then represented 
to him how possible it was to avoid the infamy into 
which lie was about to plunge by quitting the territories 
of the Marquis, and pleaded so warmly fbr Adeline 
that La Motte in sullen silence appeared to meditate 
upon the plan. His thoughts were, however, very dif- 
ferently engaged He was conscious of having deserved 
from the Marquis a dreadful punishment, and knew 
that if he exasperated him by refusing to acquiesce with 
his wishes, he had little to expect from flight, for the 
eye of justice and revenge would pursue him with in- 
defatigable research 

La Motte meditated how to break this to his wife, for 
he perceived that there was no other method of coun- 
teracting her virtuous compassion for Adeline, and the 
dangerous consequences to be expected from it, than by 
opposing it with terror for his safety, and this could 
be done only by shewing her the full extent of the evils 
that must attend the resentment of the Marquis. Vice 
had not yet so entirely darkened his conscience but 
that the blush of shame stained his cheek and his tongue i 
faltered when he would have told his guilt. At length, 
finding it impossible to mention particulars, he told her 
that on account of an affair which no entreaties should 
ever induce him to explain, his life was in the power 
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of the Marquis. “You see the alternative,” said he; 
“take your choice of evils, and if you can, tell Adeline 
of her danger and sacrifice my life to save her from 
a situation which many would be ambitious to obtain.” 
— Madame La Motte, condemned to the horrible alter- 
native of permitting the seduction of innocence or of 
dooming her husband to destruction, suffered a distrac- 
tion of thought which defied all control. Perceiving, 
however, that an opposition to the designs of the Mar- 
quis would rum La Motte and avail Adeline little, she 
determined to yield and endure in silence. 

At the time when Adeline was planning her escape 
from the abbey, the significant looks of Peter had led 
La Motte to suspect the truth and to observe them 
more closely. He had seen them separate in the hall 
with apparent confusion, and had afterwards observed 
them conversing together in the cloisters. Circum- 
stances so unusual left him not a doubt that Adeline 
had discovered her danger and was concerting with 
Peter some means of escape. Affecting, therefore, to 
be informed of the whole affair, he charged Peter with 
treachery towards himself, and threatened him with the 
vengeance of the Marquis if he did not disclose all 
he knew The menace intimidated Peter, and suppos- 
ing that all chance of assisting Adeline was gone, he 
made a circumstantial confession and promised to for- 
bear acquainting Adeline with the discovery of the 
scheme. In this promise he was seconded by inclina- 
tion, for he feared to meet the displeasure which Ade- 
line, believing he had betrayed her, might express. 

On the evening of the day on which Adeline’s in- 
tended escape was discovered, the Marquis designed to 
come to the abbey, and it had been agreed that he should 
then take Adeline to his villa. La Motte had imme- 
diately perceived the advantage of permitting Adeline 
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to repair, m the belief of being undiscovered, to the 
tomb. It would prevent much disturbance and opposi- 
tion, and spare himself the pam he must feel m her 
presence when she should know that he had betrayed 
her. A servant of the Marquis might go at the ap- 
pointed hour to the tomb, and wrapt in the disguise of 
night, might take her quietly thence in the character 
of Peter. Thus without resistance she would be car- 
ried to the villa, nor discover her mistake till it was too 
late to prevent its consequence. 

When the Marquis did arrive, La Motte, who was 
not so much intoxicated by the wine he had drank as 
to forget his prudence, informed him of what had hap- 
pened and what he had planned, and the Marquis ap- 
proving it, his servant was made acquainted with the 
signal which afterwards betrayed Adeline to his power. 

A deep consciousness of the unworthy neutrality she 
had observed in Adeline's concerns, made Madame La 
Motte anxiously avoid seeing her now that she was 
again in the abbey. Adeline understood this conduct, 
and she rejoiced that she was spared the anguish of 
meeting her as an enemy, whom she had once consid- 
ered as a friend Several days now passed m solitude, 
in miserable retrospection and dreadful expectation. 
The perilous situation of Theodore was almost the con- 
stant subject of her thoughts. Often did she breathe 
an agonizing wish for his safety, and often look round 
the sphere of possibility in search of hope But hope 
had almost left the horizon of her prospect, and when 
it did appear, it sprung only from the death of the 
Marquis, whose vengeance threatened most certain 
destruction. 

The Marquis, meanwhile, lay at the inn at Caux 
in a state of very doubtful recovery. The physician 
and surgeon, neither of whom he would dismiss nor 
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suffer to leave the village, proceeded upon contrary 
principles, and the good effect of what the one pre- 
scribed, was frequently counteracted by the injudicious 
treatment of the other Humanity alone prevailed on 
the physician to continue his attendance Tlie malady 
of the Marquis was also heightened by the impatience 
of his temper, the terrors of death, and the irritation 
of his passions. One moment he believed himself dying, 
another he could scarcely be prevented from attempt- 
ing to follow Adeline to the abbey. So various were 
the fluctuations of his mind and so rapid the schemes 
that succeeded each other, that his passions were in a 
continual state of conflict. The physician attempted to 
persuade him that his recovery greatly depended upon 
tranquillity, and to prevail upon him to attempt at least 
some command of his feelings, but he was soon silenced, 
in hopeless disgust, by the impatient answers of the 
Marquis. 

At length the servant who had carried off Adeline 
returned, and the Marquis having ordered him into 
his chamber, asked so many questions in a breath that 
the man knew not which to answer. At length he pulled 
a folded paper from his pocket, which he said had been 
dropped in the chaise by Mademoiselle Adeline, and 
as he thought his lordship would like to see it, he had 
taken care of it. The Marquis stretched forth his hand 
with eagerness and received a note addressed to Theo- 
dore. On perceiving the superscription, the agitation of 
jealous rage for a moment overcame him, and he held 
it in his hand unable to open it 

He, however, broke the seal and found it to be a note 
of inquiry written by Adeline to Theodore during his 
illness, and which from some accident she had been 
prevented from sending him The tender solicitude it 
expressed fot his recovery stung the soul of the Mar- 
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quis and drew from him a comparison of her feelings 
on the illness of his rival and that of himself “She 
could be solicitous for his recovery,” said he, “but for 
mine she only dreads it ” As if willing to prolong the 
pam this little billet had excited, he then read it again. 
Again he cursed Ins fate and execrated his rival, giving 
himself up as usual to the transports of his passion He 
was going to throw it from him, when his eyes caught 
the seal, and he looked earnestly at it His anger 
seemed now to have subsided, he deposited the note 
carefully m his pocket-book, and was for some time 
lost m thought 

After many days of hopes and fears, the strength 
of his constitution overcame his illness, and he was well 
enough to write several letters, one of which he imme- 
diately sent off to prepare La Motte for his reception. 
The same policy which had prompted him to conceal 
his illness from La Motte, now urged him to say what 
he knew would not happen, that he should reach the 
abbey on the day after Ins servant He repeated this 
injunction, that Adeline should be strictly guarded, and 
renewed his promises of reward for the future services 
of La Motte 

La Motte, to whom each succeeding day had brought 
new surprise and perplexity concerning the absence of 
the Marquis, received this notice with uneasiness, for he 
had begun to hope that the Marquis had altered his 
intentions concerning Adeline, being either engaged m 
some new adventure or obliged to visit his estates in 
some distant province. He would have been willing 
thus to have got rid of an affair which was to reflect so 
much dishonour on himself 

This hope was now vanished, and he directed Madame 
to prepare for the reception of the Marquis. Adeline 
passed these days in a state of suspense which was now 
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clieered by hope and now darkened by despair. This 
delay, so much exceeding her expectation, seemed to 
prove that the illness of the Marquis was dangerous; 
and when she looked forward to the consequences of 
his recovery, she could not be sorry that it was so. So 
odious was the idea of him to her mind that she would 
not suffer her lips to pronounce his name, nor make the 
inquiry of Annette which was of such consequence to 
her peace. 

It was about a week after the receipt of the Mar- 
quis’s letter that Adeline one day saw from her window 
a party of horsemen enter the avenue, and knew them 
to be the Marquis and his attendants She retired 
from the window in a state of mind not to be described, 
and sinking into a chair, was for some time scarcely 
conscious of the objects around her. When she had re- 
covered from the first terror which his appearance ex- 
cited, she again tottered to the window The party 
was not in sight, but she heard the trampling of horses, 
and knew that the Marquis had wound round to the 
great gate of the abbey. She addressed herself to 
heaven for support and protection, and her mind being 
now somewhat composed, sat down to wait the event. 

La Motte received the Marquis with expressions of 
surprise at his long absence, and the latter, merely 
saying he had been detained by illness, proceeded to 
inquire for Adeline He was told she was in her cham- 
ber, from whence she might be summoned if he wished 
to see her. The Marquis hesitated, and at length ex- 
cused himself, but desired she might be strictly 
watched. “Perhaps, my lord,” said La Motte smiling, 
“Adeline’s obstinacy has been too powerful for your 
passion; you seem less interested concerning her than 
formerly.” 

“O' by no means,” replied the Marquis, “she inter- 
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■ests me, if possible, more than ever; so much, indeed, 
that I cannot have her too closely guarded, and I there- 
fore beg. La Motte, that you will suffer nobody to 
attend her but when you can observe them yourself. 
Is the room where she is confined sufficiently secure ? ” 
La Motte assured him it was, but at the same time 
expressed his wish that she was removed to the villa 
“If by any means,” said he, “she should contrive to 
escape, I know what I must expect from your dis- 
pleasure , and this reflection keeps my mind in continual 
anxiety ” 

“This removal cannot be at present,” said the Mar- 
quis , “she is safer here, and you do wrong to disturb 
yourself with any apprehension of her escape if her 
chamber is really so secure as you represent it ” 

“I can have no motive for deceiving you, my lord, 
in this point ” 

“I do not suspect you of any,” said the Marquis; 
'“guard her carefully, and trust me, she will not escape 
I can rely upon my valet, and if you wish it, he shall 
remain here ” La Motte thought there could be no 
occasion for him, and it was agreed that the man should 
go home 

The Marquis, after remaining about half an hour m 
conversation with La Motte, left the abbey, and Ade- 
line saw him depart with a mixture of surprise and 
thankfulness that almost overcame her She had waited 
in momentary expectation of being summoned to ap- 
pear, and had been endeavouring to arm herself with 
resolution to support Ins presence She had listened to 
every voice that sounded from below, and at every step 
that crossed the passage her heart had palpitated with 
dread lest it should be La Motte coming to lead her to 
the Marquis This state of suffering had been pro- 
longed almost beyond her power of enduring it, when 
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she heard voices under her window, and rising, saw 
the Marquis ride away. After giving way to the joy 
of thankfulness that swelled her heart, she endeavoured 
to account for this circumstance, which, considering 
what had passed, was certainly very strange. It ap- 
peared, indeed, wholly inexplicable, and, after much 
fruitless inquiry, she quitted the subject, endeavouring 
to persuade herself that it could only portend good. 

The tune of La Motte’s usual visitation now drew 
near, and Adeline expected it m the trembling hope 
of hearing that the Marquis had ceased his persecu- 
tion, but he was, as usual, sullen and silent, and it was 
not till he was about to quit the room that Adeline 
had the courage to inquire when the Marquis was ex- 
pected again? La Motte, opening the door to depart, 
replied, on the following day, and Adeline, whom fear 
and delicacy embarrassed, saw she could obtain no in- 
telligence of Theodore but by a direct question She 
looked earnestly, as if she would have spoke, and he 
stopped, but she blushed and was still silent, till upon 
his again attempting to leave the room, she faintly 
called him back 

“I would ask,” said she, “after that unfortunate 
chevalier who has incurred the resentment of the Mar- 
quis by endeavouring to serve me. Has the Marquis 
mentioned him 

“He has,” replied La Motte, “and your indifference 
towards the Marquis is now fully explained.” 

“Since I must feel resentment towards those who 
injure me,” said Adeline, "I may surely be allowed to 
be grateful towards those who serve me Had the 
Marquis deserved my esteem, he would probably have 
possessed it.” 

“Well, well,” said La Motte, “this young hero, who, 
it seems, has been brave enough to lift his arm against 
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bis colonel, is taken care of, and I doubt not will soon 
be sensible of the value of his quixotism.” Indignation, 
grief, and fear struggled in the bosom of Adeline, she 
disdained to give La Motte an opportunity of again 
pronouncing the name of Theodore, yet the uncertainty 
under which she laboured, urged her to inquire whether 
the Marquis had heard of him since he left Caux? 
“Yes,” said La Motte, ‘‘he has been safely carried to 
his regiment, where he is confined till the Marquis can 
attend to appear against hinfi.” 

Adeline had neither power nor inclination to inquire 
farther, and La Motte quitting the chamber, she was 
left to the misery he had renewed Though this infor- 
mation contained no new circumstance of misfortune, 
(for she now heard confirmed what she had always 
expected) a weight of new sorrow seemed to fall upon 
her heart, and she perceived that she had unconsciously 
cherished a latent hope of Theodore’s escape before he 
reached the place of his destination. All hope was 
now, however, gone , he was suffering the miseries of a 
prison and the tortures of apprehension both for his 
own life and her safety She pictured to herself the 
dark damp dungeon where he lay, loaded with chains 
and pale with sickness and grief, she heaid him, in a 
voice that thrilled her heart, call upon her name and 
raise his eyes to heaven in silent supplication • she saw 
the anguish of his countenance, the tears that fell slowly 
on his cheek, and remembering at the same time the 
generous conduct that had brought him to this abyss 
of misery, and that it was for her sake he suffered, 
grief resolved itself into despair, her tears ceased to 
flow, and she sunk silently into a state of dreadful 
torpor. 

On the morrow the Marquis arrived, and departed 
as before. Several days then elapsed, and he did not 
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appear till one evening, as La Motte and his wife were 
in their usual sitting-room, he entered and conversed 
for some time upon general subjects, from which, 
however, he by degrees fell into a revene, and after 
a pause of silence, he rose and drew La Motte to the 
window. “I would speak with you alone,’' said he, “if 
you are at leisure, if not, another time will do.” La 
Motte, assuring him he was perfectly so, would have 
conducted him to another room, but the Marquis pro- 
posed a walk m the forest. They went out together, 
and when they had reached a solitary glade, where the 
spreading branches of the beech and oak deepened the 
shades of twilight and threw a solemn obscurity around, 
the Marquis turned to La Motte and addressed him 

“Your condition. La Motte, is unhappy, this abbey 
is a melancholy residence for a man like you fond of 
society, and like you also qualified to adorn it ” La 
Motte bowed “I wish it was m my power to restore 
you to the world,” continued the Marquis, “perhaps if 
I knew the particulars of the affair which has driven 
you from it, I might perceive that my interest could 
effectually serve you I think I have heard you hint it 
was an affair of honour.” La Motte was silent. “I 
mean not to distress you, however, nor is it common 
curiosity that prompts this inquiry, but a sincere desire 
to befriend you. You have already informed me of 
some particulars of your misfortunes. I think the 
liberality of your temper led you into expenses which 
you afterwards endeavoured to retrieve by gaming.” 

“Yes, my lord,” said La Motte, “ ’tis true that I dis- 
sipated the greater part of an affluent fortune in luxuri- 
ous indulgences, and that I afterwards took unworthy 
means to recover it, but I wish to be spared upon this 
subject I would if possible lose the remembrance of 
a transaction which must forever stain my character. 



THE ROMANCE OF THE FOREST 475 

a {id the rigorous effect of which, I fear, it is not in 
your ^>ower, my lord, to soften ” 

"You may be mistaken on this point,” replied the 
Marquis, “my interest at court is by no means incon- 
siderable. Fear not from me any severity of censure; 
I am not at all inclined to judge harshly of the faults 
of others. I well know how to allow for the emer- 
gency of circumstances; and I think, La Motte, you 
have hitherto found me your friend ” 

“I have, my lord.” 

“And when you recollect that I have forgiven a cer- 
tain transaction of late date ” 

“It is true, my lord, and allow me to say, I have a 
just sense of your generosity. The transaction you al- 
lude to is by far the worst of my life; and what I 
have to relate cannot therefore lower me in your opinion. 
When I had dissipated the greatest part of my prop- 
erty in habits of voluptuous pleasure, I had recourse 
to gaming to supply the means of continuing them. A 
run of good luck for some time enabled me to do this, 
and encouraging my most sanguine of expectations, I 
continued in the same career of success. 

“Soon after this a sudden turn of fortune destroyed 
my hopes and reduced me to the most desperate ex- 
tremity. In one night my money was lowered to the 
sum of two hundred louis These I resolved to stake 
also, and with them my life, for it was my resolution 
not to survive their loss. Never shall I forget the 
horrors of that moment on which hung my fate, nor 
the deadly anguish that seized my heart when my last 
stake was gone. I stood for some time in a state of 
stupefaction, till roused to a sense of my misfortune, 
my passion made me pour forth execrations on my more 
fortunate rivals and act all the frenzy of despair. Dur- 
ing this paroxysm of madness, a gentleman who had 
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been a silent observer of all that passed approached 
me. — ‘You are unfortunate, sir,’ said he. — 'I neeA not 
be informed of that, sir,’ I replied 

“ ‘You have perhaps been ill used,’ resumed he. — 
‘Yes sir, I am ruined, and therefore it may be said I 
am ill used ’ 

“ ‘Do you know the people you have played with ? ’ 

“ ‘No, but I have met them in the first circles ’ 

“ ‘Then I am probably mistaken,’ said he, and walked 
away His last words roused me and raised a hope 
that my money had not been fairly lost. Wishing for 
farther information, I went in search of the gentle- 
man, but he had left the rooms, I, however, stifled my 
transports, returned to the table where I had lost my 
money, placed myself behind the chair of one of the 
persons who had won it, and closely watched the game 
For some time I saw nothing that could confirm my 
suspicions, but was at length convinced they were just. 

“When the game was ended I called one of my ad- 
versaries out of the room, and telling him what I had 
observed, threatened instantly to expose him if he did 
not restore my property The man was for some time 
as positive as myself, and assuming the bully, threat- 
ened me with chastisement for my scandalous assertions. 
I was not, however, in a state of mind to be frightened, 
and his manner served only to exasperate my temper,' 
already sufficiently inflamed by misfortune. After re- 
torting his threats, I was about to return to the apart- 
ment we had left and expose what had passed when 
with an insidious smile and a softened voice he begged 
I would favour him with a few moments’ attention, and 
allow him to speak with the gentleman his partner. To 
the latter part of his request I hesitated, but in the 
mean time the gentleman himself entered the room. Hi# 
partner related to him in few words what had passed 
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between us, and the terror that appeared m his coun- 
tenance sufficiently declared his consciousness of guilt. 

“They then drew aside, and remained a few minutes 
m conversation together, after which they approached 
me with an offer, as they phrased it, of a compromise. 
I declared, however, against any thing of this kind, and 
swore nothing less than the whole sum I had lost should 
content me. — Is it not possible, monsieur, that you may 
be offered something as advantageous as the whole? — I 
did not understand their meaning, but after they had 
continued for some time to give distant hints of the 
same sort, they proceeded to explain. 

“Perceiving their characters wholly m my power, 
they wished to secure my interest to their party, and 
therefore informing me that they belonged to an asso- 
ciation of persons who lived upon the folly and inex- 
perience of others, they offered me a share m their 
concern. My fortunes were desperate, and the proposal 
now made me would not only produce an immediate 
supply, hut enable me to return to those scenes of 
dissipated pleasure to which passion had at first, and 
long habit afterwards, attached me. I closed with the 
offer, and thus sunk from dissipation into infamy.” 

La Motte paused, as if the recollection of these times 
filled him with remorse The Marquis understood his 
feelings. “You judge too rigorously of yourself,” said 
he, “there are few persons, let their appearance of 
honesty be what it may, who m such circumstances 
would have acted better than you have done Had I 
been in your situation, I know not how I might have 
acted. That rigid virtue which shall condemn you may 
dignify itself with the appellation of wisdom, but I 
wish not to possess it, let it still reside, where it gen- 
erally is to be found, in the cold bosoms of those who. 



478 MRS. ANN RADCLIFFE 

wanting feeling to be men, dignify themselves with the 
title of philosophers. But pray proceed.” 

“Our success was for some time unlimited, for we 
held the wheel of fortune and trusted not to her caprice. 
Thoughtless and voluptuous by nature, my expenses 
fully kept pace with my income. An unlucky discovery 
of the practices of our party was at length made by a 
young nobleman, which obliged us to act for some time 
with the utmost circumspection. It would be tedious 
to relate the particulars which made us at length so 
suspected that the distant cmlity and cold reserve of 
our acquaintance rendered the frequenting public assem- 
blies both painful and unprofitable We turned our 
thoughts to other modes of obtaining money, and a 
swindling transaction in which I engaged to a very laTge 
amount soon compelled me to leave Pans You know 
the rest, my lord ” 

La Motte was now silent, and the Marquis continued 
for some time inusing “You perceive, my lord,” at 
length resumed La Motte, “you perceive that my case 
is hopeless.” 

“It is bad, indeed, hut not entirely hopeless. From 
my soul I pity you. Yet, if you should return to the 
world, and incur the danger of prosecution, I think my 
interest with the minister might save you from any 
severe punishment You seem, however, to have lost 
your relish for society, and perhaps do not wish to 
return to it.” 

“Oh 1 my lord, can you doubt this ? — But I am over- 
come with the excess of your goodness, would to heaven 
it were in my power to prove the gratitude it inspires.” 

"Talk not of good 'ess, ” said the Marquis; “I will 
not pretend that my desire of serving you is unalloyed 
by any degree of self-interest I will not affect to be 
more than man, and trust me, those who do are less 
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It is in your power to testify your gratitude and bind 
me to your interest forever ” He paused. “Name but 
the means,” cried La Motte, “name but the means, and 
if they are within the compass of possibility they shall 
be executed.” The Marquis was still silent “Do you 
doubt my sincerity, my lord, that you are yet silent' 
Do you fear to repose a confidence in the man whom 
you have already loaded with obligation, who lives 
by your mercy, and almost by your means' 1 ” The Mar- 
quis looked earnestly at him, but did not speak. “I have 
not deserved this of you, my lord , speak, I entreat you ” 

“There are certain prejudices attached to the human 
mind,” said the Marquis in a slow and solemn voice, 
“which it requires all our wisdom to keep from inter- 
fering with our happiness, certain set notions, acquired 
in infancy and cherished involuntarily by age, which 
grow up and assume a gloss so plausible that few minds 
in what is called a civilized country can afterwards 
overcome them. Truth is often perverted by education. 
While the refined Europeans boast a standard of honour 
and a sublimity of virtue which often leads them from 
pleasure to misery, and from nature to error, the sim- 
ple uninformed American, follows the impulse of his 
heart and obeys the inspiration of wisdom ” The Mar- 
quis paused, and La Motte continued to listen in eager 
expectation. 

“Nature, uncontaminated by false refinement,” re- 
sumed the Marquis, “everywhere acts alike in the great 
occurrences of life The Indian discovers his friend 
to be perfidious, and he kills him, the wild Asiatic does 
the same, the Turk, when ambition fires or revenge 
provokes, gratifies his passion at the expense of life, 
and does not call it murder Even the polished Italian, 
distracted by jealousy or tempted by a strong circum- 
stance of advantage, draws his stilletto and accom- 
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phShes his purpose. It is the first proof of a superior 
mind to liberate itself from prejudices of country or 
of education You are silent. La Motte; are you not 
of my opinion 

“I am attending, my lord, to your reasoning ’’ 

“There are, I repeat it,” said the Marquis, “people of 
minds so weak as to shrink from acts they have been 
accustomed to hold wrong, however advantageous They 
never suffer themselves to be guided by circumstances, 
but fix for life upon a certain standard from which they 
will on no account depart Self preservation is the 
great law of nature, when a reptile hurts us, or an 
animal of prey threatens us, we think no farther, but 
endeavour to annihilate it. When my life, or what may 
be essential to my life, requires the sacrifice of an- 
other, or even if some passion, wholly unconquerable, 
requires it, I should be a madman to hesitate La 
Motte, I think I may confide in you — there are ways 
of doing certain things — you understand me There 
are times, and circumstances, and opportunities — you 
comprehend my meaning ” 

“Explain yourself, my lord ” 

“Kind services that — in short, there are services 
which excite all our gratitude, and which we can never 
think repaid It is in your power to place me in such 
a situation ” 

“Indeed 1 my lord, name the means” 

“I have already named them. This abbey well suits 
the purpose, it is shut up from the eye of observation, 
any transaction may be concealed within its walls , the 
hour of midnight may witness the deed, and the morn 
shall not dawn to disclose it These woods tell no 
tales. Ah 1 La Motte, am I right m trusting this busi- 
ness with you; may I believe you are desirous of serv- 
ing me, and of preserving yourself The Marquis 
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paused, and looked steadfastly at La Motte, -whose 
countenance was almost concealed by the gloom of 
evening 

“My lord, you may trust me in any thing. Explain 
yourself more fully.” 

“What security will you give me of your faithful- 
ness , 

“My life, my lord, is it not already in your power?” 
The Marquis hesitated, and then said, “To-morrow 
about this time I shall return to the abbey, and will 
then explain my meaning, if, indeed, you shall not al- 
ready have understood it. You in the meantime will 
consider your own powers of resolution, and be pre- 
pared either to adopt the purpose I shall suggest or 
to declare you will not.” La Motte made some con- 
fused reply “Farewell till to-morrow,” said the Mar- 
quis, “remember that freedom and affluence are now 
before you ” He moved towards the abbey, and mount- 
ing his horse, rode off with his attendants. La Motte 
walked slowly home, musing on the late conversation. 


CHAPTER XIV 

The Marquis was punctual to the hour La Motte re- 
ceived him at the gate, but he declined entering, and 
said he preferred a walk in the forest Thither, there- 
fore, La Motte attended him. After some general con- 
versation, “Well,” said the Marquis, “have you consid- 
ered what I said, and are you prepared to decide 

"I have, my lord, and will quickly decide, when you 
shall farther explain yourself Till then I can form 
no resolution.” The Marquis appeared dissatisfied, and 
was a moment silent. “Is it then possible,” he at length 
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resumed, “that yon do not understand* This ignorance 
is surely affected. La Motte, I expect sincerity. Tell 
me, therefore, is it necessary I should say more*” 

“It is, my lord,” said La Motte, immediately. “If 
you fear to confide in me freely, how can I fully accom- 
plish vour purpose*” 

“Before I proceed farther,” said the Marquis, “let me 
administer some oath which shall bind you to secrecy. 
But this is scarcely necessary, for could I even doubt 
your word of honour, the remembrance of a certain 
transaction would point out to you the necessity of being 
as silent yourself as you must wish me to be.” There 
was now a pause of silence, during which both the Mar- 
quis and La Motte betrayed some confusion “I think, 
La Motte,” said he, “I have given you sufficient proof 
that I can be grateful; the services you have already 
rendered me with respect to Adeline have not been 
unrewarded ” 

“True, my lord, I am ever willing to acknowledge 
this, and am sorry it has not been in my power to serve 
you more effectually. Your farther views respecting 
her I am ready to assist ” 

“I thank you — Adeline” — the Marquis hesitated “ — 
Adeline,” rejoined La Motte, eager to anticipate his 
wishes, “has beauty worthy of your pursuit She has 
inspired a passion of which she ought to be proud, and 
at any rate she shall soon be yours Her charms are 
worthy of ” 

“Yes, yes,” interrupted the Marquis; "but” he 

paused. — “But they have given you too much trouble 
in the pursuit,” said La Motte, “and to be sure, my 
lord, it must be confessed they have, but this trouble 
ds all over — you may now consider her as your own.” 

“I would do so,” said the Marquis, fixing an eye of 
earnest regard upon La Motte — “I would do so.” 
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“Name your hour, my lord, you shall not be inter- 
rupted — Beauty such as Adeline’s ” 

“Watch her closely,” interrupted the Marquis, “and 
on no account suffer her to leave her apartment. Where 
is she now ? ” 

“Confined m her chamber.” 

“Very well. But I am impatient.” 

“Name your time, my lord — to-morrow night.” 
“To-morrow night,” said the Marquis — “to-morrow 
night. Do you understand me now 

“Yes, my lord, this night, if you wish it so. But 
had you not better dismiss your servants, and remain 
yourself m the forest. You know the door that opens 
upon the woods from the west tower. Come thither 
about twelve — I will be there to conduct you to her 

chamber Remember, then, my lord, that to-night ” 

“Adeline dies'” interrupted the Marquis, in a low 
voice scarcely human. “Do you understand me now ? ” 
La Motto shrunk aghast — “My lord 
“La Motte said the Marquis — There was a silence 
of several minutes, in which La Motte endeavoured 
to recover himself — “Let me ask, my lord, the mean- 
ing of this' 1 ” said he, when he had breath to speak. 
“Why should you wish the death of Adeline — of Ade- 
line, whom so lately you loved ? ” 

“Make no inquiries for my motive,” said the Marquis; 
“but it is as certain as that I li\e that she you name 
must die. This is sufficient.” The surprise of La Motte 
equalled his horror. “The means are various,” resumed 
the Marquis. “I could have wished that no blood might 
be spilt, and there are drugs sure and speedy in their 
effect, but they cannot be soon or safely procured. I 
also wish it over — it must be done quickly — this night.” - 
“This night, my lord'” 
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“Aye, this night, La Motte, if it is to be, why not 
soon. Have you no convenient drug at hand 

“None, my lord.” 

“I feared to trust a third person, or I should have 
been provided,” said the Marquis. “As it is, take this 
poignard; use it as occasion offers, but be resolute.” 
La Motte received the poignard with a trembling hand 
and continued to gaze upon it for some time, scarcely 
knowing what he did. “Put it up,” said the Marquis, 
“and endeavour to recollect yourself ” La Motte 
obeyed, but continued to muse in silence. 

He saw himself entangled in the web which his own 
crimes had woven. Being in the power of the Marquis, 
he knew he must either consent to the commission of a 
deed from the enormity of which, depraved as he was, 
he shrunk in horror, or sacrifice fortune, freedom, prob- 
ably life itself, to the refusal He had been led on by 
slow gradations from folly to vice, till he now saw be- 
fore him an abyss of guilt which startled even the con- 
science that so long had slumbered The means of re- 
treating were desperate — to proceed was equally so. 

When he considered the innocence and the helpless- 
ness of Adeline, her orphan state, her former affection- 
ate conduct, and her confidence in his protection, his 
heart melted with compassion for the distress he had 
already occasioned her, and shrunk in terror from the 
deed he was urged to commit. But when, on the other 
hand, he contemplated the destruction that threatened 
him from the vengeance of the Marquis, and then con- 
sidered the advantages that were offered him of favour, 
freedom, and probably fortune, terror and temptation 
contributed to overcome the pleadings of humanity and 
silence the voice of conscience. In this state of tu- 
multuous uncertainty he continued for some time silent, 
until the voice of the Marquis roused him to a convic- 
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tion of the necessity of at least appearing to acquiesce 
in his designs. 

“Do you hesitate p ” said the Marquis. — “No, my lord, 
my resolution is fixed — I will obey you. But methinks 
it would be better to avoid bloodshed. Strange secrets 

have been revealed by ” 

“Aye, but how avoid it ? ” interrupted the Marquis. — 
“Poison I will not venture to procure. I have given 
you one sure instrument of death. You also may find 
it dangerous to inquire for a drug.” La Motte per- 
ceived that he could not purchase poison without incur- 
ring a discovery much greater than that he wished to 
avoid “You are right, rny lord, and I will follow your 
orders implicitly ” The Marquis now proceeded m 
broken sentences to give farther directions concerning 
this dreadful scheme 

“In her sleep,” said he, “at midnight, the family will 
then be at rest ” Afterwards they planned a story 
which was to account for her disappearance, and by 
which it was to seem that she had sought an escape 
in consequence of her ai ersion to the addresses of the 
Marquis. The doors of her chamber and of the west 
tower were to be left open to corroborate this account, 
and many other circumstances were to be contrived to 
confirm the suspicion They farther consulted how the 
Marquis was to be informed of the event, and it was 
agreed that he should come as usual to the abbey on 
the following day. “To-mght, then.;’ said the Mar- 
quis, “I may rely upon your resolution ” 

“You may, my lord ” 

“Farewell, then. When we meet again ” 

“When we meet again, said La Motte, it will be 
done.” He followed the Marquis to the abbey, and 
having seen him mount his horse and wished him a good 
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night, he retired to his chamber, where he shut him- 
self up. 

Adeline, meanwhile, in the solitude of her prison 
gave way to the despair which her condition inspired. 
She tried to arrange her thoughts and to argue herself 
into some degree of resignation, but reflection, by repre- 
senting the past, and reason, by anticipating the future, 
brought before her mind the full picture of her mis- 
fortunes, and she sunk in despondency. Of Theodore, 
who by a conduct so noble had testified his attachment 
and involved himself in ruin, she thought with a degree 
of anguish infinitely superior to any she had felt upon 
any other occasion. 

That the very exertions which had deserved all her 
gratitude and awakened all her tenderness should be 
the cause of his destruction, was a circumstance so 
much beyond the ordinary bounds of misery that her 
fortitude sunk at once before it. The idea of Theodore 
suffering — Theodore dying — was for ever present to her 
imagination, and frequently excluding the sense of her 
own danger, made her conscious only of Ins Sometimes 
the hope he had given her of being able to vindicate his 
conduct, or at least to obtain a pardon, would return; 
but it was like the faint beam of an April morn, tran- 
sient and cheerless. She knew that the Marquis, stung 
with jealousy and exasperated to revenge, would pur- 
sue him with unrelenting malice. 

Against such an enemy what could Theodore oppose ? 
Conscious rectitude would not avail him to ward off 
the blow which disappointed passion and powerful pride 
directed. Her distress was considerably heightened by 
reflecting that no intelligence of him could reach her 
at the abbey, and that she must remain she knew not 
how long in the most dreadful suspense concerning his 
fate From the abbey she saw no possibility of escap- 
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ing. She was a prisoner in a chamber inclosed at every 
avenue; she had no opportunity of conversing with any 
person who could afford her even a chance of relief, 
and she saw herself condemned to await in passne 
silence the impending destiny, infinitely more dreadful 
to her imagination than death itself. 

Thus circumstanced, she yielded to the pressure of 
her misfortunes, and would sit for hours motionless and 
given up to thought. “Theodore she would frequently 
exclaim, “you cannot hear my voice; you cannot fly to 
help me, yourself a prisoner and m chains.” The pic- 
ture was too horrid. The swelling anguish of her heart 
would subdue her utterance — tears bathed her cheeks 
— and she became insensible to everything but the misery 
of Theodore. 

On this evening her mind had been remarkably 
tranquil, and as she watched from her window with 
a still and melancholy pleasure the setting sun, the fad- 
ing splendour of the western horizon, and the gradual 
approach of twilight, her thoughts bore her back to the 
time when in happier circumstances she had watched the 
same appearances She recollected also the evening of 
her temporary escape from the abbey, when from this 
same window she had viewed the declining sun — how 
anxiously she had awaited the fall of twilight — bow 
much she had endeavoured to anticipate the events of 
her future life — with what trembling fear she had de- 
scended from the tower and ventured into the forest. 
These reflections produced others that filled her heart 
with anguish and her eyes with tears. 

While she was lost in her melancholy reverie she saw 
the Marquis mount his horse and depart from the gate. 
The sight of him revived in all its force a sense of the 
misery he inflicted on her beloved Theodore, and a con- 
sciousness of the evils which more immediately threat- 
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ened, herself. She withdrew from the window in am 
agony of tears, which continuing for a considerable 
time, her frame was at length quite exhausted, and she 
retired early to rest 

La Motte remained in his chamber till supper obliged 
him to descend. At table his wild and haggard coun- 
tenance, which in spite of all his endeavours betrayed 
the disorder of his mind, and his long and frequent 
fits of abstraction surprised as well as alarmed Madame 
La Motte When Peter left the room she tenderly in- 
quired what had disturbed him, and he with a distorted 
smile tried to be gay, but the effort was beyond his art, 
and he quickly relapsed into silence Or when Madame 
La Motte spoke, and he strove to conceal the absence 
of his thoughts, he answered so entirely from the pur- 
pose that his abstraction became still more apparent 
Observing this, Madame La Motte appeared to take 
no notice of his present temper, and they continued to 
sit m uninterrupted silence till the hour of rest, when 
they retired to their chamber 

La Motte lay in a state of disturbed watchfulness for 
some time, and his frequent starts awoke Madame, 
who, however, being pacified by some trifling excuse, 
soon went to sleep again This agitation continued till 
near midnight, when, recollecting that the time was 
now passing in idle reflection which ought to be devoted 
to action, he stole silently from his bed, wrapped him- 
self in his night gown, and taking the lamp which 
burned nightly in his chamber, passed up the spiral 
staircase. As he went he frequently looked back, and 
often started and listened to the hollow sighmgs of 
the blast 

His hand shook so violently when he attempted to 
unlock the door of Adeline’s chamber that he was 
obliged to set the lamp on the ground and apply both 
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his hands The noise he made with the key induced 
him to suppose he must have awakened her, but when 
he opened the door and perceived the stillness that 
reigned within, he was convinced she was asleep When 
he approached the bed he heard her gently breathe, and 
soon after sigh — and he stopped ; but silence return- 
ing, he again advanced, and then heard her sing m her 
sleep. As he listened he distinguished some notes of a 
melancholy little air which in her happier days she 
had often sung to him The low and mournful accent 
m which she now uttered them expressed too well the 
tone of her mind 

La Motte now stepped hastily towards the bed, when, 
breathing a deep sigh, she was again silent He un- 
drew the curtain and saw her lying m a profound sleep, 
her cheek yet wet with tears, resting upon her arm He 
stood a moment looking at her , and as he viewed her 
innocent and lovely countenance, pale in grief, the light 
of the lamp, which shone strong upon her eyes, awoke 
her, and perceiving a man, she utttred a seream Her 
recollection returning, she knew him to he La Motte, 
and it instantly recurring to her that the Marquis was 
at hand, she raised herself in bed and implored pity 
and protection La Motte stood looking eagerly at her, 
but without reply mg 

The wildness of li is looks and the gloomy silence he 
preserved increased her alarm, and with tears of terror 
she renewed her supplication “You once saved me 
from destruction,” cried she, “O save me now 1 have 
pity upon me — I have no protector but you ” 

“What is it you fear ? ” said La Motte, in a tone 
scarcely articulate — 

“O save me — save me from the Marquis.” 

“Rise then,” said he, "and dress yourself quickly — I 
shall be back again in a few minutes ” He lighted a 
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candle that stood on the table, and left the chamber. 
Adeline immediately arose and endeavoured to dress, 
but her thoughts were so bewildered that she scarcely 
knew what she did, and her whole frame so violently 
agitated that it was with the utmost difficulty she pre- 
served herself from fainting. She threw her clothes 
hastily on, and then sat down to await the return of 
La Motte. A considerable time elapsed, yet he did 
not appear, and, having in vain endeavoured to compose 
her spirits, the pain of suspense at length became so 
insupportable that she opened the door of her chamber 
and went to the ttop of the staircase to listen She 
thought she heard voices below , but considering that if 
the Marquis was there, her appearance could only in- 
crease her danger, she cheeked the step she had almost 
involuntarily taken to descend. Still she listened, and 
still thought she distinguished voices Soon after she 
heard a door shut, and then footsteps, and she hastened 
back to her chamber. 

Near a quarter of an hour elapsed and La Motte did 
not appear When again she thought she heard a mur- 
mur of voices below, and also passing steps, and at 
length her anxiety not suffering her to remain in her 
room, she moved through tiie passage that communi- 
cated with the spiral staircase, but all was now still In 
a few moments, however, a light flashed across the hall, 
and La Motte appeared at the door of the vaulted room. 
He looked up, and seeing Adeline in the gallery, beck- 
oned her to descend 

She hesitated and looked towards her chamber ; but 
La Motte now approached the stairs, and with faltering 
steps she went to meet him “I fear the Marquis may 
see me,” said she, whispering, "where is he ? ” La 
Motte took her hand, and led her on, assuring her she 
had nothing to fear from the Marquis The wildness 
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of his looks, however, and the trembling of his hand, 
seemed to contradict this assurance, and she inquired 
whither he was leading her “To the forest,” said La 
Motte, “that you may escape from the abbey — a horse 
waits for you without I can save you by no other 
means.” New terror seized her. She could scarcely be- 
lieve that La Motte, who had hitherto conspired with 
the Marquis and had so closely confined her, should 
now himself undertake her escape, and she at this mo- 
ment felt a dreadful presentiment, which it was impos- 
sible to account for, that he was leading her out to 
murder her in the forest Again shrinking back, she 
supplicated his mercy He assured her he meant only 
to protect her, and desired she would not waste time. 

There was something in Ins manner that spoke sin- 
cerity, and she suffered lnm to conduct her to a side 
door that opened into the forest, where she could just 
distinguish through the gloom a man on horseback This 
brought to her remembrance the night m which she had 
quitted the tomb, when trusting to the person who ap- 
peared, she had been carried to the Marquis’s villa. La 
Motte called, and was answered by Peter, whose voice 
somewhat reassured Adeline 

He then told her that the Marquis would return to 
the abbey on the following morning, and that this could 
be her only opportunity of escaping Ins designs; that 
she might rely upon Ins (La Motte’s) word that Peten 
had orders to carry her wherever she chose, but as he 
knew the Marquis would be indefatigable in search of 
her, he advised her by all means to leave the kingdom, 
which she might do with Peter, who was a native of 
Savoy and would convey her to the house of his sister 
There she might remain till La Motte himself, who did 
not now think it would be safe to continue much longer 
m France, should join her. He entreated her, whatever 
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might happen, never to mention the events which had 
passed at the abbey. “To save you, Adeline, I have 
risked my life , do not increase my danger and your own 
by any unnecessary discoveries We may neveT meet 
again, but I hope you will be happy, and remember 
when you think of me, that I am not quite so bad as 
I have been tempted to be.” 

Having said this, he gave her some money, which he 
told her would be necessary to defray the expenses of 
her journey Adeline could no longer doubt his sin- 
cerity, and her transports of jov and gratitude would 
scarcely permit her to thank him She wished to have 
bid Madame La Motte farewell, and indeed earnestly 
requested it, but he again told her she had no time to 
lose, and having wrapped her in a large cloak, he 
lifted her upon the horse She bade him adieu with 
tears of gratitude, and Peter set off as fast as the 
darkness would permit 

When they were got some wav. “I am glad with all 
my heart, ma’mselle,” said he, "to see jou again Who 
would have thought, after all, that my master himself 
would have bid me take you away' — well, to be sure, 
strange things come to pass, but I hope we shall have 
better luck this time ” Adeline, not choosing to re- 
proach him with the treacherv of which she feared he 
had been formerly guilty, thanked him for his good 
wishes, and said she hoped they should be more fortu- 
nate But Peter, m his usual strain of eloquence, pro- 
ceeded to undeceive her in this point, and to acquaint 
her with every circumstance uhich his memory, and it 
was naturally a strong one, could furnish 

Peter expressed such an artless interest in her wel- 
fare, and such a concern for her disappointment, that 
she could no longer doubt his faithfulness, and this 
conviction not only strengthened her confidence in the 
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present undertaking, but made her listen to his con- 
versation with kindness and pleasure “I should never 
have staid at the abbey till this time,” said he, “if I 
could have got away, but my master frighted me so 
about the Marquis, and I had not money enough to 
carry me into my own country, so that I was forced to 
stay. It’s well we have got some solid louis d’ors now, 
for I question, ma’mselle, whether the people on the 
road would hav e taken those trinkets you formerly 
talked of for money ” 

“Possibly not,” said Adeline “I am thankful to Mon- 
sieur La Motte that we have more certain means of 
procuring convenient cs What route shall you take 
when we leave the forest, Peter — Peter mentioned 
very correctly a great part of the road to Lyons , “and 
then,” said he, “we can easily get to Savoy, and that 
will be nothing My sister, God bless her 1 I hope is 
living, I have not seen her many a year, but if she is 
not, all the people will be glad to see me, and you will 
easily get a lodging, ma’mstlle, and everything you 
want ” 

Adeline resolved to go with him to Savoy La Motte, 
who knew the character and designs of the Marquis, had 
advised her to leave the kingdom, and had told her, what 
her fears would have suggested, that the Marquis would 
be indefatigable in search of her His motive for this 
advice must be a desire of serving her Why else, when 
she was already in his power, should he remove her to 
another place, and even furnish her with money for the 
expenses of a journey ? 

At Leloncourt, where Peter said he was well known, 
she would be most likely to meet with protection and 
comfort, even should his sister be dead, and its distance 
and solitary situation were circumstances that pleased 
her. These reflections would have pointed out to her 
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the prudence of proceeding to Savoy, had she been 
less destitute of resources m France, in her present sit- 
uation they proved it to be necessary. 

She inquired farther concerning the route they were 
to take, and whether Peter was sufficiently acquainted 
with the road “When once I get to Thiers, I know it 
well enough,” said Peter, “for I have gone it many a 
tune in my younger days, and anybody will tell us the 
way there” They travelled for several hours in dark- 
ness and silence, and it was not till they emerged from 
the forest that Adeline saw the morning light streak 
the eastern clouds. The sight cheered and revived her, 
and as she travelled silently along, her mind revolved 
the events of the past night and meditated plans for 
the future. The present kindness of La Motte appeared 
so very different from his former conduct that it aston- 
ished and perplexed her, and she could only account for 
it by attributing it to one of those sudden impulses of 
humanity which sometimes operate even upon the most 
depraved hearts 

But when she recollected his former words, that he 
was not master of himself, she could scarcely believe 
that mere pity could induce him to break the bonds 
which had hitherto so strongly held him, and then con- 
sidering the altered conduct of the Marquis, she was 
inclined to think that she owed her liberty to some 
change in his sentiments towards her. Yet the advice 
La Motte had given her to quit the kingdom, and the 
money with which he had supplied her for that purpose, 
seemed to contradict this opinion, and involved her 
again in doubt. 

Peter now got directions to Thiers, which place they 
reached without any accident, and there stopped to 
refresh themselves. As soon as Peter thought the horse 
sufficiently rested, they again set forward, and from 
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the rich plains of the Lyonnois, Adeline for the first 
time caught a view of the distant Alps, whose majestic 
heads, seeming to prop the vault of heaven, filled her 
mind with sublime emotions. 

In a few hours they reached the vale in which stands 
the city of Lyons, whose beautiful environs, studded 
with villas and rich with cultivation, withdrew Adeline 
from the melancholy contemplation of her own cir- 
cumstances and her more painful anxiety for Theodore. 

When they reached that busy city, her first care was 
to inquire concerning the passage of the Rhone; but 
she forbore to make these inquiries of the people of the 
inn, considering that if the Marquis should trace her 
thither they might enable him to pursue her route. 
She therefore sent Peter to the quays to hire a boat, 
while she herself took a slight repast, it being her inten- 
tion to embark immediately Peter presently returned, 
having engaged a boat and men to take them up the 
Rhone to the nearest part of Savoy, from whence they 
were to proceed by land to the village of Leloncourt. 

Having taken some refreshment, she ordered him to 
conduct her to the vessel A new and striking scene 
presented itself to Adeline, who looked with surprise 
upon the river gay with vessels and the quay crowded 
with busy faces, and felt the contrast which the cheerful 
objects around bore to herself — to her, an orphan, deso- 
late, helpless, and flying from persecution and her coun- 
try. She spoke with the master of the boat, and hav- 
ing sent Peter back to the inn for the horse (La Motte’s 
gift to Peter in lieu of some arrears of wages), they 
embarked 

As they slowly passed up the Rhone, whose steep 
banks, crowned with mountains, exhibited the most vari- 
ous, wild, and romantic scenery, Adeline sat in pensive 
reverie. The novelty of the scene through which she 
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floated, now frowning with savage grandeur, and now 
smiling in fertility and gay with towns and villages, 
soothed her mind, and her sorrow gradually softened 
into a gentle and not unpleasing melancholy She had 
seated herself at the head of the boat, where she 
watched its sides cleave the swift stream and listened 
to the dashing of the waters 

The boat, slowly opposing the current, passed along 
for some hours, and at length the veil of evening was 
stretched over the landscape The weather was fine, 
and Adeline, regardless of the dews that now fell, re- 
mained in the open air observing the objects darken 
Tound her, the gay tints of the horizon fade away, and 
the stars gradually appear, trembling upon the lucid 
mirror of the waters The scene was now sunk in deep 
shadow, and the silence of the hour was broken only by 
the measured dashing of the oars, and now and then 
by the voice of Peter speaking to the boatmen Ade- 
line sat lost in thought The forlornness of her cir- 
cumstances came heightened to her imagination. 

She saw herself surrounded by the darkness and 
stillness of night, in a strange place, far distant from 
any friends, going she scarcely knew whither, under the 
guidance of strangers, and pursued, perhaps, by an in- 
veterate enemy She pictured to herself the rage of the 
Marquis now that he had discovered her flight, and 
though she knew it very unlikely he should follow her 
by water, for which reason she had chosen that manner 
of travelling, she trembled at the portrait her fancy 
drew. Her thoughts then wandered to the plan she 
should adopt after reaching Savoy, and much as her 
experience had prejudiced her against the manners of a 
convent, she saw no place more likely to afford her 
a proper asylum. At length she retired to the little 
cabin for a few hours repose. 
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She awoke with the dawn, and her mind being too 
much disturbed to sleep again, she rose and watched 
the gradual approach of day. As she mused, she ex- 
pressed the feelings of the moment in the following 

Sonnet 

Morn’s beaming eyes at length unclose, 

And wake the blushes of the rose. 

That all night long oppress’d with dews. 

And veil’d m chilling shade its hues, 

Reclin’d, forlorn, the languid head. 

And sadly sought its parent bed , 

Warmth from her ray the trembling flow r derives. 
And, sweetly blushing through its tears revives 

“Morn’s beaming eyes at length unclose,” 

And melt the tears that bend the rose, 

But can their charms suppress the sigh, 

Or chase the tear from Sorrow’s eye ? 

Can all their lustrous light impart 
One ray of peace to Sorrow’s heart ; 

Ah' no, their fires her fainting soul oppress — 

Eve’s pensive shades more soothe her meek distress’ 

When Adeline left the abbey, La Motte had remained 
for some time at the gate, listening to the steps of the 
horse that carried her till the sound was lost in dis- 
tance; he then turned into the hall with a lightness of 
heart to which he had long been a stranger. The satis- 
faction of having thus preserved her, as he hoped, from 
the designs of the Marquis, overcame for a while all 
sense of the danger in which this step must involve him. 
But when he returned entirely to his own situation, the 
terrors of the Marquis’s resentment struck their full 
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force upon his mind, and he considered how he might 
best escape lU 

It was now past midnight — the Marquis was expected 
early on the following day; and in this interval it at 
first appeared probable to him that he might quit the 
forest. There was only one horse; but he considered 
whether it would be best to set off immediately for 
Aubome, where a carnage might be procured to convey 
his family and his movables from the abbey, or quietly 
to await the arrival of the Marquis and endeavour to 
impose upon him by a forged story of Adeline’s escape. 

The time which must elapse before a carriage could 
reach the abbey would leave him scarcely sufficient to 
escape from the forest, what money he had remaining 
from the Marquis’s bounty would not carry him far; 
and when it was expended he must probably be at a 
loss for subsistence, should he not before then be de- 
tected By remaining at the abbey it would appear that 
he was unconscious of deserving the Marquis’s resent- 
ment, and though he could not expect to impress a 
belief upon him that his orders had been executed, he 
might make it appear that Peter only had been acces- 
sary to the escape of Adeline, an account which would 
seem the more probable from Peter’s having been form- 
erly detected in a similar scheme. He believed also that 
if the Marquis should threaten to deliver him into the 
hands of justice, he might save himself by a menace 
of disclosing the crime he had commissioned him to 
perpetrate. 

Thus arguing, La Motte resolved to remain at the 
abbey and await the event of the Marquis’s disap- 
pointment. 

When the Marquis did arrive, and was informed of 
Adeline’s flight, the strong workings of his soul, which 
appeared m his countenance, for a while alarmed and 
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terrified La Motte. He cursed himself and her in terms 
of such coarseness and vehemence as La Motte was 
astonished to hear from a man whose manners were 
generally amiable, whatever might be the violence and 
criminality of his passions. To invent and express 
these terms seemed to give him not only relief but de- 
light; yet he appeared more shocked at the circumstance 
of her escape than exasperated at the carelessness of 
La Motte, and recollecting at length that he wasted 
time, he left the abbey and dispatched several of his 
servants in pursuit of her. 

When he was gone, La Motte, believing Ins story 
had succeeded, returned to the pleasure of considering 
that he had done his duty, and to the hope that Ade- 
line was now beyond the reach of pursuit This calm 
was of short continuance In a few hours the Marquis 
returned, accompanied by the officers of justice The 
affrighted La Motte, perceiving him approach, endeav- 
oured to conceal himself, but was seized and carried to 
the Marquis, who drew him aside 

“I am not to be imposed upon,” said he, “by such a 
superficial story as you have invented. You know your 
life is m my hands, tell me instantly where you have 
secreted Adeline, or I will charge you with the crime 
you have committed against me, but upon your disclos- 
ing the place of her concealment, I will dismiss the 
officers, and if you wish it, assist you to leave the king- 
dom You have no time to hesitate, and may know that 
I will not be trifled with ” La Motte attempted to ap- 
pease the Marquis, and affirmed that Adeline was really 
fled he knew not whither. “You will remember, my 
lord, that your character is also in my power, and that 
if you proceed to extremities, you will compel me to 
reveal in the face of day that you would have made me 
a murderer ” 



SOO MRS. ANN RADCLIFFE 

“And who will believe you said the Marquis. “The 
crimes that banished you from society will be no testi- 
mony of your veracity, and that with which I now 
charge you will bring with it a sufficient presumption 
that your accusation is malicious Officers, do your 
duty.” 

They entered the room and seized La Motte, whom 
terror now deprived of all power of resistance, could 
resistance have availed him, and in the perturbation of 
his mind he informed the Marquis that Adeline had 
taken the road to Lyons This discw erv, however, was 
made too late to se r \e himself, the Maiquis seized the 
advantage it offered, but t! c ehaigt had been given, 
and w T ith the anguish of knowing that he had exposed 
Adeline to danger without benefiting himself, La Motte 
submitted in silence to his fate Scarcely allowing him 
time to collect wh.it little effects might easily be car- 
ried with him, the officers comescd him from the abbey, 
hut the Mdrquis, in consideration of the extreme dis- 
tress of Madame La Motte. directed one of Ins servants 
to procure a carriage from Auboine, that she might 
follow her husband 

The Marquis in the meantime now acquainted with 
the route Adeline had taken, sent forward his faithful 
valet to trace her to her place of concealment, and 
return immediately with intelligence to the villa 

Abandoned to despair. La Motte and his wife quitted 
the forest of Fontanville, which had for so many 
months afforded them an asylum, and embarked once 
more upon the tumultuous world, w T here justice would 
meet La Motte in the form of destruction They had 
entered the forest as a refuge rendered necessary by 
the former crimes of La Motte, and for some time found 
in it the security they sought, but other offences, for 
even in that sequestered spot there happened to be 
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temptation, soon succeeded, and his life, already suffi- 
ciently marked by the punishment of vice, now afforded 
him another instance of this great truth, that “where 
guilt is, there peace cannot enter ” 


CHAPTERS XV -XVII 

« 

[Chapters XV, XVI, and XVII are summarized here. 
They form iv hat amounts to an independent episode 
covering the weeks of Adeline’s sojourn in Savoy and 
Southern France, whtre, secure from the Marquis, she 
awaits news of Theodore's fate These chapters have 
a certain idyllic attractiveness at times. Adeline is 
among sympathetic friends, and except for her solici- 
tude for Theodore, at peace with life But the scene, 
her life, and her feelings, are all so sentimentally de- 
picted, and the incident is so protracted an interruption 
to the course of the story, that, again, nothing of great 
value is lost by the omission 

Chapter XV pictures Adeline’s arrival with Peter 
at the latter’s native village of Leloncourt Adeline 
is placed in the simple cottage of Peter’s sister, but the 
journey and the stress of her anxiety for Theodore 
bring about a dangerous fever. Her situation comes 
to the attention of M. La Luc, the local “Minister,’’ 
who takes her into his home in order that she may 
have the attention of his sister and his daughter Clara. 
Under their ministrations Adeline slowly recovers. 
Something is told here of La Luc himself, a noble and 
intelligent character, whose loss of his wife at Clara’s 
birth had thrown “a tincture of soft and interesting 
melancholy over his character ” La Luc’s son (who 
is discovered later in the story to be Theodore himself) 
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has been away from home for some years. La Luc’s 
cottage is set m the midst of delightful Alpine scenery. 
The beauty of the surroundings raises the spirits of 
Adeline and helps m her recovery, but her happiness is 
always overcast by her fears for Theodore. 

In Chapter XVI, Adeline is invited by La Luc to 
share his home as long as she will. She enters warmly 
into the life of the family, but her reticence prevents 
her telling them of the state of her heart or her fears 
for her lover. She passes her days m reading, in the 
enjoyment of the beauty of the country, and in half- 
repressed reflection, and finds relief “in the lute” and 
in writing poetry The authoress finds occasion to 
note here that Adeline’s “taste soon taught her to dis- 
tinguish the superiority of the English poets from that 
of the French,” an idea badly phrased, but unmistak- 
ably Radcliffian On one of the family’s excursions into 
the mountains Adeline’s horse becomes unmanageable. 
She is rescued by “a gentleman,” but both he and Ade- 
line are injured This M Verneuil is taken to La Luc's 
house to recover, and a fine friendship grows up be- 
tween the two men, sustained by much intellectual 
conversation 

Chapter XVII Mr. Verneuil turns out to be a 
Frenchman of some fortune who has spent his time m 
travel His stay with the La Lucs is prolonged through 
pure delight with the place and the people When he 
leaves, La Luc, who is ageing, departs for Nice, in 
hope that a change of climate will improve his health. 
Clara and Adeline accompany him Here they meet 
and cultivate the friendship of a chevalier, M Armand, 
whose agreeable manners are (not unexpectedly) 
touched by a hidden sorrow The cause of it is one 
evening confided to Adeline, who is “the very image” 
of his wife, lost to him some time before. Under the 
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stimulus of the climate and the beauty of the Riviera 
Adeline rapidly recovers, but La Luc unfortunately 
seems to decline even more noticeably It is decided to 
see what a sea voyage will do for him, and with Ade- 
line and Clara he takes ship for Languedoc ] 


CHAPTER XVIII 

[Chapter XVIII opens with a rapid but solemn train 
of memories and reflections as Adeline surveys the 
sea at night After a few days at sea, which “passed 
with mingled pleasure and improvement,” they land in 
a small town in Southern France. The chapter con- 
tinues ] 

In the evening the beauty of the hour, and the de- 
sire of exploring new scenes, lm ited Adeline to walk. 
La Luc was fatigued, and did not go out, and Clara 
remained with him. Adeline took her way to the woods 
that rose from the margin of the sea, and climbed the 
wild eminence on which they hung Often as she went 
she turned her eyes to catch between the dark foliage 
the blue waters of the bay, the white sail that flitted by, 
and the trembling gleam of the setting sun When she 
reached the summit and looked down over the dark tops 
of the woods on the wide and various prospect, she 
was seized with a kind of still rapture impossible to be 
expressed, and stood unconscious of the flight of time 
till the sun had left the scene and twilight threw its 
solemn shade upon the mountains. The sea alone re- 
flected the fading splendour of the west, its tranquil 
surface was partially disturbed by the low wind that 
crept m tremulous lines along the waters, whence rising 
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to the woods, it shivered their light leaves and died 
away. Adeline, resigning herself to the luxury of sweet 
and tender emotions, repeated the following lines 

Sunset. 

Soft o’er the mountain’s purple brow 
Meek Twilight draws her shadows gray. 

From tufted woods, and valleys low. 

Light’s magic colours steal away 
Yet still, amid the spreading gloom, 
Resplendent glow the western waves 
That roll o'er Neptune’s coral caves, 

A zone of light on Ev’ning’s dome 
On this lone summit let me rest, 

And view the forms to Fancy dear. 

Till on the Ocean’s darken’d breast 
The stars of Ev’mng tremble clear, 

Or the moon’s pale orb appear, 

Throwing her line of Tadianee wide. 

Far o’er the lightly-curling tide, 

That seems the yellow sands to chide 
No sounds o’er silence now prevail. 

Save of the dying wave below, 

Or sailor’s song borne on the gale, 

Or oar at distance striking slow 
So sweet 1 so tranquil 1 may my ev’ning ray 
Set to this world — and rise in future day 1 

Adeline quitted the heights and followed a narrow 
path that wound to the beach below Her mind was 
now particularly sensible to fine impressions, and the 
sweet notes of the nightingale amid the stillness of the 
woods again awakened her enthusiasm 
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To the Nightingale. 

Child of the melancholy song 1 
O yet that tender strain prolong ' 

Her lengthen’d shade, when Ev’ning flings, 
From mountain-cliffs and forests green, 
And sailing- slow on silent wings 
Along the glimm’nng West is seen; 

I love o’er pathless hills to stray, 

Or trace the winding vale remote. 

And pause, sweet Bird 1 to hear thy lay 

While moon-beams on the thin clouds floaty 
Till o’er the mountain’s dewy head 
Pale Midnight steals to wake the dead 

Far through the Heaven’s aethenal blue, 
Wafted on Spring’s light airs you come, 
With blooms, and flow’rs, and genial dew, 
From climes where Summer joys to roam, 
O ' welcome to your long-lost home 1 
“Child of the melancholy song’” 

Who lov’st the lonely woodland glade 
To mourn, unseen, the boughs among, 

When Twilight spreads her pensive shade, 
Again thy dulcet voice I hail' 

O 1 pour again the liquid note 
That dies upon the ev’ning gale ' 

For Fancy loves the kindred tone; 

Her griefs the plaintive accents own 
She loves to hear thy music float 
At solemn Midnight’s stillest hour, 

And think on friends forever lost. 

On joys by disappointment crost. 

And weep anew Love’s charmful pow’r 1 
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Then Memory wakes the magic smile, 

Th’ impassion’d voice, the melting eye. 

That wont the trusting heart beguile. 

And wakes again the hopeless sigh 1 

Her skill the glowing tints revive 
Of scenes that Time had bade decay ; 

She bids the soften’d Passions live — 

The Passions urge again their sway. 

Yet o’er the long- regretted scene 

Thy song the grace of sorrow throws, 

A melancholy charm serene, 

More rare than all that mirth bestows 
Then hail, sweet Bird 1 and hail, thy pensive tear* 
To Taste, to Fancy, and to Virtue, dear’ 

The spreading dusk at length reminded Adeline of 
her distance from the inn, and that she had her way 
to find through a wild and lonely wood, she bade adieu 
to the siren that had so long detained her, and pur- 
sued the path with quick steps Having followed it for 
some time, she became bewildered among the thickets, 
and the increasing darkness did not allow her to judge 
of the direction she was in Her apprehensions height- 
ened her difficulties , she thought she distinguished the 
voices of men at some little distance, and she increased 
her speed till she found herself on the sea-sands over 
which the woods impended. Her breath was now ex- 
hausted — she paused a moment to recover herself, and 
fearfully listened, but instead of the voices of men, 
she heard faintly swelling in the breeze the notes of 
mournful music — Her heart, ever sensible to the im- 
pressions of melody, melted with the tones, and her 
fears were for a moment lulled in sweet enchantment. 
Surprise was soon mingled with delight when, as the 
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sounds advanced, she distinguished the tone of that 
instrument and the melody of that well-known air she 
had heard a few preceding evenings from the shores of 
Provence. But she had no time for conjecture — foot- 
steps approached, and she renewed her speed. She -was 
now emerged from the darkness of the woods, and the 
moon, which shone bright, exhibited along the level 
sands the town and port m the distance. The steps 
that had followed now came up with her, and she per- 
ceived two men, but they passed in conversation with- 
out noticing her, and as they passed she was certain she 
recollected the voice of him who was then speaking. 
Its tones were so familiar to her ear that she was sur- 
prised at the imperfect memory which did not suffer 
her to be assured by whom they were uttered. Another 
step now followed, and a rude voice called to her to 
stop. As she hastily turned her eyes she saw imper- 
fectly by the moonlight a man in a sailor’s habit pur- 
suing, while he renewed the call. Impelled by terror, 
she fled along the sands, but her steps were short and 
trembling — those of her pursuer strong and quick. 

She had just strength sufficient to reach the men who 
had before passed her, and to implore their protection, 
when her pursuer came up with them, but suddenly 
turned into the woods on the left and disappeared. 

She had no breath to answer the inquiries of the 
strangers who supported her, till a sudden exclamation 
and the sound of her own name, drew her eyes atten- 
tively upon the person who uttered them, and m the 
rays which shone strong upon his features she dis- 
tinguished M Verneuil 1 Mutual satisfaction and ex- 
planation ensued, and when he learned that La Lue 
and his daughter were at the mn, he felt an, increased 
pleasure in conducting her thither He said that he 
had accidentally met with an old friend in Savoy, whom 
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he now introduced by the name of Mauron, and who had 
prevailed on him to change his route and accompany 
him to the shores of the Mediterranean. They had em- 
barked from the coast of Provence only a few preced- 
ing days, and had that evening landed in Languedoc 
on the estate of M Mauron. Adeline had now no doubt 
that it was the flute of M Verneuil, and which had so 
often delighted her at Leloncourt, that she had heard 
on the sea. 

When they reached the inn they found La Luc under 
great anxiety for Adeline, m search of whom he had 
sent several people. Anxiety yielded to surprise and 
pleasure when he perceived her with M Verneuil, 
whose eyes beamed with unusual animation on seeing 
Clara. After mutual congratulations, M Verneuil ob- 
served, and lamented, the very indifferent accommoda- 
tions which the inn afforded his friends, and M Mauron 
immediately invited them to his chateau with a warmth 
of hospitality that overcame every scruple which deli- 
cacy or pride could oppose. The woods that Adeline 
had traversed formed a part of his domain, which ex- 
tended almost to the inn, but he insisted that his car- 
nage should take his guests to the chateau, and departed 
to give orders for their reception The presence of 
M. Verneuil and the kindness of his friend gave to La 
Luc an unusual flow of spirits, he conversed with a 
degree of vigour and liveliness to which he had long 
been unaccustomed, and the smile of satisfaction that 
Clara gave to Adeline expressed how much She thought 
he was already benefited by the voyage. Adeline an- 
swered her look with a smile of less confidence, for she 
attributed his present animation to a more temporary 
cause 

About half an hour after the departure of M. Mauron, 
a boy who served as waiter brought a message from a 
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chevalier then at the inn, requesting permission to 
speak with Adeline. The man who had pursued her 
along the sands instantly occurred to her, and she 
scarcely doubted that the stranger was some person 
belonging to the Marquis de Montalt, perhaps the Mar- 
quis himself, though that he should have discovered her 
accidentally, in so obscure a place and so immediately 
upon her arrival, seemed very improbable. With trem- 
bling lips, and a countenance pale as death, she in- 
quired the name of the chevalier. The boy was not 
acquainted with it La Luc asked what sort of a per- 
son he was, but the boy, who understood little of the 
art of describing, gave such a confused account of him 
that Adeline could only learn lie was not large, but 
of a middle stature This circumstance, however, con- 
vincing her it was not the Marquis de Montalt who 
desired to see her, she asked whether it would be agree- 
able to La Luc to have the stranger admitted La Luc 
said by all means, and the waiter withdrew. Adeline 
sat in trembling expectation till the door opened, and 
Louis de la Motte entered the room. He advanced 
with an embarrassed and melancholy air, though bis 
countenance had bet n enlightened with a momentary 
pleasure when he first beheld Adeline — Adeline, who 
was still the idol of his heart After the first saluta- 
tions were over, all appreht nsions of the Marquis being 
now dissipated, she inquired ■when Louis had seen 
Monsieur and Madame La Motte 

“I ought rather to ask you that question,” said Louis, 
in some confusion, ‘‘for I believe you have seen them 
since I have, and the pleasure of meeting you thus is 
equalled^ by my surprise I have not heard from my 
father for some time, owing probably to my regiment 
being removed to new quarters ” 

He looked as if he wished to be informed with whom 
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Adeline now was; but as this was a subject upon which 
it was impossible she could speak in the presence of 
La Luc, she led the conversation to general topics, after 
having said that Monsieur and Madame La Motte were 
well when she left them Louis spoke little, and often 
looked anxiously at Adeline, while his mind seemed 
labouring under strong oppression She observed this, 
and recollecting the declaration he had made her on 
the morning of his departure from the abbey, she 
attributed his present embarrassment to the effect of 
a passion yet unsubdued, and did not appear to notice 
it After he had sat near a quarter of an hour under 
a struggle of feelings which he could neither conquer 
or conceal, he rose to leave the room, and as he passed 
Adeline, said in a low voice, “Do permit me to speak 
with you alone for five minutes ” She hesitated in some 
confusion, and then saying there were none but friends 
present, begged he would be seated — “Excuse me,” 
said he, in the same low accent; “what I would say 
nearly concerns you, and you only Do favour me with 
a few moments’ attention ” He said this with a look that 
surprised her , and having ordered candles in another 
room, she went thither 

Louis sat for some moments silent, and seemingly 
in great perturbation of mind At length he said, “I 
know not whether to rejoice or to lament at this unex- 
pected meeting, though, li you are in safe hands, I ought 
certainly to rejoice, however hard the task that now 
falls to my lot I am not ignorant of the dangers and 
persecutions you have suffered, and cannot forbear ex- 
pressing my anxiety to know how you are now circum- 
stanced Are you mdeed with friends' 1 ” — “I am,” said 

Adeline, “M La Motte has informed you ” “No,” 

replied Louis with a deep sigh, “not my father ” — He 
paused. — “But I do indeed rejoice,” resumed he, “O! 
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how sincerely rejoice' that you are in safety. Could 

you know, lovely Adeline, what I have suffered'” 

He checked himself. — "I understood you had something 
of importance to say, sir,” said Adeline; ‘‘you must ex- 
cuse me if I remind you that I have not many momenta 
to spare.” 

“It is indeed of importance,” replied Louis, “yet I 

know not how to mention it — how to soften Thia 

task is too severe. Alas' my poor friend'” 

“Who is it you speak of, sir '” said Adeline, with 
quickness. Louis rose from his chair and walked about 
the room. “I would prepare you for what I have to 
say,” he resumed, “but upon my soul I am not equal 
to’ it ” 

“I entreat you to keep me no longer in suspense,”' 
said Adeline, who had a wild idea that it was Theodore 
he would speak of Louis still hesitated. “Is it— O 
is it ? — I conjure you tell me the worst at once,” said 
she, in a voice of agony. “I can bear it — indeed I can.” 

“My unhappy friend'” exclaimed Louis, “O Theo- 
dore — 

“Theodore 1 ” faintly articulated Adeline, “he lives 

then '" “He does,” said Louis, “but — " He stopped. 

— “But what ? ” cried Adeline, trembling violently, 
“if lie is living, you cannot tell me worse than my 
fears suggest, I entreat you, therefore, not to hesi- 
tate ” — Louis resumed his seat, and endeavouring to 
assume a collected air, said, “He is living, madam, but 
he is a prisoner, and — for why should I deceive you ? — - 
I fear he has little to hope in this world ” 

“I have long feared so, sir,” said Adeline, in a voice 
of forced composure, “you have something more terrible 
than this to relate, and I again entreat you will explain 
yourself ” 

“He has everything to apprehend from the Marquis 
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de Montalt,” said Louis. “Alas' why do I say to 
apprehend ? His judgment is already fixed — he is con- 
demned to die ” 

At this confirmation of her fears a death-like pale- 
ness diffused itself over the countenance of Adeline; 
she sat motionless, and attempted to sigh, but seemed 
almost suffocated Terrified at her situation, and ex- 
pecting to see her faint, Louis would have supported 
her, hut with her hand she waved him from her, and 
was unable to speak He now called for assistance, 
and La Luc and Clara, with M Verneuil, informed of 
Adeline’s indisposition, were quickly by her side 

At the sound of their voices she looked up and seemed 
to recollect herself, when, uttering a heavy sigh, she 
burst into tears La Luc rejoiced to see her weep, 
encouraged her tears, which after some time relieved 
her, and when she was able to speak, she desired to go 
back to La Luc’s parlour Louis attended her thither, 
when she was better he would have withdrawn, but La 
Luc begged he would stay 

“You are perhaps a relation of this young lady, 
sir,” said he, “and may have brought news of her 
father” — “Not so, sir,” replied Louis, hesitating — 
“This gentleman,” said Adeline, who had now recol- 
lected her dissipated thoughts, “is the son of the M. 
La Motte whom you may have heard me mention.” — 
Louis seemed shocked to be declared the son of a man 
that had once acted so unworthily towards Adeline, who 
instantly perceiving the pam her words occasioned, en- 
deavoured to soften their effect by saying that La Motte 
had saved her from imminent danger and had afforded 
her an asylum for many months. Adeline sat m a state 
of dreadful solicitude to know the particulars of Theo- 
dore’s situation, yet could not acquire courage to renew 
the subject in the presence of La Luc; she ventured. 
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however, to ask Louis if his own regiment was quar- 
tered in tli e town 

He replied that his regiment lay at Vaceau, a French 
town on the frontiers of Spain, that he had just crossed 
a part of the Gulf of Lyons, and was on his way to 
Savoy, whither he should set out early in the morning. 

“We are lately come from thence,” said Adeline, 
“may I ask to what part of Savoy you aTe going?” — 
“To Leloncourt,” he replied — “To Leloncourt l ” said 
Adeline in some surprise — “I am a stranger to the coun- 
try,” resumed Louis, “but I go to serve my friend. 
You seem to know Leloncourt.” — “I do indeed,” said 
Adeline. — ‘You probably' know then that M La Luc 
li\es there, and will guess the motive of my journey ” 

“O heaien 1 is it possible^” exclaimed Adeline — “is 
it possible that Theodore Peyrou is a relation of M 
La Luc 

“Theodore 1 what of my son ? ” asked La I no in sur- 
prise and apprehension — “Your son 1 ” said Adeline, in 
a trembling coice, “your son 1 ” — The astonishment and 
anguish depicted on her countenance increased the ap- 
prehensions of this unfortunate lather, and he renewed 
his question But Adeline was totally unable answer 
him, and the d. stress of Louis on thus une' pc c tedly dis- 
covering the father of his unhappy fritnd, and knowing 
that it was his task to disclose the fate ol his soil, 
depmed lum ior some time of all power of utterance, 
and La Luc and Clara, whose fears were c\t-rv instant 
heightened bv this dreadful silence, continued to repeat 
their questions 

At length a sense of the approaching sufferings of 
the good La Luc overcoming every' other ftehng, Ade- 
line recovered strength of mind sufficient to try to soften 
the intelligence Louis had to communicate, and to con- 
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duct Clara to another room. Here she collected resolu- 
tion to tell her, and with much tender consideration, the 
circumstances of her brother’s situation, concealing only 
her knowledge of his sentence being already pro- 
nounced This relation necessarily included the men- 
tion of their attachment, and m the friend of her heart 
Clara discovered the innocent cause of her brother’s 
destruction. Adeline also learned the occasion of that 
circumstance which had contributed to keep her ig- 
norant of Theodore’s relationship to La Luc , she was 
told the former had taken the name of Peyrou, with 
an estate which had been left him about a year before 
by a relation of his mother’s, upon that condition. 
Theodore had been designed for the church, but his 
disposition inclined him to a more active life than the 
clerical habit would admit of, and on Ins accession to 
this estate he had entered into the service of the French 
king 

In the few and interrupted interviews which had 
been allowed them at Cauv, Theodore had mentioned his 
family to Adeline only in general terms, and thus, when 
they were so suddenly sepaiated, had without designing 
it, left her in ignorance of his father’s name and place 
of residence. 

The sacredness and delicacy of Adeline’s grief, which 
had never permitted her to mention the subject of it 
even to Clara, had since contributed to deceive her. 

The distress of Clara on learning the situation of her 
brother could endure no restraint, Adeline, who had 
commanded her feelings so as to impart this intelli- 
gence with tolerable composure, only by a strong effort 
of mind, was now almost overwhelmed by her own and 
Clara’s accumulated suffering While they wept forth 
the anguish of their hearts, a scene if possible more 
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affecting passed between La Luc and Louis, who per- 
ceived it was necessary to inform him, though cau- 
tiously and by degrees, of the full extent of his calamity. 
He therefore told La Luc that though Theodore had 
been first tried for the offence of having quitted his post, 
he was now condemned on a charge of assault made upon 
his general officer, the Marquis de Montalt, who had 
brought witnesses to prove that his life had been en- 
dangered by the circumstance, and who, having pursued 
the prosecution with the most bitter rancour, had at 
length obtained the sentence which the law could not 
withhold, but which every other officer in the regiment 
deplored. 

Louis added that the sentence was to be executed 
in less than a fortnight, and that Theodore being verj 
unhappy at receiving no ansxvers to the letters he had 
sent his father, wishing to see him once more and 
knowing that there was now no time to be lost, had 
requested him to go to Leloncourt and acquaint his 
father with his situation 

La Luc received the account of his son’s condition 
with a distress that admitted neither of tears nor com- 
plaint. He asked where Theodore was, and desiring 
to be conducted to him, he thanked Louis for all his 
kindness and ordered post-horses immediately. 

A carnage was soon ready, and this unhappy father, 
after taking a mournful leave of M Verneuil, and send- 
ing a compliment to M Mauron, attended by his family, 
set out for the prison of his son The journey was a 
silent one, each individual of the party endeavoured, 
in consideration of each other, to suppress the expres- 
sion of grief, but was unable to do more La Luc ap- 
peared calm and complacent, he seemed frequently to 
be engaged in prayer, but a struggle for resignation 
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and composure was sometimes visible upon his counte- 
nance, notwithstanding’ the efforts of his mind. 


CHAPTER XIX 

We now return to the Marquis de Montalt, who having 

seen La Motte safely lodged m the prison of D -y, 

and learning the trial would not come on immediately, 
had returned to his villa on the borders of the forest, 
where he expected to hear news of Adeline It had 
been his intention to follow his servants to Lyons, but 
he now determined to wait a few days for letters, and 
he had little doubt that Adeline, since her flight had 
been so quickly pursued, would be overtaken, and prob- 
ably before she could reach that city In this expecta- 
tion he bad been misera bly disappointed, for his serv- 
ants informed him that though they traced her thither, 
they had neither been able to follow her route beyond 
nor to discover her at Lyons Thi£ escape she probably 
owed to basing embarked on the Rhone, for it does not 
appear that the Marquis’s people thought of seeking her 
on the course of that river. 

His presence was soon after required at Vaceau, 
where the court martial was then sitting, thither, there- 
fore, he went, with passions still more exasperated by 
his late disappointment, and procured the condemnation 
of Theodore The sentence was universally lamented, 
for Theodore was much beloved in his regiment, and the 
occasion of the Marquis’s personal resentment towards 
him being known, every heart was interested in his 
cause. 

Louis de la Motte happening at this time to be sta- 
tioned in the same town, heard an imperfect account of 



THE ROMANCE OF THE FOREST 517 


the story, and being convinced that the prisoner was 
the young chevalier whom he had formerly seen with 
the Marquis at the abbey, he was induced partly from 
compassion and partly with a hope of hearing of his 
parents, to visit him The compassionate sympathy 
which Louis expressed, and the zeal w'th which he ten- 
dered his services, affected Theodore and excited in 
him a warm return of friendship Louis made him fre- 
quent visits, did everything that kindness could suggest 
to alleviate his sufferings, and a mutual esteem and con- 
fidence ensued 

Theodore at length communicated the ehief subject 
of his concern to Louis, who discovered with inexpres- 
sible grief that it was Adeline whom the Marquis had 
thus cruelly persecuted, and Adeline for whose ••ake the 
generous Theodore was about to suffer Ifc soon per- 
ceived also that Theodore was Ins favoured rival, but 
he generously suppressed the jealous pan g this dis- 
covery oeeasioneel, and determined that no prciudioe of 
passion should withdraw him from the dut'ts of hu- 
manity and friendship He eagerly inquired where 
Adeline then resided “She is yet, I tear m the power 
of the Marquis,” said Theodore, sighing deeply “O 
God 1 — these chains 1 ” — and he threw an agonizing 
glance upon thtm Louis sat silent and thoughtful, at 
length starting from his reverie, he said lie would go 
to the Marquis, and immediately quitted the prison. 
The Marquis was, however, alreadv set off for Pans, 
where he had been summoned to appear at the approach- 
ing trial of La Motte, and Louis, yet ignorant of the 
late transactions at the abbey, returned to the prison, 
where he endeavoured to forget that Theodore was the 
favoured rival of his love, and to remember him only 
as the defender of Adeline So earnestlv he pressed 
his offers of service that Theodore, whom the silence 
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of his father equally surprised and afflicted, and who 
was very anxious to see him once again, accepted his 
proposal of going himself to Savoy. “My letters I 
strongly suspect to have been intercepted by the Mar- 
quis,” said Theodore; “if so, my poor father will have 
the whole weight of this calamity to sustain at once, un- 
less I avail myself of your kindness, and I shall neither 
see him nor hear from him before I die Louis ’ there 
are moments when my fortitude shrinks from the con- 
flict, and my senses threaten to desert me ” 

No time was to be lost, the warrant for his execu- 
tion had already received the king’s signature, and 
Louis immediately set forward for Savoy The letters 
of Theodore had indeed been intercepted by order of 
the Marquis, who in the hope of discovering the asylum 
of Adeline, had opened and afterwards destroyed them. 

But to return to La Luc, who now drew near Vaceau, 
and whom his family observed to be greatly changed 
in his looks since he had heard the late calamitous in- 
telligence, he uttered no complaint, but it was too 
obvious that his disorder had made a rapid progress. 
Louis, who during the journey proved the goodness of 
his disposition by the delicate attentions he paid this 
unhappy party, concealed his observation of the de- 
cline of La Luc, and to support Adeline’s spirits en- 
deavoured to convince her that her apprehensions on 
this subject were groundless. Her spirits did indeed 
require support, for she was now within a few miles 
of the town that contained Theodore; and while her 
increasing perturbation almost overcame her, she yet 
tried to appear composed When the carriage entered 
the town, she cast a timid and anxious glance from the 
window m search of the prison , but having passed 
through several streets without perceiving any building 
which corresponded with her idea of that she looked 
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for, the coach stopped at the inn. The frequent 
changes in La Luc’s countenance betrayed the violent 
agitation of his mind, and when he attempted to alight, 
feeble and exhausted, he was compelled to accept the 
support of Louis, to whom he faintly said as he passed 
to the parlour, “I am indeed sick at heart, but I trust 
the pain will not be long ” Louis pressed his hand 
without speaking, and hastened back for Adeline and 
Clara, who were already in the passage La Luc wiped 
the tears from his eyes (they were the first he had 
shed), as they entered the room. “I would go imme- 
diately to my poor boy,” said he to Louis , “yours, sir, 
is a mournful office — be so good as to conduct me to 
him ” He rose to go, but, feeble and overcome with 
grief, again sat down Adeline and Clara united in en- 
treating that he would compose himself, and take some 
refreshment, and Louis, urging the necessity of prepar- 
ing Theodore for the interview, prevailed with him to 
delay it till his son should be informed oi his arrival, 
and immediately quitted the inn for the prison of his 
friend. When lie was gone. La Luc, as a duty he 
owed those he loved, tried to take some support, but 
the convulsions of his throat would not suffer him to 
swallow the wine he held to his parched lips, and he 
was now so much disordeied that he desired to retire 
to his chamber, where alone and in prayer he passed 
the dreadful interval of Louis’s absence. 

Clara on the bosom of Adeline, who sat in calm but 
deep distress, yielded to the violence of her grief. “1 
shall lose my dear father too,” said she, “I see it, I 
shall lose my father and my brother together ” Adeline 
wept with her friend for some time in silence, and then 
attempted to persuade her that La Luc was not so HI 
as she apprehended. 

“Do not mislead me with hope,” she replied, “that 
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will not survive the shock of this calamity — I saw it 
from the first ” Adeline knowing that La Luc’s dis- 
tress would be heightened by the observance of his 
daughter’s, and that indulgence would only increase its 
poignancy, endeavoured to rouse her to an exertion of 
fortitude by urging the necessity of commanding her 
emotion in the presence of her father “Tins is pos- 
sible,” added she, “however painful may be the effort 
You must know, my dear, that my griet is not inferior 
to your own, yet I have hitherto been enabled to sup- 
port my sufferings in silence, for M La Luo I do, in- 
deed, love and reverence as a parent ” 

Louis meanwhile reached the prison of Theodore, who 
received him with an air of mingled surprise and impa- 
tience. “What brings you back so soon.’ said lie, "have 
you heard news of my father Louis now gradually 
unfolded the circumstances of their meeting and La 
Luc's arrival at Vaceau A various emotion agitated 
the countenance of Theodore on receiving this intelli- 
gence “My poor father *” said he, ‘ he has then fol- 
lowed his son to this ignominious place 1 Little did I 
think when last we parted he would meet me in a prison 
under condemnation This reflection roused an im- 
petuosity of grief which deprived him for some time 
of speech. "But where is he ? ” said Theodore, recov- 
ering himself, “now he is come, I shrink from the 
interview I have so much wished for The sight of 
his distress will be dreadful to me. Louis 1 when I am 
gone — comfort my poor father.” His voice was again 
interrupted by sobs , and Louis, who had been fearful 
of acquainting him at the same time of the arrival of 
JL,a Luc and the discovery of Adeline, now judged it 
proper to administer the cordial of this latter intelli- 
gence. 

The glooms of a prison, and of calamity, vanished 
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for a transient moment, those who had seen Theodore 
would have belated tins to be the instant which gave 
him life and liberty When his first emotions subsided, 
"I will not repine,” said Ik , “since I know that Adeline 
is preserved and that I shall once more see my father, 
I will endear our to die with resignation ” He inquired 
if La Luc was there in the ptison, and was told lie 
was at the inn with Clara and Adeline “Adeline 1 Is 
Adeline there to o' — This is beyond my hopes Yet why 
do I rejoin* I must n<\er ste Iict mnn tins is no 
place for Adeline ” Again he relapsed into an agonv 
of distress, and again repeated a thousand questions 
concerning Adeline, till he was reminded by Louis that 
his father was impatient to see him — when, shocked that 
he had so long detained his friend, he entreated him 
to conduct La Luc to the pnson, and endeavoured to 
recollect fortitude for the approaching interview 

When Louis returned to the inn La Luc was still in 
his chamber, and Clara quitting the room to call him, 
Adeline seized with trembling impatience the oppor- 
tunity to inquire more particularly concerning Theo- 
dore than she ehose to do in the presence of his un- 
happy sister Louis represented him to be much more 
tranquil than fie really w r as Adeline was somewhat 
soothed bv the account, and her tears, hitherto re- 
strained, flowed silently and fast till La Luc appeared 
His countenance h id recovered its serenity, but was im- 
pressed with a deep and steady sorrow which exciteel 
in the beholde r a mingled emotion of pity and rever- 
ence. “How is my son, sir*” said he as he entered the 
room “We will go to him immediately ” 

Clara renewed the entreaties that had been already 
rejected, to accompany her father, who persisted in a 
refusal “To-morrow you shall see him,” added he, 
“but our first meeting must be alone Stay with your 
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friend, my dear, slie has need of consolation.” When 
La Luc was gone, Adeline, unable longer to struggle 
against the force of grief, retired to her chamber and 
her bed. 

La Luc walked silently towards the prison, resting 
on the arm of Louis. It was now night. A dim lamp 
that hung above shewed them the gates, and Louis rung 
a bell, La Luc, almost overcome with agitation, leaned 
against the postern till the porter appeared. He in- 
quired for Theodore, and followed the man; but when 
he reached the second courtyard he seemed ready to 
faint, and again stopped Louis desired the porter 
would fetch some water, but La Luc, recovering his 
voice, said he should soon be better, and would not 
suffer him to go In a few minutes he was able to 
follow Louis, who led him through several dark pas- 
sages and up a flight of steps to a door, which being 
unbarred, disclosed to him the prison of Jus son. He 
was seated at a small table on which stood a lamp that 
threw a feeble light across the place, sufficient only to 
shew its desolation and wretchedness When he per- 
ceived La Luc, he sprung from his chair and in the next 
moment he was in Ins arms ‘‘My father said he in a 
tremulous voice “My son 1 ” exclaimed La Luc, and 
they were for some time silent and locked in each other’s 
embrace At length Theodore led him to the only chair 
the room afforded, and seating himself with Louis at 
the foot of the bed, had leisure to observe the ravages 
which illness and calamity had made on the features of 
his parent La Luc made several efforts to speak, but 
unable to articulate, laid his hand upon his breast and 
sighed deeply. Fearful of the consequence of so affect- 
ing a scene on his shattered frame, Louis endeavoured 
to call off Ins attention from the immediate object of hia 
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distress, and interrupted the silence, but La Luc shud- 
dering, and complaining he was very cold, sunk back 
in his chair His condition roused Theodore from the 
stupor of despair, and while lie flew to support his 
father, Louis ran out for other assistance — “I shall 
soon be better, Theodore.” said La Luc, unclosing his 
eyes, “the faintness is already going off I have not 

been well of late, and this sad meeting 1 ” Unable any 

longer to command himself, Theodore wrung his hands, 
and the distress which had long struggled for utterance 
burst in convulsive sobs from his breast La Luc gradu- 
ally revived, and exerted himself to calm the transports 
of his son, but the fortitude of the Litter had now 
entirely forsaken him and he could only utter exclama- 
tion and complaint “Ah ' little did I think we should 
ever meet under circumstances so dreadful as the pres- 
ent ' But I have not deserved them, my father 1 the 
motives of my conduct ha\e still been just” 

“That is my supreme consolation,” sazd La Luc, "and 
ought to support you in this hour of trial. The Al- 
mighty God, who is the judge of hearts, will reward 
you hereafter Trust m him, my son, I look to him 
with no feeble hope, but with a firm reliance on his 
justice'” La Luc’s voice faltered, he raised his eyes 
to heaven with an expression of meek devotion, while 
the tears of humanity fell slowly on his cheek 

Still more affected by Ins last words, Theodore turned 
from him and paced the room with quick steps the en- 
trance of Louis was a very seasonable relief to La Luc, 
who, taking a cordial he had brought, was soon suffi- 
ciently restored to discourse on the subject most inter- 
esting to him. Theodore tried to attain a command of 
his feelings, and succeeded He conversed with toler- 
able composure for above an hour, during which La Luc 
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endeavoured to elevate by religious hope the mind of 
his son, and to enable him to meet with fortitude the 
awful hour that approached. But the appearance of 
resignation -which Theodore attained always vanished 
when he reflected that he was going to leave his father 
a prey to grief, and his beloved Adeline forever When 
La Luc was about to depart, he again mentioned her. 
“Afflicting as an interview must be in our present cir- 
cumstances,” said he, “I cannot bear the thought of 
quitting the world without seeing her once again, yet I 
know not how to ask her to encounter for my sake the 
misery of a parting scene. Tell her that my thoughts 
never for a moment leaie her, that” La Luc inter- 

rupted and assured him that since he so much wished 
it, he should see her, though a meeting could serve only 
to heighten the mutual anguish of a final separation. 

“I know it — 1 know it too well,” said Theodore, “yet 
I cannot resolve to see her no more, and thus spare 
her the pain this interview must inflict. O my father! 
when I tlunk of those whom I must soon leave forever, 
my heart breaks But I will indt cd try to profit by 
your precept and example, and shew that your paternal 
care has not been in vain My good Louis, go with my 
father — he lias need of support How much I owe this 
generous friend,” added Theodore, “you well know, sir.” 
— “I do in truth,” replied La Luc, "and can never repay 
his kindness to you He has contributed to support us 
all, but you require comfort more than myself — lie 
shall remain with you — I will go alone ” 

This Theodore would not suffer , and La Luc no 
longer opposing him, they affectionately embraced and 
separated for the night 

When they reached the inn, La Luc consulted with 
Louis on the possibility of addressing a petition to the 
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sovereign in time enough to save Theodore. His dis- 
tance from Paris and the short interval before the 
period fixed for the execution of the sentence made this 
design difficult, but believing it was practicable, La Luc, 
incapable as he appeared of performing so long a jour- 
ney, determined to attempt it Louis, thinking that the 
undertaking would prove fatal to the father without 
benefiting the son, endeavoured, though faintly, to dis- 
suade him from it — blit his resolution was fixed — “If I 
sacrifice the small remains of mv life in the service of 
my child,” said he, “I shall lose little, if 1 save him, I 
shall gain everything There is no time to be lost — I 
will set off immediately " 

He would have ordered post-horses, hut Louis and 
Clara, who was now come from the bedside of her friend, 
urged the necessity of Ins taking a few hours repose 
He was at length compelled to acknowledge himself 
unequal to the immediate exertion which parental anx- 
iety prompted, and consented to seek rest 

When he had retired to Ins chamber, Clara lamented 
the condition of her father — “He will not bear the jour- 
ney,” said she, “he is greatly changed within these few 
days”— Louis was so entirely of her opinion that he 
could not disguise it, even to flatter her with a hope 
She added, what did not contribute to raise his spirits, 
that Adeline was so much indisposed by her grief for 
the situation of Theodore and the sufferings of La Luc 
that she dreaded the consequence 

It has been seen that the passion of young La Motte 
had suffered no abatement from time or absence, on the 
contrary, the persecution and the dangers which had 
pursued Adeline awakened all his tenderness and drew 
her nearer to Ins heart When lie had discovered that 
Theodore loved her, and was beloved again, lie expe- 



526 MRS. ANN RADCLIFFE 

nenced all the anguish of jealousy and disappointment; 
for though she had forbidden him to hope, he found it 
too painful an effort to obey her, and had secretly cher- 
ished the flame which he ought to have stifled. His 
heart was, however, too noble to suffer his zeal for 
Theodore to abate because he was his favoured rival, 
and his mind too strong not to conceal the anguish this 
certainty occasioned The attachment which Theodore 
had testified towards Adeline even endeared him to 
Louis, when he had recovered from the first shock of 
disappointment, and that conquest over jealousy which 
originated in principle and was pursued with difficulty, 
became afterwards his pride and his glory. When, 
however, he again saw Adeline — saw her in the mild 
dignity of sorrow more interesting than ever — saw her, 
though sinking beneath its pressure, yet tender and 
solicitous to soften the afflictions of those around her — 
it was with the utmost difficulty he preserved his reso- 
lution and forbore to express the sentiments she in- 
spired When he farther considered that her acute 
sufferings arose from the strength of her affection, he 
more than ever wished himself the object of a heart 
capable of so tender a regard, and Theodore in prison 
and in chains was a momentary object of envy 

In the morning, when La Luc arose from short and 
disturbed slumbers, he found Louis, Clara, and Adeline, 
whom indisposition could not prevent from paying him 
this testimony of respect and affection, assembled m 
the parlour of the inn to see him depart After a slight 
breakfast, during which his feelings permitted him to 
say little, he bade his friends a sad farewell, and 
stepped into the carriage, followed by their tears and 
prayers — Adeline immediately retired to her chamber, 
which she was too ill to quit that day In the evening 
Clara left her friend, and conducted by Louis, went to 
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visit her brother, whose emotions on hearing of his 
father’s departure were various and strong. 


CHAPTER XX 

We return now to Pierre de la Motte, who after re- 
maining some weeks in the prison of D y, was 

removed to take his trial in the courts of Pans, whither 
the Marquis de Montalt followed to prosecute the 
charge Madame La Motte accompanied her husband 
to the prison of the Chatelet His mind sunk under 
the weight of his misfortunes, nor could all the efforts 
of his wife rouse him from the torpidity of despair 
which a consideration of his circumstances occasioned 
Should he be even acquitted of the charge brought 
against him by the Marquis (which was very unlikely), 
he was now in the scene of his former crimes, and the 
moment that should liberate him from the walls of his 
prison would probably deliver him again into the hands 
of offended justice. 

The prosecution of the Marquis was too well founded, 
and its object of a nature too serious, not to justify the 
terror of La Motte Soon after the latter had settled 
at the abbey of St. Clair, the small stock of money 
which the emergency of his circumstances had left him 
being nearly exhausted, his mind became corroded with 
the most cruel anxiety concerning the means of his 
future subsistence. As he was one evening riding alone 
in a remote part of the forest, musing on his distressed 
circumstances, and meditating plans to relieve the exi- 
gencies which he saw approaching, he perceived among 
the trees at some distance a chevalier on horseback, who 
was riding deliberately along and seemed wholly unat- 
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tended. A thought darted across the mind of La Motte 
that he might be spared the evils which threatened him 
by robbing this stranger. His former practices had 
passed the boundary of honesty — fraud was in some 
degree familiar to him — and the thought was not dis- 
missed He hesitated — every moment of hesitation 
increased the power of temptation — the opportunity was 
such as might never occur again He looked round, and 
as far as the trees opened saw no person but the 
chevalier, who seemed by his air to be a man of dis- 
tinction Summoning all his courage, La Motte rode 
forward and attacked him The Marquis de Montalt, 
for it was him, was unarmed, but knowing that his 
attendants were not far off, be refused to yield While 
they were struggling for victory. La Motte saw several 
horsemen enter the extremity of the avenue, and, 
rendered desperate by opposition and delay, he drew 
from Ins pocket a pistol (which an apprehension 
of banditti made him usually carry when he rode to a 
distance from the abbey), and fired at tile Marquis, 
who staggered and fell senseless to the ground La 
Motte had time to tear from his coat a brilliant star, 
some diamond rings from Ins fingers, and to rifle Ins 
pockets, before his attendants came up Instead of pur- 
suing the robber, they all, in their first confusion, flew 
to assist their lord, and La Motte escaped 

He stopped before he reached the abbey at a little 
rum, the tomb formerly mentioned, to examine Ins 
booty It consisted of a purse containing seventy louis 
d’ors, of a diamond star, three rings of great value, and 
a miniature set with brilliants of the Marquis himself, 
which he had intended as a present for his favourite 
mistress To La Motte, who but a few hours before 
had seen himself nearly destitute, the view of this 
treasure excited an almost ungovernable transport, but 
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it was soon checked when he remembered the means he 
had employed to obtain it, and that he had paid for the 
wealth he contemplated the price of blood Naturally 
violent m his pissions, this reflection sunk him from the 
summit of exultation to the abyss of despondency He 
considered himself a murderer, and startled as one awak- 
ened from a dream would have given half the world, 
had it been his, to have been as poor and, comparatively, 
as guiltless as a few preceding hours had seen lnm 
On examining the portrait he discovered the resem- 
blance, ami lx hiving that his hand had deprived the 
original ot lift, he ga^ed upon the picture with unutter- 
able anguish To the horrors of renwse succeeded the 
perplexities of tear Apprehensive of he knew not what, 
he lingered at the tomb, where he at length deposited 
his treasure, believing that if his offence should awaken 
justice, the abbey might be searched and these jewels 
betray linn. From Madame La Motte it was easy to 
conceal his mere ise ot wealth, for as he had never made 
her acquainted with the exact state of his finances, she 
had not susptefed the extreme poverty which menaced 
him, and as the v continued to live as usual, she believed 
that their expenses were drawn from the usual supply 
But it was not so easy to disguise the workings of re- 
morse and horror His manner became gloomy and 
reserved, and lus frequent visits to the tomb, where he 
went partlv to examine his treasure, but chiefly to 
indulge in the dreadful pleasure of contemplating the 
picture of the Marquis, excited curiosity In the soli- 
tude of the forest, where no variety of objects occurred 
to renovate his ideas, the horrible one of having com- 
mitted murder was ever present to him — When the 
Marquis arrived at the abbey, the astonishment and 
terror of La Motte, for at first he scarce knew whether 
he beheld the shadow or the substance of a human form, 
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were quickly succeeded by apprehension of the punish- 
ment due to the crime he had really committed. When 
his distress had prevailed on the Marquis to retire, he 
informed him that he was by birth a chevalier; he then 
touched upon such parts of his misfortunes as he 
thought would excite pity, expressed such abhorrence 
of his guilt, and voluntarily uttered such a solemn prom- 
ise of returning the jewels he had yet in his possession, 
for he had ventured to dispose only of a small part, 
that the Marquis at length listened to him with some 
degree of compassion. This favourable sentiment, sec- 
onded by a selfish motive, induced the Marquis to com- 
promise with La Motte. Of quick and inflammable pas- 
sions, he had observed the beauty of Adeline with an 
eye of no common regard, and he resolitd to spare the 
life of La Motte upon no other condition than the sac- 
rifice of this unfortunate girl La Motte had neither 
resolution nor virtue sufficient to reject the terms — the 
jewels were restored, and he consented to betray the 
innocent Adeline. But as he was too well acquainted 
with her heart to believe that she would easily be won 
to the practice of vice, and as he still felt a degree of 
pity and tenderness for her, he endeavoured to prevail 
on the Marquis to forbear precipitate measures, and to 
attempt gradually to undermine her principles by se- 
ducing her affections He approied and adopted this 
plan. The failure of his first scheme induced him to 
employ the stratagems he afterwards pursued, and thus 
to multiply the misfortunes of Adeline. 

Such were the circumstances which had brought La 
Motte to his present deplorable situation. The day of 
trial was now come, and he was led from prison into the 
court, where the Marquis appeared as his accuser. When 
the charge was delivered, La Motte, as is usual, pleaded 
not guilty, and the Advocate Nemours, who had under- 
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taken to plead for him, afterwards endeavoured to make 
it appear that the accusation on the part of the Marquis 
de Montalt was false and malicious. To this purpose he 
mentioned the circumstance of the latter having at- 
tempted to persuade his client to the murder of Ade- 
line; he farther urged that the Marquis had lived m 
habits of intimacy with La Motte for several months 
immediately preceding his arrest and that it was not 
till he had disappointed the designs of his accuser by 
conveying beyond his reach the unhappy object of his 
vengeance, that the Marquis had thought proper to 
charge La Motte with the crime for which he stood in- 
dicted. Nemours urged the improbability of one man’s 
keeping up a friendly intercourse with another from 
whom he had suffered the double injury of assault and 
robbery, yet it was certain that the Marquis bad ob- 
served a frequent intercourse with La Motte for some 
months following the tune specified tor the commission 
of the crime If the Marquis intended to prosecute, 
why was it not immediate lv after his discovery of La 
Motte" 1 and it not then, what had influenced him to 
prosecute at so distant a period 1 

To this nothing was replied on the part of the Mar- 
quis; for as his conduct on tins point had been sub- 
servient to his designs on Adeline, he could not justify 
it but by exposing schemes which would betray the dark- 
ness of las character and invalidate his cause. He 
therefore contented iumselt with producing several of 
1ns servants a* witnesses of the assault and robbery, 
who swore without scruple to the person of La Motte, 
though not one of them had seen huu otherwise than 
through the gloom ot evening and riding off at full 
speed. On a cross examination most of them contra- 
dicted each other, their evidence was of course re- 
jected; but as the Marquis had yet two other witnesses 
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to produce, whose arrival at Pans had been hourly ex- 
pected, the event of the trial was postponed and the 
court adjourned. 

La Motte was reconducted to his prison under the 
same pressure of despondency with which he had quitted 
it. As he walked through one of the avenues he passed 
a man who stood by to let him proceed, and who re- 
garded him with a fixed and earnest eve La Motte 
thought he had seen him before, but the imperfect view 
he caught of his features through the duskiness of the 
place made him uncertain as to this, and his mind was 
m too perturbed a state to suffer lmn to feel an interest 
on the subject When he was gone, the stranger in- 
quired- of the keeper of the prison who La Motte was; 
on being told, and receiving answers to some farther 
questions he put, he desired he might hi admitted to 
speak with him The request, as tin man was only a 
debtor, was granted, but as the doors were now shut 
for the night, the interview was deterred till the 
morrow 

La Motte found Madame in his room, where she had 
been waiting for some hours to hear the event of the 
trial They now wished more earnestly than ever to 
see their son, but they were, as he had suspected, ig- 
norant of his change of quarters, owing to the letters 
which he tiad as usual addressed to them under an as- 
sumed name, remaining at the post-house of Auboine. 
This circumstance occasioned Madame La Motte to ad- 
dress her letters to the place of htr son’sdate residence, 
and he had thus continued ignorant of his father’s mis- 
fortunes and removal Madame La Motte, surprised at 
receiving no answers to her letters, sent off another con- 
taining an account of the trial as far as it had pro- 
ceeded, and a request that her son would obtain leave 
of absence and set out for Pans instantly. As she 
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was still ignorant of the failure of her letters, and had 
it been otherwise, would not have known whither to 
have sent them, she directed this as usual. 

Meanwhile his approaching fate was never absent 
for a moment from the mind of La Motte, which, feeble 
by nature, and still more tnc rvated by habits of indul- 
gence, refused to support him at this dreadful period. 

While these scenes were passing at Paris, La Luc 
arrived then without any accident, after performing a 
journey during which he had been supported almost en- 
tirely by tin spirit of his resolution He hastened to 
throw himself at the feet of the sovereign, and such was 
the excess of his feeling on presenting the petition which 
was to decide the fate of h is son, that he could only look 
silently up, mid tin n fainted The king received the 
paper, and gn ing orders for the unhappy father to be 
taken care ot, passed on He was carried back to his 
hotel, where he awaited the event of this Ins final effort 

Adeline, meanwhile continued at Vaceau in a state 
of anxiety too powerful for her long-agitated frame, 
and the illness in consequence of this confined her al- 
most wholly to her chamber Sometimes she ventured 
to flatter herself with a hope that the journey of La Luc 
would be successful, but these short and illusive inter- 
vals of comfort served onlj to heighten by contrast the 
despondency that succeeded, and in the alternate ex- 
tremes of feeling she experienced a state more torturing 
than that produced either by the sharp sting of unex- 
pected calamity or the sullen pain of settled despair. 

When she w as well enough she came down to the 
parlour to converse with Louis, w'ho brought her fre- 
quent accounts of Theodore, and who passed every mo- 
ment he could snatch from the duty of his profession 
in endeavours to support and console his afflicted 
friends Adeline and Theodore both looked to him for 
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the little comfort allotted them, for he brought them 
intelligence of each other, and whenever he appeared 
a transient melancholy kind of pleasure played round 
their hearts. He could not conceal from Theodore Ade- 
line’s indisposition, since it was necessary to account 
for her not indulging the earnest wish he repeatedly ex- 
pressed to see her again. To Adeline he spoke chiefly 
of the fortitude and resignation of his friend, not how- 
ever forgetting to mention the tender affection he con- 
stantly expressed for her Accustomed to derive her 
sole consolation from the presence of Louis, and to 
observe his unwearied friendship towards him whom she 
so truly loved, she found her esteem for him ripen into 
gratitude and her regard daily increase. 

The fortitude with which he had said Theodore sup- 
ported his calamities was somewhat exaggerated. He 
could not forget those ties which bound him to life suffi- 
ciently to meet his fate with firmness, hut though the 
paroxysms of grief were acute and frequent, he sought, 
and often attained in the presence of his friends, a 
manly composure From the event of his father’s jour- 
ney he hoped little, yet that little was sufficient to keep 
his mind in the torture of suspense till the issue should 
appear. 

On the day preceding that fixed for the execution of 
the sentence. La Luc reached Vaceau. Adeline was at 
her chamber window when the carriage drew up to the 
inn; she saw him alight and with feeble steps, supported 
by Peter, enter the house. From the languor of his air 
she drew no favourable omen, and almost sinking under 
the violence of her emotion, she went to meet him. 
Clara was already with her father when Adeline en- 
tered the room. She approached him, but dreading to 
receive from his lips a confirmation of the misfortune 
his countenance seemed to indicate, she looked expres- 
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oively at him and sat down, unable to speak the ques- 
tion she would have asked He held out his hand to her 
in silence, sunk back in his chair, and seemed to be 
fainting under oppression of heart His manner con- 
firmed all her fears, at this dreadful conviction her 
senses failed her, and she sat motionless and stupified 
La Luc and Clara were too much occupied by their 
own distress to observe her situation After $ome time 
she breathed a heavy sigh and burst into tears Re- 
lieved by weeping, her spirits gradually returned, and 
she at length said to La Luc, “It is unnecessary, sir, to 
ask the success of your journey, yet when you can bear 

to mention the subject, I wish ’’ 

La Luc waved his hand — “Alas 1 ’’ said he, “I have 
nothing to tell but what you already guess too well. 
My poor Theodore — His voice was convulsed with sor- 
row, and some moments of unutterable anguish followed. 

Adeline was the first who recovered sufficient recol- 
lection to notice the extreme languor of La Luc and 
attend to his support She ordered him refreshments, 
and entreated he would retire to his bed and suffer her 
to send for a physician, adding that the fatigue he had 
suffered made repose absolutely necessary “Would 
that I could find it, my dear child,” said he, “it is not 
in this w'orld that I must look for it, but in a better, 
and that better I trust I shall soon attain. But where 
is our good friend, Louis La Motte ? He must lead me 
to my son.” — Grief again interrupted his utterance, and 
the entrance of Louis was a very seasonable relief to 
them all. Their tears explained the question he would 
have asked , La Luc immediately inquired for his son, 
and thanking Louis for all his kindness to him, desired 
to be conducted to the prison Louis endeavoured to 
persuade him to defer his visit till the morning, and 
Adeline and Clara joined their entreaties with his, but 
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La Luo determined to go that night — “His time is 
short,” said he, “a few hours and I shall see him no 
more, at least in this world; let me not neglect these 
precious moments Adeline * I had promised my poor 
boy that he should see you once more, y on are not now 
equal to the meeting I will try to reconcile him to the 
disappointment, but if I fail, and you are better in the 
morning, I know you will exert \ ourself to sustain the 
interview ” — Adeline looked impatient, and attempted to 
speak La Luc rose to d< part, but could only reach 
the door of the room, where, faint and feeble, be sat 
down in a chair “1 must submit to necessity.” said he; 
"I find I am not able to go farther to-night Go to 
him, La Mottc. and tell him I am somewhat disordered 
by m\ journey, but that I will be with him early in the 
morning Do not flatter him with a hope, prt pare him 
for the worst” — There was a paust of silence. La 
Luc, at length recovering himself, desire el t lara would 
order Ills bed to be got ready, and she willingh obeyed. 
When he withdrew, Adeline told Louis, wli it was indeed 
unnecessary, the event of La l.ui’s |ourne v ' I own,” 
continued she, “that I had sometimes siilfeied myself 
to hope, and I now' feel this calamity with double force. 
I fear too that M La Luc will sink under its pressure; 
he is much altered for the worse since he set out for 
Pans Tell me your opinion sincerely 

The change was so obvious that Louis could not deny 
it, but he endeav oure'd to soothe her apprehension by 
ascribing tins alteration in a great measure to the tem- 
porary fatigue of travelling Adeline deelareel her reso- 
lution of accompanying La Lue to take leave of Theo- 
dore in the morning “I know not how I shall support 
the interview,” said she, “but to sec him once more is a 
duty I owe both to him and mvself The remembrance 
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of having neglected to give him this last proof of affec- 
tion would pursue me with incessant remorse ” 

After some farther conversation cm this subject, Louis 
withdrew to the prison, ruminating on the best means 
of imparting to Ins friend the fatal intelligence he had 
to communicate Theodore received it with more com- 
posure than he had expected, but he asked with impa- 
tience why he did not see his father and Adeline, and 
on being informed that indisposition withheld them, his 
imagination seized on the worst possibility and sug- 
gested that his father was dead It was a considerable 
time before Louis could convince him of the contrary, 
and that Adeline was not dangerously ill, when, how- 
ever, lie was assured that he should see them in the 
morning, he became more tranquil He desired his 
friend would not leave him that night ‘These are the 
last hours we can pass together,” added he, “I cannot 
sleep' Stav with me. and lighten their heavy moments 
I haw need of comfort, Louis Young as I am, and 
held bv such strong attachments. I cannot quit the 
world with resignation I know not how to credit those 
stories wc hear of philosophic fortitude, wisdom cannot 
teach us cheerfully to resign a good, and life in my 
circumstances is surclv such ” 

The night w as passed in embarrassed conversation, 
sometime s interrupted by long fits of silence and some- 
times bv the parowsins of despair, and the morning of 
that day wind) was to lead Theodore to death at length 
dawned through the grjtes of his prison 

La Luc meunwhile passed a sleepless and dreadful 
night lie prayed for fortitude and resignation both for 
himself and Theodore , but the pangs of nature were 
poweriul in his heart, and not to be subdued. The idea 
of his lamented wife, and of what she would have suf- 
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fered had she lived to witness the ignominious death 
which awaited her son, frequently occurred to him. 

It seemed as if a destiny had hung over the life of 
Theodore, for it is probable that the king might have 
granted the petition of the unhappy father, had it not 
happened that the Marquis de Montalt was present at 
court when the paper was presented. The appearance 
and singular distress of the petitioner had interested the 
monarch, and instead of putting by the paper, he opened 
it. As he threw his eyes over it, observing that the 
criminal was of the Marquis de Montalt’s regiment, he 
turned to him and inquired the nature of the offence 
for which the culprit was about to suffer The answer 
was such as might have been expected from the Marquis, 
and the king was convinced that Theodore was not a 
proper object of mercy. 

But to return to La Luc, who was called according 
to his order at a very early hour. Having passed some 
time in prayer, he went down to the parlour, where 
Louis, punctual to the moment, already waited to con- 
duct him to the prison He appeared calm and col- 
lected, but his countenance was impressed with a fixed 
despair that sensibly affected his young friend While 
they waited for Adeline he spoke little, and seemed 
struggling to attain the fortitude necessary to support 
him through the approaching scene Adeline not ap- 
pearing, he at length sent to hasten her, and was told 
she had been ill, but was recovering She had indeed 
passed a night of such agitation that her frame had 
sunk under it, and she was now endeavouring to recover 
strength and composure sufficient to sustain her in this 
dreadful hour Every moment that brought her nearer 
to it had increased her emotion, and the apprehension 
of being prevented seeing Theodore had alone enabled 
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her to struggle against the united pressure of illness 
and grief. 

She now, with Clara, joined La Luc, who advanced as 
they entered the room, and took a hand of each in 
silence. After some moments he proposed to go, and 
they stepped into a carriage which conveyed them to the 
gates of the prison. The crowd had already began to 
assemble there, and a confused murmur arose as the 
carnage moved forward , it was a grievous sight to the 
friends of Theodore. Louis supported Adeline when 
she alighted , she was scarcely able to walk, and with 
trembling steps she followed La Luc, whom the keeper 
led towards that part of the prison where his son was 
confined It was now eight o’clock The sentence was 
not to be executed till twelve, but a guard of soldiers 
was already placed m the court, and as this unhappy 
party passed along the narrow avenues, they were met 
by several officers who had been to take a last farewell 
of Theodore As thev ascended the stairs that led to 
his apartment, La Luc’s ear caught the clink of chains, 
and heard him walking aboie with a quick irregular 
step The unhappy father, overcome by the moment 
which now pressed upon him, stopped, and was obliged 
to support lnmstlf by the bannister. Louis fearing the 
consequence of his grief might be fatal, shattered as his 
frame already was, would have gone for assistance, but 
he made a sign to him to stay “I am better,” said La 
Luc; “O God 1 support me through this hour 1 ” and in a 
few minutes he was able to proceed 

As the warder unlocked the door, the harsh grating 
of the key shocked Adeline, but in the next moment she 
was in the presence of Theodore, who sprung to meet 
her, and caught her in his arms before she sunk to the 
ground As her head reclined on his shoulder, he again 
viewed that countenance so dear to him, which had so 
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often lighted rapture in his heart, and which though 
pale and inanimate as it now was, awakened him to 
momentary delight When at length she unclosed her 
eyes, she fixed them m long and mournful gaze upon 
Theodore, who, pressing her to his heart, could answer 
her only with a smile of mingled tenderness and despair. 
The tears he endeavoured to restrain trembled in his 
eyes, and he forgot for a time everything but Adeline 
La Luc, who had seated himself at the foot of the bed, 
seemed unconscious of what passed around hun and 
entirely absorbed in his own grief, but Clara, as she 
clasped the hand of her brother and hung weeping on 
his arm, expressed aloud all the anguish of her heart, 
and at length recalled the attention of Adeline, who in 
a lore scarcely audible entreated slit would spare her 
father. Her words roused Theodore, and supporting 
Adeline to a chair, he turned to La Luc “My dear 
child *” said I.a Luc, grasping ins hand and bursting 
into tears, ‘my clear child'' Thcv wept together 
After a long interval of silence he said, ‘ 1 thought I 
could ha\ e supported this hour, but I am old and feeble. 
God knows my efforts for resignation, my faith in his 
goodness.” 

Theodore by a strong and sudden exertion assumed 
a composed and firm countenance, and endeavoured by 
every gentle argument to soothe and comfort lus weep- 
ing friends La Luc at length seemed to conquer his 
sufferings, drjing his eyes, he said, “My son, I ought 
to have set you a better example and have practised the 
precepts of fortitude I have so often given you. But 
it is over , I know, and will perform, my duty ” Adeline 
breathed a heavy sigh, and continued to weep. “Be 
comforted, my love, we part but for a time,” suid Theo- 
dore as he kissed the tears from her cheek, and uniting 
her hand with that of his father’s, he earnestly recom- 
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mended her to his protection. "Receive her,” added he, 
“as the most precious legacy I can bequeath , consider 
her as your child She will console you when I am 
gone, she will more than supply the loss of your son” 

La Luc assured him that he did now, and should 
continue to regard Adeline as his daughter Dining 
those afflicting hours he end'Mioured to dissipate the 
terrors of approaching death by inspiring his son with 
religious confidence His com ersation was pious, ra- 
tional, and consolatory, he spoke not from the cold dic- 
tates of the head but from the feelings of a heart which 
had long lo\(d and practised the pure precepts of Chris- 
tianity. and which now' drew' from them a comfort such 
as nothing earthly could bestow 

“You arc young my son,’ said he. “and are yet inno- 
cent ot any gnat crime, iou may theicfore look on 
death without ti rror, for to the guilty onl\ is his ap- 
proach dreadful I feel that I shall not long surxixe 
you and I trust in a merciful God that- we shall meet in 
a state w here sorrow nexer conns, nlii'i iht Son of 
Righteousness shall arise tv; l h heahrq in his wings 1 ” 
As he spoke Ik looked up. the tears still trembled in 
his eyes, which beamed with meek \et ferxent demotion, 
and his countenance glowed xxith the dignity' of a su- 
perior being 

“Let us not neglect the awful moments,” said La Luc, 
rising, “let our united prayers ascend to Him who 
alone can comfort and support us 1 ” They all knelt 
down, and he prayed with that simple and sublime elo- 
quence which true piety inspires When he rose, he 
embraced his children separately, and when he came 
to Theodore, lie paused, gazed upon him with an ear- 
nest, mournful expression, and was for some time un- 
able to speak Theodore could not bear this; he drew 
his hand before his eyes and vainly endeavoured to stifle 
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the deep sobs which convulsed his frame. At length 
recovering his voice, he entreated his father would leave 
him. “This misery is too much for us all,” said he; 
“let us not prolong it The time is now drawing on — 
leave me to compose myself. The sharpness of death 
consists in parting with those who are dear to us, when 
that is passed, death is disarmed.” 

“I will not leave you, my son,” replied La Luc, “my 
poor girls shall go, but for me, I will be with you In 
your last moments ’’ Theodore felt that this would be 
too much for them both, and urged every argument 
which reason could suggest to prevail with his father 
to relinquish his design But he remained firm in his 
determination “I will not suffer a selfish consideration 
of the pain I may endure,” said La Luc. "to tempt me to 
desert my child when he will most require my support. 
It is my duty to attend \ou, and nothing shall with- 
hold me ” 

Theodore seized on the words of La Luc — “As you 
would that I should be supported in niv last hour," 
said he, “I entreat that you will not he witness of it. 
Your presence, my dear father, would subdue all my for- 
titude — would destroy what little composure I may 
otherwise be able to attain Add not to my sufferings the 
view of your distress, but leave me to forget, if possible, 
the dear parent I must quit for ever ” His tears fiow'ed 
anew La Luc continued to gaze on him in silent 
agony, at length he said, “Well, be it so. If indeed my 
presence would distress you, I will not go ” His voice 
was broken and interrupted After a pause of some 
moments he again embraced Theodore — “We must 
part,” said he, “we must part, but it is only for a time 
— we shall soon be reunited in a higher world 1 — O 
God 1 thou seest my heart — thou seest all its feelings in 
this bitter hour — Grief again overcame him. He 



THE ROMANCE OF THE FOREST 543 

pressed Theodore in his arms, and at length, seeming to 
summon all his fortitude, he again said, “We must part. 
—Oh 1 my son, farewell for ever m this world f — The 
mercy of Almighty God support and bless you 

He turned away to leave the prison, but quite worn 
out with grief, sunk into a chair near the door he 
would have opened. Theodore gazed with a distracted 
countenance alternately on his father, on Clara, and on 
Adeline, whom he pressed to his throbbing heart, and 
their tears flowed together. “And do I then,” cried he, 
“for the last time look upon that countenance 1 — Shall 
I never — never more behold it ? — O 1 exquisite misery ! 
Yet once again — once more,” continued he, pressing her 
cheek, but it was insensible and cold as marble. 

Louis, who had left the room soon after La Luc ar- 
rived, that his presence might not interrupt their fare- 
well grief, now returned. Adeline raised her head, and 
perceiving who entered, it again sunk on the bosom of 
Theodore 

Louis appeared much agitated La Luc arose “We 
must go,” said he , “Adeline, my love, exert yourself — 
Clara — m\ children, let us depart — Yet one last — last 

embrace, and then 1 ” Louis advanced and took his 

hand “M\ dear sir, I have something to sav, yet I 
fear to tell it” — “What do you mean ? ” said La Luc, 
with quickness, “no new misfortune can have power to 
afflict me at this moment Do not fear to speak ” — “I 
rejoice that I cannot put iou to the proof,” replied 
Louis, “I have seen iou sustain the most trying afflic- 
tion with fortitude Can you support the transports of 
hope^” — La Luc gazed eagerly on Louis — “Speak!” 
said he, in a faint soice Adeline raised her head, and, 
trembling between hope and fear, looked at Louis as if 
she would have searched his soul He smiled cheer- 
fully upon her. “Is it — O ’ is it possible >” she ex- 
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claimed, suddenly reanimated — “He lives* He lives!” 
— She said no more, but ran to La Luc, who sunk faint- 
ing in his chair, while Theodore and Clara with one 
loice called on Louis to relieve them from the tortures 
of suspense 

He proceeded to inform them that he had obtained 
from the commanding officer a respite for Theodore till 
the king’s farther pleasure could be known, and this m 
consequence of a letter received that morning from his 
mother, Madame La Motte, m which she mentioned 
some very extraordinary circumstances that had ap- 
peared in the course of a trial lately conducted at Pans, 
and which so materially affected the ihuracter of the 
Marquis de Montalt as to render it possible a pardon 
might be obtained for Theodore 

These words darted with the rapidity of lightning 
upon the hearts of his hearers La Luc revived, and 
that prison so lately the scene of despair now echoed 
only to the voices of gratitude and gladness La Luc, 
raising his clasped hands to heaven, said “Great God* 
support me in this moment as thou hast already sup- 
ported me 1 — If my son lives, I die in peace ” 

He embraced Theodore, and reim inhering the an- 
guish of his last embrace, tears of thankfulness and joy 
flowed to the contrast So powerful indeed was the 
effect of this temporary lepneve and of the hope it 
introduced, that if ail absolute pardon had been ob- 
tained, it could scarcely for the moment have diffused 
a more lively joy Rut when the first emotions were 
subsided, the uncertainty of Theodore’s fate once more 
appeared Adeline forbore to express this, but Clara 
without scruple lamented the possibility that her brother 
might yet he taken from them, and all their joy be 
turned to sorrow A look from Adeline checked her. 
Joy was, however, so much the predominant feeling of 
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the present moment that the shade which reflection 
threw upon their hopes passed away like the cloud that 
is dispelled by the strength of the sun-beam, and Louis 
alone was pensive and abstracted 

When they were sufficiently composed, he informed 
them that the contents of Madame La Motte’s letter 
obliged him to set out for Pans immediately, and that 
the intelligence he had to communicate intimately con- 
cerned Adeline, who would undoubtedly judge it neces- 
sary to go thither also as soon as her health would 
permit He then read to his impatient auditors such 
passages in the letter as were necessary to evplain his 
meaning, but as Madame La Motte had omitted to 
mention some circumstances of importance to be under- 
stood, the following is a relation of the occurrences that 
had lately happened at Pans 

It may be remembered that on the first day of his 
trial, La Motte, in passing from the courts to Ins prison, 
saw a person whose features, though imperfectly seen 
through the dusk, he thought he recollected, and that 
this same person, after inquiring the name of La Motte, 
desired to be admitted to him On the following day the 
warder complied with his request, and the surprise of 
La Motte may be imagined when in the stronger light of 
his apartment he distinguished the countenance of the 
man from whose hands he had formerly received 
Adeline 

On observing Madame La Motte in the room, he 
said he had something of consequence to impart, and 
desired to be left alone with the prisoner When she 
was gone he told La Motte that he understood he was 
confined at the suit of the Marquis de Montalt La 
Motte assented. — “I know him for a villain,’ said the 
stranger boldly — “Your ease is desperate Do you 
wish for life''” 
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“Need the question be asked 

“Your trial, I understand, proceeds to-morrow. I am 
now under confinement m this place for debt, but if 
you can obtain leaie for me to go with you into the 
■courts, and a condition from the judge that what I 
reveal shall not incriminate tnyself, I will make discov- 
eries that shall confound that same Marquis I will 
prove him a villain, and it shall then be judged how 
far his word ought to be taken against you ” 

La Motte, whose interest was now strongly excited, 
desired he would explain himself, and the man pro- 
ceeded to relate a long history of the misfortunes and 
consequent poverty ■which had tempted him to become 
subservient to the schemes of the Marquis, till he sud- 
denly checked himself and said, “When I obtain from 
the court the promise I require, I will explain myself 
fully; till then I cannot say more on the subject.’’ 

La Motte could not forbear expressing a doubt of his 
sincerity and a curiosity concerning the motive that had 
induced him to become the Marquis’s accuser. — “As to 
my motive, it is a very natural one,” replied the man- 
“it is no easy matter to leceive ill usage without re- 
senting it, particularly from a villain whom you have 
served ” — La Motte, for his own sake, endeavoured to 
check the vehemence with which this was uttered. “I 
care not who hears me,” continued the stranger, but at 
the same time he lowered his voice, “I repeat it — the 
Marquis has used me ill — I have kept his secret long 
enough. He does not think it worth while to secure my 
silence, or he would relieve my necessities. I am in 
prison for debt, and have applied to him for relief. 
Since he does not choose to give it, let him take the con- 
sequence. I warrant he shall soon repent that he has 
provoked me, and ’tis fit he should ” 

The doubts of La Motte were now dissipated; the 



THE ROMANCE OF THE FOREST 547 


prospect of life again opened upon him, and he assured 
Du Bosse (which was the stranger’s name) with much 
warmth that he would commission his advocate to do 
all in his power to obtain leave for his appearance on 
the trial and to procure the necessary condition. After 
some farther conversation they parted. 


CHAPTER XXI 

Leave was at length granted for the appearance of Du 
Bosse, with a promise that his words should not crim- 
inate him, and he accompanied La Motte into court. 

The confusion of the Marquis de Montalt on per- 
ceiving this man was observed by many persons pres- 
ent, and particularly by La Motte, who drew from this 
circumstance a favourable presage for himself 

When Du Bosse was called upon, he informed the 
court that on the night of the twenty-first of April m 
the preceding year, one Jean d’Aunov , a man he had 
known many years, came to his lodging After they 
had discoursed for some time on their circumstances, 
d’Aunoy said he knew a way by which Du Bosse might 
change all his poverty to riches, but that he would not 
say more till he was certain he would be willing to fol- 
low it. The distressed state in wduch Du Bosse then 
was made him anxious to learn the means which would 
bring him relief, he eageily inquired what Ins friend 
meant, and after some time d’Aunoy explained himself. 
He said he was employed by a nobleman, (whom he 
afterwards told Du Bosse was the Marquis de Montalt) 
to carry off a young girl from a convent, and that she 
was to be taken to a house a few leagues distant from 
Pans. "I knew the house he described well,” said Du 
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Bosse, “for I had been there many times with d’Aunoy, 
who lived there to avoid his creditors, though he often 
passed his nights at Pans He would not tell me more 
of the scheme, but said he should want assistants, and 
if I and my brother, who is since dead, would join lnm, 
his emplov er would grudge no money and we should be 
vrell rewarded I desired him again to tell me more of 
the plan, but he was obstinate, and after I had told him 
I would consider of what he said and speak to my 
brother, he went away 

“When he called the next night for his answer, my 
brother and I agreed to engage, and accordingly we 
went home with him He then told us that the young 
lady he was to bring thither was a natural daughter of 
the Marquis de Montalt and of a nun belonging to a 
convent of Ursulints, that Ins wife had recciv ed the 
child immediately on its birth, and had been allowed a 
handsome annuitv to bring it up as her own, which she 
had done till her death The child was then placed in 
a convent and designed for the veil, but when she w'as 
of an age to receive the vows, she had steadily persisted 
in refusing them This circumstance had so much ex- 
asperated the Marquis that m his rage he ordered that 
if she persisted in her obstinacy she would be removed 
from the convent, and got rid of any wav, since if she 
lived in the world her birth might be discovered, and 
m consequence of this her mother, for whom he had 
yet a regaid, would be condemned to expiate her crime 
by a terrible death ” 

Du Bosse was interrupted in his narrative by the 
counsel of the Marquis, who contended that the cir- 
cumstances alleged tending to criminate his client, the 
proceeding was both irrelevant and illegal He was 
answered that it was not irrelevant, and therefore not 
illegal, for that the circumstances which threw light 
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upon the character of the Marquis affected his evidence 
against La Motte. Du Bosse was suffered to proceed 

‘’D’Aunoy then said that the Marquis had ordered 
him to dispatch her, but that as he had been used to see 
her from her infancy, he could not hnd in his heart to 
do it, and wrote to tell hitn so The Marquis then com- 
manded him to find those who would, and this was the 
business for which he wanted us My brother and I 
were not so wukid as tins came to, and so we told 
d’Aunoy, and I could not help asking why the Mar- 
quis resolved to murder his own child rather than ex- 
pose her mother to the risque of suffering death He 
said the Marquis had never seen Ins child, and that 
therefore it could not he supposed he felt much kindness 
towards it, and still less that he could love it better than 
he loved its mother ” 

Du Bosse proceeded to relate how much he and his 
brother had endeavoured to soften the heart of d’Aunoy 
towards the Marquis’s daughter, and that they prevailed 
with him to write again and plead for her D’Aunoy 
went to Paris to await the answer, leaving them and 
the young girl at the house on the heath, where the 
former had consented to remain, seemingly for the 
purpose of executing the orders they might receive, but 
realh' w ith a design to save the unhappy victim from 
the sacrifice 

It is probable that Du Bosse, m this instance, gave 
a false account of his motive, since if he was really 
guilty of an intention so atrocious as that of murder, 
he would naturally endeavour to conceal it. However 
this might be, he affirmed that on the night of the 
twenty-sixth of April he received an order from 
d’Aunoy for the destruction of the girl, whom he had 
afterwards delivered into the hands of La Motte 

La Motte listened to this relation m astonishment. 
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When he knew that Adeline was the daughter of the 
Marquis, and remembered the crime to which he had 
once devoted her, his frame thrilled with horror. He 
now took up the story, and added an account of what 
had passed at the abbey between the Marquis and him- 
self concerning a design of the former upon the life of 
Adeline, and urged as a proof of the present prosecu- 
tion originating in malice, that it had commenced im- 
mediately after he had effected her escape from the 
Marquis. He concluded, however, with saying that as 
the Marquis had immediately sent his people in pursuit 
of her, it was possible she might yet have fallen a vic- 
tim to his vengeance 

Here the Marquis’s counsel again interfered, and 
their objections were again overruled by the court. The 
uncommon degree of emotion which his countenance 
betrayed during the narrations of Du Bosse and La 
Motte was generally observed The court suspended 
the sentence of the latter, ordered that the Marquis 
should be put under immediate arrest, and that Adeline 
(the name given by her foster mother) and Jean 
d’Aunoy should be sought for. 

The Marquis was accordingly seized at the suit of 
the crown, and put under confinement till Adeline 
should appear or proof could be obtained that she died 
by his order, and till d'Aunoy should confirm or de- 
stroy the evidence of La Motte 

Madame, who at length obtained intelligence of her 
son’s residence from the town where he was formerly 
stationed, had acquainted him with his father’s situa- 
tion and the proceedings of the trial , and as she be- 
lieved that Adeline, if she had been so fortunate as to 
escape the Marquis’s pursuit, was still m Savoy, she 
desired Louis would obtain leave of absence and bring 
her to Paris, where her immediate presence was reqtfl- 
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site to substantiate the evidence and probably to save 
the life of La Motte. 

On the receipt of her letter, which happened on the 
morning appointed for the execution of Theodore, Louis 
went immediately to the commanding officer to petition 
for a respite till the king’s further pleasure should be 
known. He founded his plea on the arrest of the Mar- 
quis, and shewed the letter he had just received. The 
commanding officer readily granted a reprieve, and 
Louis, who on the arrival of this letter had forborne to 
communicate its contents to Theodore, lest it should tor- 
ture him with false hope, now hastened to him with this 
comfortable news. 


CHAPTER XXII 

On learning the purpose of Madame La Motte’s let- 
ter, Adeline saw the necessity of her immediate de- 
parture for Paris. The life of La Motte, who had more 
than saved hers, the life, perhaps, of her beloved Theo- 
dore, depended on the testimony she should give And 
she who had so lately been sinking under the influence 
of illness and despair, who could scarcely raise her 
languid head, or speak but in the faintest accents, now 
reanimated with hope and invigorated by a sense of the 
importance of the business before her, prepared to per- 
form a rapid journey of some hundred miles 

Theodore tenderly entreated that she would so far 
consider her health as to delay this journey for a few 
days, but with a smile of enchanting tenderness she as- 
sured him that she was now too happy to be ill, and 
that the same cause which would confirm her happiness 
would confirm her health. So strong was the effect of 



552 MRS. ANN RADCLIFFE 

hope upon her mind, now that it succeeded to the misery 
of despair, that it overcame the shock she suffered on 
believing herself a daughter of the Marquis, and every 
other painful reflection She did not even foresee the 
obstacle that circumstance might produce to her union 
with Theodore, should he at last be permitted to live 

It was settled that she should set off for Paris in a 
few hours with Louis, and attended by Peter These 
hours were passed by La Luc and his family in the 
prison. 

When the time of her departure armed, the spirits 
of Adeline again forsook her and the illusions of joy 
disappeared She no longer beluld Theodore as one 
respited from death, hilt took leave of him with a 
mournful presentiment that she should see lnm no more 
So strongly was this presage impressed upon her mind, 
that it was long before she could summon resolution to 
hid him farewell, and when she had done so, and even 
left the apartment, she returned to take* of linn a last 
look As she was once more quitting the room, her 
melancholy imagination represented Theodore at the 
place of execution, pale, and convulsed in death, she 
again turned her lingering eyes upon him, but fancy 
affected her sense, for she thought as she now gazed 
that his countenance changed and assumed a ghastly 
hue. All her resolution vanished, and such was the 
anguish of her heart that she resolved to defer her 
journey till the morrow, though she must by this means 
lose the protection of Louis, 'hose impatience to meet 
his father would not suffer the delay The triumph of 
passion, however, was transient, soothed by the indul- 
gence she promised herself, her grief subsided, reason 
resumed its influence , she again saw the necessity of 
her immediate departure and recollected sufficient reso- 
lution to submit La Luc would have accompanied her 
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for the purpose of again soliciting the king in behalf 
of his son, had not the extreme weakness and lassitude 
to which he was reduced made travelling impracticable. 

At length Adeline with a heavy heart quitted Theo- 
dore, notwithstanding his entreaties that she would not 
undertake the journey in her present weak state, and 
was accompanied by ClaTa and La Luc to the inn. The 
former parted from her friend with many tears, and 
much anxiety for her welfare, but under a hope of soon 
meeting again. Should a pardon be granted to Theo- 
dore, La Luc designed to fetch Adeline from Paris ; but 
should this be refused, she was to return with Peter. 
He bade her adieu with a father’s kindness, which she 
repaid with a filial affection, and in her last words con- 
jured him to attend to the recovery of his health the 
languid smile he assumed seemed to express that her 
solicitude was vain, and that he thought his health past 
recovery. 

Thus Adeline quitted the friends so justly dear to 
her, and so lately found, for Paris, where she was a 
stranger almost without protection, and compelled to 
meet a father who had pursued her with the utmost 
cruelty, m a public court of justice The carriage in 
leaving Vaceau passed by the prison, she threw an 
eager look towards it as she passed, its heavy black 
walls, and narrow-grated windows, seemed to frown 
upon her hopes — but Theodore was there, and leaning 
from the window she continued to gaze upon it till an 
abrupt turning in the street concealed it from her view. 
She then sunk back m the carriage, and yielding to the 
melancholy of her heart, wept in silence. Louis was not 
disposed to interrupt it, his thoughts were anxiously 
employed on his father’s situation, and the travellers 
proceeded many miles without exchanging a word 

At Paris, whither we shall now return, the search 
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after Jean d’Aunoy was prosecuted without success. 
The house on the heath described by Du Bosse was 
found uninhabited, and to the places of his usual resort 
in the city, where the officers of the police awaited him, 
he no longer came. It even appeared doubtful whether 
he was living, for he had absented himself from the 
houses of his customary rendezvous some time before 
the trial of La Motte; it was therefore certain that his 
absence was not occasioned by anything which had 
passed in the courts. 

In the solitude of his confinement the Marquis de 
Montalt had leisure to reflect on the past and to repent 
of his crimes, but reflection and repentance formed as 
yet no part of his disposition. He turned with impa- 
tience from recollections which produced only pain, 
and looked forward to the future with an endeavour to 
avert the disgrace and punishment which he saw im- 
pending The elegance of his manners had so effectu- 
ally veiled the depravity of Ins heart that he was a 
favourite with his sovereign, and on this circumstance 
he rested his hope of security He however severely 
repented that he had indulged the hasty spirit of re- 
venge which had urged him to the prosecution of La 
Motte, and had thus unexpectedly involved him in a 
situation dangerous — if not fatal — since if Adeline could 
not be found he would be concluded guilty of her death. 
But the appearance of d’Aunoy was the circumstance 
he most dreaded, and to oppose the possibility of this, he 
employed secret emissaries to discover his retreat and 
to bribe him to his interest. These were, however, as 
unsuccessful in their research as the officers of police, 
and the Marquis at length began to hope the man was 
really dead 

La Motte meanwhile awaited with trembling impa- 
tience the arrival of his son, when he should be relieved 
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in some degree from his uncertainty concerning Adeline. 
On her appearance he rested his only hope of life, since 
the evidence against him would lose much of its validitj 
from the confirmation she would gue of the bad char 
acter of his prosecutor, and if the Parliament even con- 
demned La Motte, the clemency of the Ling might yet 
operate in Ins favour 

Adeline arrived at Pans after a journey of several 
days, during which she was chief! v supported by the 
delicate attentions of Louis, whom she pitied and es- 
teemed, though she could not love She was immedi- 
ately visited at the hotel by Madame La Motte The 
meeting was aftecting on both sides A sense of her 
past conduit excited in the latter an embarrassment 
which the delicacy and goodness of Adeline would wil- 
lingly havt spared her, but the pardon solicited was 
given with so much sincerity that Madame gradually 
became composed and reassured This forgiveness, 
however, could not have been thus easih granted had 
Adeline believed her former conduct was voluntary A 
conviction of the restraint and terror under which Ma- 
dame had acted alone induced her to excuse the past 
In this first meeting they forbore dwelling on particular 
subjects, Madame La Motte proposed that Adeline 
should remove from the hotel to her lodgings near the 
Chatelet, and Adeline, for whom a residence at a public 
hotel was very improper, gladly accepted the offer. 

Madame there gave her a circumstantial account of 
La Motte’s situation, and concluded with saying that 
as the sentence of her husband had been suspended till 
some certainty could be obtained concerning the late 
criminal designs of the Marquis, and as Adeline could 
confirm the chief part of La Motte’s testimony, it was 
probable that now she was arrived, the Court would 
proceed immediately. She now learnt the full extent 
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of her obligation to La Motte, for she was till now ig- 
norant that when he sent her from the forest he saved 
her from death Her horror of the Marquis, whom she 
could not bear to consider as her father, and her grati- 
tude to her deliverer, redoubled, and she became im- 
patient to give the testimony so necessary to the hopes 
of her preserver Madame then said she believed it was 
not too late to gain admittance that night to the Cha- 
telet, and as she knew how anxiously her husband 
wished to see Adeline, she entreated her consent to go 
thither. Adeline, though much harassed and fatigued, 
complied. When Louis returned from M Nemours, his 
father’s advocate, whom he had hastened to inform of 
her arrival, they all set out for the Chatelet. The view 
of the prison into which they were now admitted so 
forcibly recalled to Adeline’s mind the situation of 
Theodore that she with difficulty supported herself to 
the apartment of La Motte When he saw her a gleam 
of joy passed over his countenance, but again relapsing 
into despondency, he looked mournfully at her and then 
at Louis, and groaned deeply Adeline, m whom all 
remembrance of his former cruelty was lost in his sub- 
sequent kindness, expressed her thankfulness for the 
life he had preserved and her anxiety to serve lum, in 
warm and repeated terms But her gratitude evidently 
distressed him; instead of reconciling him to himself, 
it seemed to awaken a remembrance of the guilty de- 
signs he had once assisted and to strike the pangs of 
conscience deeper in his heart. Endeavouring to con- 
ceal his emotions, he entered on the subject of his pres- 
ent danger and informed Adeline what testimony would 
be required of her on the trial. After above an hour’s 
conversation with La Motte, she returned to the lodg- 
ings of Madame, where, languid and ill, she withdrew 
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to her chamber and tried to obliviate her anxieties in 
sleep. 

The Parliament which conducted the trial reassem- 
bled in a few days after the arrival of Adeline, and 
the two remaining witnesses of the Marquis, on whom 
he now rested his cause against La Motte, appeared. 
She was led trembling into the Court, where almost the 
first object that met her eyes was the Marquis de Mon- 
talt, whom she now beheld with an emotion entirely 
new to her, and which was strongly tinctured with 
horror When Du Bosse saw her he immediately swore 
to her identity, his testimony was confirmed by her 
manner, for on percen ing him she grew pale and a 
universal tremor seized her Jean d’Aunoy could no- 
where be found, and La Motte was thus deprived of an 
evidence which essentially affected his interest Ade- 
line, when called upon, gave her little narrative with 
clearness and precision , and Peter, who had conveyed 
her from the abbey, supported the testimony she of- 
fered The evidence produced was sufficient to crimi- 
nate the Marquis of the intention of murder, in the 
minds of most people present , but it was not sufficient 
to affect the testimony of his two last witnesses, who 
positively swore to the commission of the robbery and 
to the person of La Motte, on whom sentence of death 
was accordingly pronounced On receiving this sen- 
tence the unhappy criminal fainted, and the compassion 
of the assembly, whose feelings had been unusually in- 
terested in the decision, was expressed in a general 
groan 

Their attention was quickly called to a new object — 
it was Jean d’Aunoy who now entered the Court But 
his evidence, if it could ever, indeed, have been the 
means of saving La Motte, came too late He was 
reconducted to prison, but Adeline, who. extremely 
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shocked by his sentence, was much indisposed, received 
orders to remain in the court during the examination 
of d’Aunoy. This man had been at length found in 
the prison of a provincial town, where some of his 
creditors had thrown him, and from which even the 
money which the Marquis had remitted to him for the 
purpose of satisfying the craving importunities of Du 
Bosse had been insufficient to release him Meanwhile 
the revenge of the latter had been roused against the 
Marquis by an imaginary neglect, and the money which 
was designed to relieve his necessities, was spent by 
d’Aunoy in riotous luxury 

He was confronted with Adeline and with Du Bosse, 
and ordered to confess all he knew concerning this 
mysterious affair, or to undergo the torture. D’Aunoy, 
who was ignorant how far the suspicions concerning the 
Marquis extended, and who was conscious that his own 
words might condemn him, remained for some time ob- 
stinately silent, but when the question was adminis- 
tered his resolution gave way, and he confessed a crime 
of which he had not even been suspected 

It appeared, that m the year 1G42 d’Aunoy, together 
with one Jaques Martignv, and Francis Balliere, had 
waylaid and seized Henri, Marquis de Montalt, half 
brother to Philippe, and after having robbed him and 
bound his servant to a tree, according to the orders 
they had received they conveyed him to the abbey of 
St. Clair, in the distant forest of Fontanville Here he 
was confined for some time till farther directions were 
received from Philippe de Montalt, the present Mar- 
quis, who was then on his estates in a northern prov- 
ince of France These orders were for death, and the 
unfortunate Henri was assassinated in his chamber in 
the third week of his confinement at the abbey 
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On hearing this Adeline grew faint, she remembered 
the MS. she had found, together with the extraordinary 
circumstances that had attended the discovery Every 
nerve thrilled with horror, and raising her eyes, she 
saw the countenance of the Marquis overspread with 
the livid paleness of guilt. She endeavoured, how- 
ever, to arrest her fleeting spirits while the man pro- 
ceeded in his confession. 

When the murder was perpetrated, d’Aunoy had re- 
turned to his employer, who gave him the reward agreed 
upon, and in a few months after delivered into his hands 
the infant daughter of the late Marquis, whom he con- 
veyed to a distant part of the kingdom, where assuming 
the name of St Pierre, he brought her up as his own 
child, receiving from the present Marquis a considerable 
annuity for his secrecy 

Adeline, no longer able to struggle with the tumult 
of emotions that now rushed upon her heart, uttered a 
deep sigh and fainted away She was carried from the 
court, and when the confusion occasioned by this cir 
cunistance subsided, Jean d’Aunoy went on He related 
that on the death of his wife, Adeline was placed in a 
convent, from whence she was afterwards removed to 
another, where the Marquis had destined her to receive 
the vows, that her determined rejection of them had 
occasioned him to resolve upon her death, and that she 
had accordingly been removed to the house on the 
heath, D’Aunoy added that by the Marquis’s order he 
had misled Du Bosse with a false story of her birth. 
Having after some time discovered that his comrades 
had deceived him concerning her death, d’Aunoy sepa- 
rated from them in enmity; but they unanimously deter- 
mined to conceal her escape from the Marquis, that they 
might enjoy the recompense of their supposed crime. 
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Seme months subsequent to this period, however, 
d’ Annoy received a letter from the Marquis charging 
him with the truth and promising him a large reward 
if he would confess where he had placed Adeline. In 
consequence of this letter he acknowledged that she had 
been given into the hands of a stranger, but who he 
was or where he lived was not known. 

Upon these depositions Philippe de Montalt was com- 
mitted to take his trial for the murder of Henri, his 
brother, D’Aunoy was thrown into a dungeon of the 
Chatelet, and Du Bosse was bound to appear as 
evidence. 

The feelings of the Marquis, who m a prosecntion 
stimulated by revenge had thus unexpectedly exposed 
his crimes to the public eye and betrayed himself to 
justice, can only be imagined. The passions which had 
tempted him to the commission of a crime so horrid as 
that of murder — and what, if possible, heightened its 
atrocity, the murder of one connected with him by the 
ties of blood, and by habits of even infantine associa- 
tion — the passions which had stimulated him to so mon- 
strous a deed were ambition and the love of pleasure. 
The first was more immediately gratified by the title of 
his brother; the latter by the riches which would enable 
him to indulge his voluptuous inclinations. 

The late Marquis de Montalt, the father of Adeline, 
received from his ancestors a patrimony very inade- 
quate to support the splendour of bis rank, but he had 
married the heiress of an illustrious family, whose for- 
tune amply supplied the deficiency of his own He had 
the misfortune to lose her, for she was amiable and 
beautiful, soon after the birth of a daughter, and it was 
then that the present Marquis formed the diabolical 
design of destroying his brother. The contrast of their 
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characters prevented that cordial regard between them 
which their near relationship seemed to demand. Henri 
was benevolent, mild, and contemplative In his heart 
reigned the love of virtue, in his manners the strictness 
of justice was tempered, not weakened, by mercy; his 
mind was enlarged by science and adorned by elegant 
literature. The character of Philippe has been already 
delineated in his actions , its nicer shades were blended 
with some shining tints, but these served only to render 
more striking by contrast the general darkness of the 
portrait. 

He had married a lady who by the death of her 
brother inherited considerable estates, of which the ab- 
bey of St. Clair and the villa on the borders of the 
forest of Fontanville were the chief. His passion for 
magnificence and dissipation, however, soon involved 
him in difficulties, and pointed out to him the convem- 
ency of possessing his brother’s wealth His brother 
and his infant daughter only stood between him and his 
wishes , how he removed the father lias been already 
related, why he did not employ the Same means to se- 
cure the child, seems somewhat surprising, unless we 
admit that a destiny hung oier him on this occasion and 
that she was suffered to live as an instrument to punish 
the murderer of her parent When a retrospect is taken 
of the vicissitudes and dangers to which she had been 
exposed from her earliest infancy, it appears as if her 
preservation was the effect of something more than hu- 
man policy, and affords a striking instance that justice, 
however long delayed, will overtake the guilty. 

While the late unhappy Marquis was suffering at the 
abbey, his brother, who to avoid suspicion remained m 
the north of France, delayed the execution of his horrid 
purpose from a timidity natural to a mind not yet in- 
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ured to enormous guilt. Before he dared to deliver his 
final orders he waited to know whether the story he 
contrived to propagate of his brother’s death would veil 
his crime from suspicion It succeeded hut too well, for 
the servant whose life had been spared that he might 
relate the tale, naturally enough concluded that his lord 
had been murdered by banditti, and the peasant who a 
few hours after found the servant wounded, bleeding, 
and bound to a tree, and knew also that this spot was 
infested by robbers, as naturally believed him and 
spread the report accordingly. 

From this period the Marquis, to whom the abbey of 
St. Clair belonged in right of Ins wife, v lsited it only 
twice, and that at distant times, till after an interval of 
several years he accidentally found La Motte its inhabi- 
tant. He resided at Pans and on his estate in the 
north, except that once a year he usually passed a month 
at his delightful villa on the borders of till forest In 
the busy scenes of the court and in the dissipations of 
pleasure lie tried to lose the remembrance of his guilt, 
but there were times when the voice of conscience would 
be heard, though it was soon again lost m the tumult 
of the world 

It is probable that on the night of his abrupt de- 
parture from the abbey, the solitary silence and gloom 
of the hour, in a place which bad been the scene of his 
former crime, called up the remembrance of his brother 
with a force too powerful for fancy, and awakened 
horrors which compelled him to quit the polluted spot. 
If it was so, it is however certain that the spectres of 
conscience vanished with the darkness, for on the fol- 
lowing day he returned to the abbey, though it may be 
observed, he never attempted to pass another night 
there But though terror was roused for a transient 
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moment, neither pity or repentance succeeded, since 
when the discovery of Adeline’s birth excited apprehen- 
sion for his own life, he did not hesitate to repeat the 
crime, and would again have stained his soul with 
human blood This discovery was affected by means of 
a seal bearing the arms of her mother’s family, which 
was impressed on the note his servant had found and 
had dein end to him at Caux It may be remembered 
that haling read this note, he was throwing it from him 
in the fury ot jealousy, but that after examining it 
again, it was carefully deposited in his pocket-book 
The violent agitation winch a suspicion of this terrible 
truth occasioned, deprived him for a while of all power 
to act Wlu n he was well enough to write, he dis- 
patched a letter to d’Aunoy the purport of which has 
been already mentioned From d’Auncv he received the 
confirmation of Ins fears Knowing that Ins life must 
pav the forft iture of his crime should Adeline ever 
obtain a knowledge of her birth, and not daring again 
to confide in the secrecy of a man who had once de- 
cened lnm, he resolved after some deliberation on her 
death He lmnudiaUly set out for the abbey and gave 
those directions concerning her which terror for his 
own safetv, still more than a desire of retaining her 
estates, suggested 

As the history of the seal which revealed the birth 
of Adeline is rather remarkable, it may not be amiss 
to mention that it was stolen from the Marquis, to- 
gether with a gold watch, bv Jean d’Aunoy. The watch 
was soon disposed of, but the seal had been kept as a 
pretty trinket by his wife, and at her death went with 
Adeline among her clothes to the convent. Adeline 
had carefully preserved it because it had once belonged 
to the woman whom she believed to have been her 
mother. 
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CHAPTER XXIII 

We now return to the course of the narrative, and to 
Adeline, who was carried from the court to the lodging 
of Madame La Motte. Madame was, however, at the 
Chatelet with her husband, suffering all the distress 
which the sentence pronounced against him might be 
supposed to inflict. The feeble frame of Adeline, so 
long harassed by grief and fatigue, almost sunk under 
the agitation which the discovery of her birth excited. 
Her feelings on this occasion were too complex to be 
analyzed. From an orphan, subsisting on the bounty 
of others, without family, with few friends, and pur- 
sued by a cruel and powerful enemy, she saw herself 
suddenly transformed to the daughter of an illustrious 
house, and the heiress of immense wealth. But she 
learned also that her father had been murdered — mur- 
dered in the prime of his days — murdered by means 
of his brother, against whom she must now appear, and 
m punishing the destroyer of her parent doom her 
uncle to death 

When she remembered the manuscript so singularly 
found, and considered that when she wept to the suffer- 
ings it described her tears had flowed for those of her 
father, her emotion cannot easily be imagined The 
circumstances attending the discovery of these papers 
no longer appeared to be a work of chance, but of a 
Power whose designs are great and just. “O my father 1 ” 
she would exclaim, “your last wish is fulfilled — the pity- 
ing heart you wished might trace your sufferings shall 
avenge them ” 

On the return of Madame La Motte, Adeline endeav- 
oured as usual to support her own emotions, that she 
might soothe the affliction of her friend She related 
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what had passed in the courts after the departure of 
La Motte, and thus excited even in the sorrowful heart 
of Madame a momentary gleam of satisfaction. Ade- 
line determined to recover, if possible, the manuscript. 
On inquiry she learned that La Motte in the confusion 
of his departure had left it among other things at the 
abbey. This circumstance much distressed her, the 
more so because she believed its appearance might be 
of importance on the approaching trial she determined, 
however, if she should recover her rights, to have the 
manuscript sought for. 

In the evening Louis joined this mournful party. 
He came immediately from his father, whom he left 
more tranquil than he had been since the fatal sentence 
was pronounced After a silent and melancholy supper, 
they separated for the night, and Adeline in the soli- 
tude of her chamber had leisure to meditate on the dis- 
coveries of this eventful day. The sufferings of her 
dead father, such as she had read them recorded by his 
own hand, pressed most forcibly to her thoughts. The 
narrative had formerly so much affected her heart and 
interested her imagination that her memory now faith- 
fully reflected each particular circumstance there dis- 
closed But when she considered that she had been in 
the very chamber where her parent had suffered, where 
even his life had been sacrificed, and that she had prob- 
ably seen the very dagger, seen it stained with rust, 
the rust of blood 1 by which he had fallen, the anguish 
and horror of her mind defied all control. 

On the following day Adeline received orders to pre- 
pare for the prosecution of the Marquis de Montalt, 
which was to commence as soon as the requisite wit- 
nesses could be collected Among these were the 
abbess of the convent who had received her from the 
hands of d’Aunoy, Madame La Motte, who was present 
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when,Du Bosse compelled her husband to receive Ade- 
line, and Peter, who had not only been witness to this 
circumstance, but who had conveyed her from the abbey 
that she might escape the designs of the Marquis. La 
Motte and Theodore La Luc were incapacitated by the 
sentence of the law from appearing on the trial. 

When La Motte was informed of the discovery of 
Adeline’s birth, and that her father had been murdered 
at the -abbey of St Clair, he instantly remembered and 
mentioned to his wife the skeleton he found in the stone 
room leading to the subterranean cells. Neither of 
them doubted from the situation in which it lay, hid m 
a chest m an obscure room strongly guarded, that La 
Motte had seen the remains of the late Marquis. 
Madame, however, determined not to shock Adeline with 
the mention of this circumstance till it should be neces- 
sary to declare it on the trial. 

As the time of this trial drew near, the distress and 
agitation of Adeline increased Though justice de- 
manded the life of' the murderer, and though the tender- 
ness and pity which the idea of her father called forth 
urged her to revenge his death, she could not without 
horror consider herself as the instrument of dispensing 
that justice which would deprive a fellow being of ex- 
istence; and there were times when she wished the 
secret of her birth had never been revealed If tins 
sensibility was in her peculiar circumstances a weak- 
ness, it was at least an amiable one, and as such de- 
serves to be reverenced. 

The accounts she received from Vaceau of the health 
of M. La Luc did not contribute to tranquillize her 
mind. The symptoms described by Clara seemed to say 
that he was in the last stage of a consumption, and the 
grief of Theodore and herself on this occasion was ex- 
pressed in her letters with the lively eloquence so natu- 
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ral to her. Adeline loved and revered La Luc for his 
own worth, and for the parental tenderness he had 
shewed her, but he was still dearer to her as the father 
of Theodore, and her concern for his declining state 
was not inferior to that of his children. It was in- 
creased by the reflection that she had probably been the 
means of shortening his life, for she too well knew that 
the distress occasioned him by the situation in which it 
had been her misfortune to involve Theodore, had shat- 
tered his frame to its present infirmity'. The same cause 
also withheld him from seeking in the climate of Mont- 
pellier the relief lie had formerly been taught to expect 
there. When she looked around on the condition of her 
friends, her heart was almost overwhelmed with the 
prospect, it seemed as if she was destined to involve 
all those most dear to her in calamity With respect to 
La Motte, whatever were his vices, and whatever the 
designs in which he had formerly' engaged against her, 
she. forgot them all in the serrice he had finally ren- 
dered her, und considered it to be as much her duty as 
she felt it to be her inclination to intercede in his be- 
half. This, howeier, in her present situation she could 
not do with any hope of success, but if the suit upon 
which depended the establishment of her rank, her for- 
tune, and consequently her influence, should be decided 
in her favour, she determined to throw herself at the 
king’s feet, and when she pleaded the cause of Theodore 
ask the life of La Motte 

A few days preceding that of the trial, Adeline was 
informed a stranger desired to speak with her, and on 
going to the room where he was, she found M Verneuil. 
Her countenance expressed both surprise and satisfac- 
tion at this unexpected meeting, and she inquired, 
though with little expectation of an affirmative, if he 
had heard of M La Luc. “I have seen him,” said M. 
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Verneuil; “I am just come from Vace&u. But I am 
sorry I cannot give you a better account of his health. 
He is greatly altered since I saw him before.” 

Adeline could scarcely refrain from tears at the recol- 
lection these words revived of the calamities which had 
occasioned this lamented change. M. Verneuil deliv- 
ered her a packet from Clara. As he presented it he 
said, “Besides this introduction to your notice, I have 
a claim of a different kind, which I am proud to assert, 
and which will perhaps justify the permission I ask of 
speaking upon your affairs.” — Adeline bowed, and M. 
Verneuil, with a countenance expressive of the most 
tender solicitude, added that he had heard of the late 
proceeding of the parliament of Pans, and of the dis- 
coveries that so intimately concerned her. “I know 
not,” continued he, “whether I ought to congratulate 
or condole with you on this trying occasion That I 
sincerely sympathize in all that concerns you I hope 
you will believe, and I cannot deny myself the pleasure 
of telling you that I am related, though distantly, to 
the late marchioness, your mother, for that she was your 
mother I cannot doubt 

Adeline rose hastily and advanced towards M. Ver- 
neuil, surprise and satisfaction reanimated her features. 
“Do I indeed see a relation'” said she, in a sweet and 
tremulous voice, “and one whom I can welcome as a 
friend Tears trembled in her eyes, and she received 
M. Verneuil’s embrace m silence. It was some time be- 
fore her emotion would permit her to speak 

To Adeline, who from her earliest infancy had been 
abandoned to strangers, a forlorn and helpless orphan, 
who had never till lately known a relation, and who 
then found one in the person of an inveterate enemy; 
to her this discovery was as delightful as unexpected. 
But after struggling for some time with the various 
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emotions that pressed upon her heart, she begged 
M. Verneml's permission to withdraw till she could re- 
cover composure He would have taken leave, but she 
entreated him not to go. 

The interest which M. Verneuil took in the concerns 
of La Luc, which was strengthened by his increasing 
regard for Clara, had drawn him to Vaceau, where he 
was informed of the family and peculiar circumstances 
of Adeline On receiving this intelligence, he lmmedi- 
ately set out for Paris to offer his protection and as- 
sistance to his newly discovered relation, and to aid, if 
possible, the cause of Theodore 

Adeline in a short time returned and could then bear 
to converse on the subject of her family M Verneuil 
offered her his support and assistance if they should 
be found necessary. “But I trust,” added he, “to the 
justice of your cause, and hope it will not require any 
adventitious aid To those who remember the late 
marchioness, your features bring sufficient evidence 
of your birth As a proof that niv judgment m this in- 
stance is not biassed bv prejudice, the resemblance 
struck me when I was in Savoy, though I knew the 
marchioness only by her portrait, and I believe I men- 
tioned to M La Luc that you often reminded me of a 
deceased relation You may form some judgment of 
this yourself,” added M Verneuil, taking a miniature 
from his pocket “This was your amiable mother.” 

Adeline’s countenance changed . she received the pic- 
ture eagerly, gazed on it for a long time m silence, 
and her eyes filled with tears. It was not the resem- 
blance she studied, but the countenance — the mild and 
beautiful countenance of her parent, whose blue eyes, 
full of tender sweetness, seemed bent upon hers, while a 
soft smile played on her lips, Adeline pressed the pic- 
ture to hers, and again gazed in silent reverie At 
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length, with a deep sigh, she said, “This sorely wot 
my mother. Had she but lived, O my poor father! 
you had been spared.” This reflection quite overcame 
her and she burst into tears. M. Verneuil did not in- 
terrupt her grief, but took her hand and sat by her 
without speaking till she became more composed. Again 
kissing the picture, she held it out to him with a hesi- 
tating look. “No,” said he, “it is already with its true 
owner.” She thanked him with a smile of ineffable 
sweetness, and after some conversation on the subject 
of the approaching trial, on which occasion she re- 
quested M Verneuil would support her by his presence, 
he withdrew, having begged leave to repeat Ins visit on 
the following day. 

Adeline now opened her packet, and saw once more 
the well-known characters of Theodore, for a moment 
she felt as if m his presence, and the conscious blush 
overspread her cheek. With a trembling hand she broke 
the seal, and read the tenderest assurances and solici- 
tudes of his love, she often paused that she might pro- 
long the sweet emotions which these assurances awak- 
ened, but while tears of tenderness stood trembling on 
her eyelids, the bitter recollection of his situation would 
return, and they fell in anguish on her bosom 

He congratulated her, and with peculiar delicacy, on 
the prospects of life which were opening to her, said 
everything that might tend to animate and support her, 
but avoided dwelling on Ins own circumstances, except 
by expressing his sense of the zeal and kindness of his 
commanding officer, and adding that he did not despair 
of finally obtaining a pardon 

This hope, though but faintly expressed, and written 
evidently for the purpose of consoling Adeline, did not 
entirely fail of the desired effect. She yielded to its 
enchanting influence, and forgot for a while the many 
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subjects of care and anxiety which surrounded her. 
Theodore said little of his father’s health; what he did 
say was by no means so discouraging as the accounts 
of Clara, who, less anxious to conceal a truth that must 
give pain to Adeline, expressed without reserve all her 
apprehension and concern. 


CHAPTER XXIV 

The day of the trial so anxiously awaited, and on which 
the fate of so many persons depended, at length ar- 
rived Adeline, accompanied by M Verneuil and 
Madame La Motte, appeared as the prosecutor of the 
Marquis de Montalt, and d’Aunoy, Du Bosse, Louis 
de la Motte, and several other persons, as witnesses in 
her cause The judges were some of the most dis- 
tinguished in France, and the advocates on both sides 
men of eminent abilities On a trial of such importance, 
the court, as may be imagined, was crowded with per- 
sons of distinction, and the spectacle it presented was 
strikingly solemn, yet magnificent 

When she appeared before the tribunal, Adeline’s 
emotion surpassed all the arts of disguise, but adding 
to the natural dignity of her air an expression of soft 
timidity, and to her downcast eyes a sweet confusion, 
it rendered her an object still more interesting, and she 
attracted the universal pity and admiration of the as- 
sembly. When she ventured to raise her eyes, she per- 
ceived that the Marquis was not yet in the court, and 
while she awaited his appearance in trembling expecta- 
tion, a confused murmuring rose in a distant part of 
the hall. Her spirits now almost forsook her; the cer- 
tainty of seeing immediately and consciously the mur- 
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derer of her father chilled her -with horror^ and she was 
with difficulty preserved from fainting. A low sound 
now ran through the court, and an air of confusion ap- 
peared which was soon communicated to the tribunal 
itself. Several of the members arose, some left the 
hall, the whole place exhibited a scene of disorder, and 
a report at length reached Adeline that the Marquis de 
Montalt was dying. A considerable time elapsed in 
uncertainty, but the confusion continued, the Marquis 
did not appear; and at Adeline’s request M. Verneuil 
went in quest of more positive information. 

He followed a crowd which was hurrying towards the 
Chatelet, and with some difficulty gained admittance 
into the prison, but the porter at the gate, whom he 
had bribed for a passport, could give him no certain 
information on the subject of his enquiry, and not being 
at liberty to quit his post, furnished M Verneuil with 
only a vague direction to the Marquis’s apartment. 
The courts were silent and deserted, but as he advanced, 
a distant hum of voices led him on till, perceiving sev- 
eral persons running towards a staircase which appeared 
beyond the archway of a long passage, he followed 
thither, and learned that the Marquis was certainly dy- 
ing The staircase was filled with people, he endeav- 
oured to press through the crowd, and after much 
struggle and difficulty he reached the door of an ante- 
room which communicated with the apartment where 
the Marquis lay, and whence several persons now issued. 
Here he learned that the object of his enquiry was 
already dead. M. Verneuil, however, pressed through 
the ante-room to the chamber where lay the Marquis 
on a bed surrounded by officers of the law and two 
notaries, who appeared to have been taking down depo- 
sitions. His countenance was suffused with a black 
and deadly hue and impressed with the horrors of death. 
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M. Verneuil turned away, shocked by the spectacle, 
and on enquiry heard that the Marquis had died by 
poison. 

It appeared that, convinced he had nothing to hope 
from his trial, he had taken this method of avoiding an 
ignominious death In the last hours of life, while 
tortured with the remembrance of his crime, he resolved 
to make all the atonement that remained for him, and 
having swallowed the potion, he immediately sent for a 
confessor to take a full confession of his guilt, and two 
notaries, and thus establish Adeline beyond dispute in 
the rights of her birth , and also bequeathed her a con- 
siderable legacy. 

In consequence of these depositions she was soon 
after formally acknowledged as the daughter and heiress 
of Henri Marquis de Montalt, and the rich estates of 
her father were restored to her She immediately threw 
herself at the feet of the king in behalf of Theodore 
and of La Motte The character of the former, the 
cause in which he had risked his life, and the occasion 
of the late Marquis’s enmity towards him, were cir- 
cumstances so notorious and so forcible that it is more 
than probable the monarch would have granted his 
pardon to a pleader less irresistible than was Adeline 
de Montalt Theodore La Luc not only received ail 
ample pardon, but in consideration of his gallant con- 
duct towards Adeline, he was soon after raised to a post 
of considerable rank in the army. 

For La Motte, who had been condemned for the 
robbery on full evidence, and who had been also charged 
with the crime which had formerly compelled him to 
quit Pans, a pardon could not be obtained, but at the 
earnest supplication of Adeline, and in consideration 
of the service he had finally rendered her, his sentence 
Was softened from death to banishment. This indul- 
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gence, however, would have availed him little, had not 
the noble generosity of Adeline silenced other prosecu- 
tions that were preparing against him and bestowed on 
him a sum more than sufficient to support Ins family 
m a foreign country. This kindness operated so power- 
fully upon his heart, which had been betrayed through 
weakness rather than natural depravity, and awakened 
so keen a remorse for the injuries he had once medi- 
tated against a benefactress so noble, that his former 
habits became odious to him and his character gradu- 
ally recovered the hue which it would probably always 
have worn had he never been exposed to the tempting 
dissipations of Pans 

The passion which Louis had so long owned for 
Adeline was raised almost to adoration by her late con- 
duct , but he now relinquished even the faint hope which 
he had hitherto almost unconsciously cherished, and 
since the life which was granted to Theodore rendered 
this sacrifice necessary, he could not repine He re- 
solved, however, to seek in absence the tranquillity he 
had lost, and to place his future happiness on that of 
two persons so deservedly dear to him 

On the eve of his departure La Motte and his family 
took a very affecting leave of Adeline. He left Paris 
for England, where it was his design to settle, and 
Louis, who was eager to fly from her enchantments, set 
out on the same day for his regiment 

Adeline remained some time at Pans to settle her 
affairs, where she was introduced by M Verneuil to the 
few and distant relations that remained of her. family. 

Among these were the Count and Countess D , 

and the M Amand who had so much engaged her pity 
and esteem at Nice The lady whose death he lamented 
was of the family of de Montalt; and the resemblance 
which he had traced between her features and those’ of 
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Adeline, her cousin, was something more than the effect 
of fancy. The death of his elder brother had abruptly 
recalled him from Italy; but Adeline had the satisfac- 
tion to observe that the heavy melancholy which for- 
merly oppressed him had yielded to a sort of placid 
resignation, and that his countenance was often enliv- 
ened by a transient gleam of cheerfulness. 

The Count and Countess D , who were much in- 

terested by her goodness and beauty, invited her to 
make their hotel her residence while she remained at 
Pans. 

Her first care was to have the remains of her parent 
removed from the abbey of St. Clair and deposited m 
the vault of his ancestors. D’Aunoy was tried, con- 
demned, and hanged, for the murder. At the place of 
execution he had described the spot where the remains 
of the Marquis were concealed, Mhicli was in the stone 
room already mentioned belonging to the abbey M. 
Verneuil accompanied the officers appointed for the 
search, and attended the ashes of the Marquis to St. 
Maur, an estate in one of the northern provinces There 
they were deposited with the solemn funeral pomp be- 
coming Ins rank Adeline attended as chief mourner, 
and tins last duty paid to the memory of her parent, 
she became more tranquil and resigned The MS. that 
recorded his sufferings had been found at the abbey and 
delivered to her by M. Verneuil, and she preserved it 
with the pious enthusiasm so sacred a relique deserved 

On her return to Paris, Theodore La Luc, who was 
come from Montpellier, awaited her arrival. The hap- 
piness of this meeting was clouded by the account he 
brought of his father, whose extreme danger had alone 
withheld him from hastening the moment he obtained 
his liberty to thank Adeline for the life she had pre- 
served. She now received him as the friend to whom 
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she was indebted for her preservation, and as the lov?» 
who deserved and possessed her tenderest affection, 
'i'he remembrance of the circumstances under which 
they had last met, and of their mutual anguish, rendered 
more exquisite the happiness of the present moments, 
when no longer oppressed by the horrid prospect of 
ignominious death and final separation, they looked for- 
ward only to the smiling days that awaited them when 
hand in hand they should tread the flowery scenes of 
life. The contrast which memory drew of the past 
with the present frequently drew tears of tenderness 
and gratitude to their eyes, and the sweet smile which 
seemed struggling to dispel from the countenance of 
Adeline those gems of sorrow, penetrated the heart of 
Theodore and brought to his recollection a little song 
which in other circumstances he had formerly sung to 
her. He took up a lute that lay on the table, and 
touching the dulcet chords, accompanied it with the fol- 
lowing words: 

Song 

The rose that weeps with morning dew, 

And glitters m the sunny ray, 

In tears and smiles resembles you, 

When Love breaks Sorrow’s cloud away. 

The dews that bend the blushing flow’r, 

Enrich the scent — renew the glow; 

So Love’s sweet tears exalt his pow’r. 

So bliss more brightly shines by woe 1 

Her affection for Theodore had induced Adeline to 
reject several suitors which her goodness, beauty, and 
wealth had already attracted, and who. though infinitely 
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his superiors in point of fortune, were many of them 
inferior to him m family and all of them m merit. 

The various and tumultuous emotions which the late 
events had called forth in the bosom of Adeline were 
now subsided; but the memory of her father still tinc- 
tured her mind with a melancholy that time only could 
subdue, and she refused to listen to the supplications 
of Theodore till the period she had prescribed for her 
mourning should be expired The necessity of rejoin- 
ing his regiment obliged him to leave Pans within the 
fortnight after his arrival , but he carried with him as- 
surance of receiving her hand soon after she should lay 
aside her sable habit, and departed therefore with toler- 
able composure. 

M La Luc’s very precarious state was a source of 
incessant disquietude to Adeline, and she determined 
to accompany M. Verneuil, who was now the declared 
lover of Clara, to Montpellier, whither La Luc had 
immediately gone on the liberation of Ins son. For this 
journey she was preparing when she received from her 
friend a flattering account of his amendment, and as 
some farther settlement of her affairs required her pres- 
ence at Pans, she deferred her design and M Verneuil 
departed alone. 

When Theodore’s affairs assumed a more favourable 
aspect, M. Verneuil had written to La Luc and com- 
municated to him the secret of his heart respecting 
Clara La Luc, who a%mired and esteemed M Verneuil, 
and who was not ignorant of his family connections, 
was pleased with the proposed alliance Clara thought 
she had never seen any person whom she was so much 
inclined to love, and M. Verneuil received an answer 
favourable to his wishes, and which encouraged him to 
undertake the present journey to Montpellier. 

The restoration of his happiness and the climate of 



578 


MRS. ANN RADCLIFFE 


Montpellier did all for the health of La Luc that his 
most anxious friends could wish, and he was at length 
so far recovered as to visit Adeline at her estate of 
St. Maur Clara and M Verneuil accompanied him, 
and a cessation of hostilities between France and Spain 
soon after permitted Theodore to join this happy party 
When La Luc, thus restored to those most dear to him, 
looked back on the misenes he had escaped, and forward 
to the blessings that awaited him, his heart dilated with 
emotions of exquisite joy and gratitude, and lys \ener- 
able countenance, softened by an expression of com- 
placent delight, exhibited a perfect picture of happy 
age. 


CHAPTER XXV 

Adeline, in the society of friends so beloved, lost the 
impression of that melancholy which the fate of her 
parent had occasioned, she recovered all her natural 
vivacity, and when she threw off the mourning habit 
which filial piety had required her to assume, she gave 
her hand to Theodore The nuptials, which were cele- 
brated at St Maur, were graced bv the presence of the 
Count and Countess D , and La Luc had the su- 

preme felicity of confirming on Jhe same dav the flatter- 
ing destinies of both his children. When the ceremony 
was over, he blessed and embraced them all with tears 
of fatherly affection “I thank thee, O God' that I 
have been permitted to see this hour,” said he, “when- 
ever it shall please thee to call me hence, I shall depart 
in peace ” 

“Long, very long, may you be spared to bless your 
children,” replied Adeline Clara kissed her father’s 
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band and wept “Long, very long,” she repeated in & 
voice scarcely audible. La Luc smiled cheerfully, and 
turned the conversation to a subject less affecting. 

But the time now drew nigh when La Luc thought 
it necessary to return to the duties of his parish, from 
which he had so long been absent Madame La Luc 
too, who had attended him during the period of his 
danger at Montpellier, and hence returned to Savoy, 
complained much of the solitude of her life, and this 
was with her brother an additional motive for his 
speedy departure. Theodore and Adeline, who could 
not support the thought of a separation, endeavoured to 
persuade him to give up his chateau and to reside with 
them in France, but he was held by many ties to Lelon- 
court For many years he had constituted the comfort 
and happiness of his parishioners , they revered and 
loved him as a father — he regarded them with an affec- 
tion little short of parental The attachment they dis- 
covered towards him on his departure was not forgotten 
either, it had made a deep impression on his mind, and 
he could not bear the thought of forsaking them now 
that heaven had showered on him its abundance. "It is 
sweet to live for them,” said he, “and I will also die 
amongst them ” A sentiment also of a more tender 
nature, — (and let not the stoic profane it with the name 
of weakness, or the man of thp world scorn it as un- 
natural) — a sentiment still more tender attached him 
to Leloncourt, — the remains of his wife reposed there 

Since La Luc would not reside in France, Theodore 
and Adeline, to whom the splendid gaieties that courted 
them at Pans were very inferior temptations to the 
sweet domestic pleasures and refined society which 
Leloncourt would afford, determined to accompany La 
Luc and Mon. and Madame Verneuil abroad. Adeline 
arranged her affairs so as to render her residence in 
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France unnecessary; and having bid an affectionate 

adieu to the Count and Countess D and to M. 

Amand, who had recovered a tolerable degree of cheer- 
fulness, she departed with her friends for Savoy. 

They travelled leisurely, and frequently turned out 
of their way to view whatever was worthy of observa- 
tion. After a long and pleasant journey they came 
once more within view of the Swiss mountains, the sight 
of which revived a thousand interesting recollections 
in the mmd of Adeline She remembered the circum- 
stances and the sensations under which she had first 
seen them — when an orphan, flying from persecution 
to seek shelter among strangers, and lost to the only 
person on earth whom she loved — she remembered this, 
and the contrast of the present moment struck with all 
its force upon her heart 

The countenance of Clara brightened into smiles of 
the most animated delight as she drew near the beloved 
scenes of hcT infant pleasures, and Theodore, often 
looking from the windows, caught with patriotic en- 
thusiasm the magnificent and changing scenery which 
the receding mountains successively disclosed 

It was evening when they approached within a few 
miles of Leloncourt, and the road winding round the 
foot of a stupendous crag presented them a full view of 
the lake and the peaceful.dwelling of La Luc An excla- 
mation of joy from the whole party announced the dis- 
covery, and the glance of pleasure was reflected from 
every eye The sun’s last light gleamed upon the waters 
that reposed in “crystal purity” below, mellowed every 
feature of the landscape and touched with purple splen- 
dour the clouds that rolled along the mountain tops. 

La Luc welcomed his family to his happy home, and 
sent up a silent thanksgiving that he was permitted thus 
to return to it. Adeline continued to gaze upon each 
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■well-known object, and again reflecting on the vicissi- 
tudes of grief and joy and the surprising change of 
fortune which she had experienced since last she saw 
them, her heart dilated with gratitude and complacent 
delight. She looked at Theodore, whom in these very 
scenes she had lamented as lost to her for ever, who 
when found again was about to be torn from her by 
an ignominious death, but who now sat by her side 
her secure and happy husband, the pride of his family 
and herself, and while the sensibility of her heart flowed 
in tears from her eyes, a smile of ineffable tenderness 
told him all she felt. He gently pressed her hand and 
answered her with a look of love. 

Peter, who now rode up to the carriage with a face 
full of joy and of importance, interrupted a course of 
sentiment which was become almost too interesting. 
“Ah 1 my dear master *” cried he, “welcome home again. 
Here is the village, God bless it ' It is worth a million 
such places as Pans. Thank St Jacques, we are all 
come safe back again ” 

This effusion of honest Peter’s joy was received and 
answered with the kindness it deserved As they drew 
near the lake, music sounded over the water, and they 
presently saw a large party of the villagers assembled 
on a green spot that sloped to the very margin of the 
waves, and dancing in all their holiday finery It was 
the evening of a festival The elder peasants sat under 
the shade of the trees that crowned this little eminence, 
eating milk and fruits and watching their sons and 
daughters frisk it away to the sprightly notes of the 
tabor and pipe, which was joined by the softer tones 
of a mandolin 

The scene was highly interesting, and what added to 
its picturesque beauty was a group of cattle that stood 
some on the brink, some half in the water, and others 
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reposing on the green bank, while several peasant girls 
dressed in the neat simplicity of their country were dis- 
pensing the milky feast. Peter now rode on first, and 
a crowd soon collected round him, who, learning that 
their beloved master was at hand, went forth to meet 
and welcome him. Their warm and honest expressions 
of joy diffused an exquisite satisfaction over the heart 
of the good La Luc, who met them with the kindness of 
a father and could scarcely forbear shedding tears to 
this testimony of their attachment. When the younger 
part of the peasants heard the news of his arrival, the 
general joy was such that, led by the tabor and pipe, 
they danced before his carriage to the chateau, where 
they again welcomed him and Ins family with the en- 
livening strains of music. At the gate of the chateau 
they were received by Madame La Luc, and a happier 
party never met 

As the evening was uncommonly mild and beautiful, 
supper was spread in the garden. When the repast was 
over, Clara, whose heart was all glee, proposed a dance 
by moonlight. “It will be delicious , ” said she; “the 
moonbeams are already dancing on the waters See 
what a stream of Tadiance they throw across the lake, 
and how they sparkle round that little promontory on 
the left The freshness of the hour too invites to 
dancing ” 

They all agreed to the proposal — “And let the good 
people who have so heartily welcomed us home be called 
in too,” said La Luc “they shall all partake our happi- 
ness. There is devotion in making others happy, and 
gratitude ought to make us devout. Peter, bring more 
wine, and set some tables under the trees.” Peter flew, 
and, while chairs and tables were placing, Clara ran 
for her favourite lute, the lute which had formerly af- 
forded her such delight, and which Adeline had often 
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touched with a melancholy expression. Clara’s light 
hand now ran over the chords and drew forth tones of 
tender sweetness, her voice accompanying the following 
air: 


Now at Moonlight’s fairy hour. 

When faintly gleams each dewy steep. 

And vale and mountain, lake and bow’r. 

In solitary grandeur sleep , 

When slowly sinks the evening breeze, 

That lulls the mind in pensive care. 

And Fancy loftier visions sees, 

Bid music wake the silent air 

Bid the merry, merry tabor sound, 

And with the Fays of lawn or glade, 

In tripping circlet beat the ground 

Under the high trees’ trembling shade. 

"Now at Moonlight’s fairy hour” 

Shall Music breathe her dulcet voice, 

And o’er the waves, with magic pow’r. 

Call on Echo to rejoice 1 

Peter, who could not move in a sober step, had al- 
ready spread refreshments under the trees, and in a 
short tune the lawn was encircled with peasantry. 
The rural pipe and tabor were placed at Clara’s request 
under the shade of her beloved acacias on the margin 
of the lake, the merry notes of music sounded; Adeline 
led off the dance, and the mountains answered only to 
the strains of mirth and melody. 

The venerable La Luc, as he sat among the elder 
peasants, surveyed the scene — his children and people 
thus assembled round him m one grand compact of har- 
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mo-ny and joy — the frequent tear bedewed his check, 
and he seemed to taste the fullness of an exalted delight. 

So much was every heart roused to gladness that the 
morning dawn began to peep upon the scene of their 
festivity, when every cottager returned to his home 
blessing the benevolence of La Luc. 

After passing some weeks with La Luc, M. Verneuil 
bought a chateau m the village of Leloncourt, and as 
it was the only one not already occupied, Theodore 
looked out for a residence in the neighbourhood. At 
the distance of a few leagues, on the beautiful banks of 
the lake of Genei a, where the waters retire into a small 
bay, he purchased a villa. The chateau was charac- 
terized by an air of simplicity and taste, rather than of 
magnificence, which however was the chief trait in the 
surrounding scene. The chateau was almost encircled 
with woods, which forming a grand amphitheatre, swept 
down to the water’s edge, and abounded with wild and 
romantic walks Here nature was suffered to sport in 
all her beautiful luxuriance, except where here and there 
the hand of art formed the foliage to admit a view of 
the blue waters of the lake, with the white sail that 
glided by, or of the distant mountains In front of 
the chateau the woods opened to a lawn, and the eye 
was suffered to wander over the lake, whose bosom pre- 
sented an ever-moving picture, while its varied margin 
sprinkled with villas, woods, and towns, and crowned 
beyond with the snowy and sublime Alps, rising point 
behind point m awful confusion, exhibited a scenery of 
almost unequalled magnificence. 

Here, contemning the splendour of false happiness, 
and possessing the pure and rational delights of love re- 
fined into the most tender friendship, surrounded by 
*he friends so dear to them, and visited by a select and 
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enlightened society — here, in the very bosom of felicity, 
lived Theodore and Adeline La Luc. 

The passion of Louis de la Motte yielded at length 
to the powers of absence and necessity. He still loved 
Adeline, but it was with the placid tenderness of friend- 
ship, and when, at the earnest invitation of Theodore, 
he visited the villa, he beheld their happiness with a 
satisfaction unalloyed by any emotions of envy. He 
afterwards married a lady of some fortune at Geneva, 
and resigning his commission in the French service, set- 
tled on the borders of the lake, and increased the social 
delights of Theodore and Adeline. 

Their former lives afforded an example of trials well 
endured — and their present, of virtues greatly re- 
warded; and this reward they continued to deserve — 
for not to themselves was their happiness contracted, 
but diffused to all who came within the sphere of their 
influence. The indigent and unhappy rejoiced in their 
benevolence, the virtuous and enlightened in their 
friendship, and their children in parents whose example 
impressed upon their hearts the precepts offered to their 
understandings. 


The End. 




